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72. Light and Darkness (June, 1913).

1. The Sun's Light all over the skies;
the Sun's light on all the hills;

Over the wavy waters seas,

on the earth and above the trees,

in the woods and on the banks,

the Sun's light everywhere!

Ah, why then this darkness

in the human heart alone??.



2. Just when the flood of light moves

' like a vast sweep of brightness,

and the ocean of light, and blaze abundant
and light the goddess eternal

surrounds this world entire,

one lonely heart alone

gathers the darkness of envy

and beats on: what a shame!

3. Light like the nectar of fresh blossoms,
Light praised by numberless birds,

Light in whose effulgence earth,

 water, and wind embrace in joy,

such Light overflows the world;

and yet this despicable heart beats

in the miserable darkness

filled with countless evils.

4. The lights smile on the lake-waters;
the mountains laugh in their loveliness;
lightning spreads golden brightness
among the dark rain-laden clouds.

And yet a poor heart sits drooping
though it has learned the scriptures
and heard about the Vedic clue

to the heart of bliss.

- P.N.

Note: The Tamil original appeared first in Subramania Siva's journal Jnana Bhanu,
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73. The Hedonist, the Yogi and the Seer (August, 1913).

The Hedonist

1. We will crush the fresh fruit of sweet cashew
And joyous singing, its essence distil

And quaff the liquor to our heart's content.

We will snap our fingers and laugh at them
The Vulgar --, who call our act an evil.

Woman to blandish and liquor to quaff



Are for ever the pleasures of this world;

Are there pleasures comparable to these?

The Yogi

2.The world is like unto the cashew fresh,
Singing indeed is the bliss of Siva,

In wish-fulfilment we will the world Kkill

And quaff the juice that is Sivam indeed.
Can this be for vulgar possible?

Lovely damsel is Kundali Sakti.

These are truly the pleasures of this world,

Are there pleasures comparable to these?

The Hedonist

3. We will lead the victorious armies,

We will attain renown great, among kings,

We will lift aloft the white parasol,

Thus will we thrive by the meek world obeyed.

Bedecked with soft wreaths of fragrant flowers, Belted by a bevy of bewitching belles,

And with puissant hearts proof against worry We will flourish on earth, quaffing liquor.

The Yogi

4. Over the senses five, we will triumph;

The world will fall at our feet and hail us;

The white parasol is flawless wisdom; True sovereigns are beholders of Sivam;
We will amidst these flourish ip glory;

The fragrant garland is true clarity;



Decked with that, we will quaff the wine of grace With Sakti -- Bird Divine --, We 'llive

in joy.

The Hedonist

5. With minstrels in music very well-versed,

With smiling dancers -- mistresses of their art --,

We will keep company to banish worry And dance and dance in unbounded delight.
Tongue itself is aye sweetened when we say That we will hug the breasts in merry
rounds

As music soft wafts, to struti married. Is there here a joy to equal this joy?

The Yogi

6. Music good is Siva's peerless Nada;

in the Court of Wisdom, seers are dancers;

Keep their company to banish all worry And dance and dance in never-ending bliss.
Sweet tastes the uttering tongue; To the sruti Of the ethereal orbs pirouetting

With tune entwined, dances the Court of Wisdom. Is there a wealth to match this, the

peerless?

The Seer

7. Bewitching joy of woman's company,
Sweet joy of vernal airs and dance,
The many joys by loving bred,

The joy of wine, the joy of arts,

The sovereign joy of the world's reign:
These joys are not chimerical,

These are but Sakti's true nature.

Joy in these with delighted hearts.



8. Joy and pain mark this world alike;

These are native to the world's power;
Without origin or end, for ever

It is with Parasakti linked, in love

With Her and great Siva-Yoga are oned

The seers who 'll deem it joy when pain befalls

These enjoy pleasures discerning its relish.

9. The heroes choose not to worry
Over their lack of aught in the world.
Never do they go itching after

The joys of world with hearts enslaved.
They never beg; no madness bids them
Clutch at joy; they are unbewitched;
Nor do they follow them, the fools

Who do condemn joy as feckless.

10. They fear not though evil erupts;
Pure of heart, they have beheld Siva.
The joy of union and the like

They know to be God-given gifts,
They receive them total, in love.

To them "Here" is as good as "There";
All are our Siva's play divine;

All joys are truly His own joys.

11. There the voice of Vedic mantras,
There the breath of velvet flute,
There the dance with dainty damsels,

There the triumph in the field of war,

10
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There the perfume of enlightenment,
There the rage of toddy frothy;
Whatever yields us joy, it is

The loving kindness of Mother.

The Chorus of the three

12. Wine, Wine, Wine! All heaven is wine for us!

As wine He flows, Hari is for us sweet!

Sun and Moon are wine to us; so too stars! Earth and water are our wine; so too hills:
Success and failure are wine; so too work! Joy of women is wine; so too wine-
varieties!

Wine, Wine, Wine indeed is our mind and soul! As wine He flows, for us is Siva

sweet:

- T.N.R.
Note: The Tamil original appeared in the monthly Jnana Bhanu. Bharati wrote this
poem under the pseudonym, Nitya Dirar. The translation given here follows the

Jnana Bhanu version.
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74. Krishna - My Mother (October 1913)

The Realms of Life are Her bounteous breasts; and consciousness, her milk of
endless delight; which she yieldeth unto my lips unasked; such grace is my Mother's.
They call her Krishna. Ah, She has clasped me in fond embrace with her arms of
ethereal space! And, placing me on her lap of Earth, she loves to tell me endless

stories, strange and mysterious.

1. And some of the tales | call by the name
of pleasures, evolutions,

victories. Yet others come to me as pains,
defeats and falls; stories, all these

that my Mother recounts

to suit my various moods and stages, lovingly told, ever entrancing.

And many are the wondrous toys and dolls which my Mother showeth me:

There is one that is named the Moon, and it sheds a nectar-like flood of light, And.

there are herds of clouds, many-coloured toys, yielding rain.

There is the Sun too, foremost of my play-things, the beauty of whose face | have no

words to depict.
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2. Toys, toys, toys:

A heavenful of stars, sparkling
like tiny gems. Many a time,
but in vain, have | essayed to
count them all. And then those
green hills, that never stir

from their places, silent toys offering speechless play.

Rivers and rivulets, fair and playful, that wander all over the land and, in the end, flow
into that marvellous toy, yon ocean, wide and boundless -- seeming, with dashing
billows, spouts of spray and its long, continuous chant wherein my Mother's name is

ever sounded: Om, Om ...Om.

3. Groves and gardens,

abounding in many-hued gems

of flowers; and delicious fruits, hanging

on the trees, strong in essence, rich in form.
Ah, the world is full of such exquisite playthings.

All these my Mother has given me.

4. Nice things to eat and songs all sweetness to hear,
companions gifted like me, with minds to play

with and become one with; and these fair girls,
enkindling love, the passion of flamming delight

like fiery nectar, killing-sweet.

5. Yet more playmates:
The winged birds, the beasts that walk the earth,
and countless fishes of many and many a kind,

there in that thundering sea.



16

What a tale of raptures, too many even to think of!

And endless sciences and arts she has ordained and nobler than

all these, divine wisdom for my serious hours.

But when the lighter mood is on me and | would fain laugh and be merry, many are
the jokes she has planned to amuse me with: the lies of the priests, the comic feats

of kings, the hypocrisies of age and the silly cares of youth.

Whatever | demand she gives, my Mother. Aye, she hastens with gifts, ere | tell her

I'd like to have them.

With high grace does she protect me, and says she will make me a yogin, like Arjun,
my brother in race. Always and in all places my work shall be to sing of the
bounteous love of my Mother, And a long and shining life and other matchless

glories, she will grant me as reward -- Krishna, My Mother.

- C.S.B.

Note: The Tamil original first appeared in part of Kannan Pattu -- 1917.
Jnana Bhanu . It later formed The English translation printed here is that of Bharati

himself, as it appeared in New India dated June 26, 1915.
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75. Yoga Siddhi (December, 1913)

1. Thou sole ordainer of earth and heaven
Our own Veerai, Goddess of Power!

Thy Grace to win as my aim in life,

| have thawed and dissolved myself

Into love for thee ...

Shouldst all my prayers and oblations

In vain go like water on desert land?

Dost thou not have a mind and heart?

Else couldst thou foster this world?

2. 'Thou'rt my refuge’, | cried and cried,
And with resolution great in heart
Thee | implored, Oh my Mother!

To grant me great riches and a skill
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To preserve and foster righteousness,

| sang thy praise and prayed to thee

In a thousand ways, -- knowest thou not?
Tireless my tongue did chant thy myriad names.

Doth it become the world to fall off thy truth?

3. Kali! Puissant Chamundi!
Mistress of Omkara! Empress mine!
Should you make me gad about

In search of my heart's desire?

| fall at thy flowery feet for refuge;
Grant thou my boon or end my life;
No more my troubles can | endure,
And bear to live thus | cannot:

Neeli of ebon-hue, knowest thou not my mind?

4. Didst thou think I'll ignoble fall,

Like some farcical men of the world

That know only to seek their food

And sit and tell silly tales,

Sore entangled in dire distress,

And making others suffer by their acts
While they grow grey, senescent and die,

A prey to cruel death?

5. A few boons | shall ask of thee:
Straight shouldst thou give them to me!
The fruits of my evil deeds in the past
Shouldn't pursue me but perished be:
A new being make of me

Free from any carking care:



Make clear my intellect,

That ever happy | shall be:

6. Make my limbs sturdy and strong;
Remove all fatigue, fever and fret;

That even an axe shall hurtless break
Against the toughness of my hardy frame!
My face shall shine effulgent

As a flower at sight of the Day-star!
Teach me to subdue the God of Love,

And grace me with tapas great.

7. Whatever | think to do,

Thy Grace shall make a success.
Riches | need for industries

In which many shall co-operate.
Music that enchants the list'ning ear
Shall enter deep into my soul;

Grant me the valiancy to sing

Of a myriad various joys on earth!

8. A wonderland I'll make of this,
Victorious and trouble-free,

Rich with learning and brave manhood.
To make gravel into glittering gems
And copper base into solid gold,

And also to transmute with ease
Blades of grass into paddy stalks,

And lowly swine into lordly lions,

And mere sand into sugar sweet,

Grant me the virtue true!
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9. Heaps of wealth ever increasing
Countless crafts requiring skill,

This land shall have by thy Grace;

That the fame of its people shall

On earth everywhere spread.

Grant me the power, Kali to quell:

Mother! Is there aught for thee impossible?
Murk of falsehood covering the mind

Should from me flee for good.

10. Doubt shall disappear for ever

And base fear be destroyed.

Why indulge in needless words?

May thy Grace save me and make me

The peer of Partha and Kannan of yore.

Mother, | pray to thee a myriad times,

Make me Lord of the universe!

Hail Mother! May thy Grace flourish!
-K.G.S.

Note: The Tamil original first appeared in Jnana Bhanu under Bharati's
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pen-name A Utthama Desabhi mani. The manuscript of Bharati does not contain the

stanza beginning with the words: Thedi Coru ni tham thinru. The translation here
given follows the Jnana Bhanu version. Bharati in a note to this poem says that

words like Kali, Sakti, Mari refer to the Mola-Sakti of Cosmos.

The following lines are found at the end of the poem in Bharati's Manuscript.

Om Kali! Puissant Chamundi!

Mistress of Omkara! Empress mine!
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76. no title (1913)

As the All-White One in mystic Silence
Crescent-crowned and wearing Atthi,

As the dark-hued one supine on the ocean of milk,
As the one that inspired Prophet Mohammed

And as the Father in Heaven of Jesus Christ,

The Supreme Ens that is one and the same
Though felt in symbols, yet unrealized,

In many forms and ways the religious seek.

Its nature is Intelligence of effulgence.

They are rid of misery that know its state;

Its Grace we have for life everlasting.

—

. Of fear be rid

. Lose not manliness

. Weakness is despicable
. Giving is wealth

. Strengthen the body

. Love your food

. Thinking is great

. Walk like a bull

© 00 N OO o b~ w DN

. Govern your five senses
10. Union is strength

11. Wilt not

12. Use Medicines sparingly

110
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13.
14.
15.
16.
17.
18.
20.
21.
22.
23.
24.
25.
26.
27.
28.
29.
30.
31.
32.
33.
34.
35.
36.
37.
38.
39.
40.
41.
42.
43.
44.

Practise what you have learnt
Waste not time

Support not too many relations
Be not afraid of the base
Stand erect like a hill

Work collectively 19. Fatigue spoils
Stand firm in ruin

Cherish manual work

Stand up against evil

Keep a staff handy

Do not let go what you have grasped
Be proficient in history

Fear not to die

Let your heart never break
Fly at those that provoke you
Be not afraid of burdens

Hail the valiant

Act resolutely

Do not break off friendships
Divine by gestures

Speak with clarity

Dispraise Astrology

Lose not courage

Live not like a cur

Hail the Sun

Enjoy life like the bee

Melting is by Grace

Foster affection

Lose not your nature

Behave not basely

Live as Lord of Wealth
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45.
46.
47.
48.
49.
50.
51.
52.
53.
54.
95.
57.
59.
61.
63.
65.
67.
68.
69.
70.
71.
72.
73.
74.
75.
76.
77.
78.
79.
80.
81.

Fear not the wicked

Forget misery

Do not scandalize

Know thou art God

Guard your nation

Honour women

Be not taken in by what is old
Be not upset by defeat

Do tapas daily

Think good always

Strive all day long 56. The desired will come to pass
Study ethical texts 58. Keep on to the end

Read books analytically 60. Wrinkle not your brow

Speak straight 62. Beat to tatters

The worn out dies 64. Leave not austerities

Increase wealth 66. Love music
Do not venerate corpses

Give no room for squalor
Desire novelty

Lose not land

Ask for bigger than the biggest
Fear not ghosts

Condemn falsehood

Learn the art of warfare

Mantra is potency

Cherish honour

Be not undone by poverty
Learn to retreat

Stand undaunted in the forefront
Give no room for ageing

Speak gently and with knowledge
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82. Hail the plough

83. Do Tapas to acquire prowess 84. Hail silence
85. Kill idiocy 86. Endeavour like the Greeks
87. Respect everyone

88. Conserve youth

89. Be a connoisseur

90. Cultivate rajasam

91. Be governed by principles

92. Master many a taste

93. Perfect the form

94. Consume streaked berry (gooseberry)/seek out veins of ove
95. Avoid wailing

96. Learn to be indignant (if need be)

97. Many a drop gathers to a flood

98. Practise facility

99. The World is play

100. Dispraise the mean

101. Learn metallurgy

102. Be worldlywise

103. Accept happily whatever comes

104. Learn Astronomy

105. Sow good seed

106. Increase virility

107. Speak with clear articulation

108. Explicate vedas anew

109. Become the leader of the World

110. Avoid covetousness

-S.AS.
Note: Putiya Athico ti was published at Pondicherry in 1913 by Bharati himself.
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77. no title (January, 1914)

1. Whence this sound? Who breathes it my friend?
Is it from hill or branch of tree?

From court without? It bewilders me. Whence this sound?

2. Is it from wave-tossed river Jumna?

Is this nectar from leafy grove? Whence this sound?

3. From the wood? Or moon-showered airs?

By rural zephyr? Life it melts. Whence this sound?

4. Can a bird sing such nectar-flame?

Is it unseen Kinnar's orchestra? Whence this sound?

5. Ha, 'tis the flute that Kannan breathes:
For ear nectar, for bosom gall. No melody are these, my

Lady But song-arrows to kill amsels.

* T.N.R.

Note: The Tamil original appeared in Jnana Bhanu.
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78. Tayumanavar (February, 1914).

You willed to live for ever,

a symbol of sweet Tamil.

You are young even today,
deathless like Tamil.

You knew that the One is That,
and That is utter Bliss.

Part of the undying heavens,

abide with our transience too!

- P.N.
Note: The Tamil original appeared in Jnana Bhanu. The poem is preceded

by a quotation from Tayumanavar, which in translation runs thus:

"l will seek the deity of true wisdom who protects like the encircling heavens.

And gives the honey of bliss, merging with me

That | may thrive for ever With my base and blasted 'l-ness' done away with."

79 Qeup !

sT(W%P Hrflwid wreilsyib Gleuml,
6Tl ChTaHIlenb Gleunmlion mTmGss
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79. Success (1914)

1. Success in all the undertakings,
Success wherever the eyes do fall,
Success crowning each utterance,
These | sought and Kali gave!

Though a god should stand in the way
Or the race of man be ranged against,
Kali great in grace would quell,

That success on earth be mine own.

2. Success sure to all the thoughts,
Everywhere and in everything!
Dear to me as eyes and life,

Here graced me, Mother Kali!

Won't earth and air, and fire and water,



And heaven also before them bow,
Won't celestials adore and serve,

Such as hail Kali's feet?

-K.G.S.
Note: The Tamil original forms part of Matha Mani Vachakam -- 1914,
published by Saraswati Vilasa Achukkotam, Durban, South Africa. This and the

following translations follow the versions of '‘Matha Mani Vachakam.'

80. gFFLllvemev

[usssr s ur_®)]

9 FFLOVEMEV B|FFLOVEM6V

9 FFOILETL FleVewsvCui
®)Fasd g Cerrblreurid
TP S gImledTD CGUITSHleIiD,

I FFLOLEMEV B|FFLOVEM6V

9 FFOIETL HleVswsvGul.
BIFFLOT S 6TEUIT6NT|HLOEH LD
STMICFI%5 CUTHeyib,

9 FFLOLEMEV B|FFLOVEM6V

9 FFOIETL HleVswevGul.
UldFemaaurnid] 2 e ibeuTLpdhend
Cupmiall’ L CGurgleib,

9 FFLOVEMED WIFFLOVEM6V

9 FFOI&TLS HleVewsvGiL.
®)Femala et GlLTHblaTsvmLd
Qubgiail L Gurgleiip,

I FFLOVEMEV B|FFLOVEM6V

9 FFOIETL HleVswsvGul. 1

HFFTHS O1HTBIENS LOTSHT

HeTH6T afa CUITHe)Lb,
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80. Fear We Not (1914)

1. Fear we not, fear we not, fear we not at all!
Though all the world be ranged against us,
Fear we not, fear we not, fear we not at all!
Though we are slighted and scorned by others,
Fear we not, fear we not, fear we not at all!
Though fated to a life of beggary and want,
Fear we not, fear we not, fear we not at all!
Though all we owned and held as dear be lost,

Fear we not, fear we not, fear we not at all!

2. Though the corset-breasted cast their glances,
Fear we not, fear we not, fear we not at all!
Though friends should feed us poison brew,
Fear we not, fear we not, fear we not at all!
Though spears reeking flesh come and assail us,

Fear we not, fear we not, fear we not at all!
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Though the skies break and fall on the head,

Fear we not, fear we not, fear we not at all

- K.G.S.
Note: The Tamil original forms part of Matha Mani Vachakam,
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81. Gift of Kali (1914)

1. Heaps of riches innumerable
Eminence and lordship of the earth,
Hardihood great, intellect and warmth

And light like that of the Sun in the sky,



The peace and grace of the moist Moon:
Kali, my Mother'll grant me these.
| will rid the woes of all on Earth

And chill penury chase from the Land.

2. Largesse, holy sacrifice, tapas;
I'll establish these on Earth;

I'll bid the skies to shower thrice;
And foison constant I'll cause;
Honour, heroism and manliness,
Rectitude and bounteousness --
These will | cause to be bestowed
And wisdom true increase!

Kali shall my will fulfil!

- K.G.S.

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Matha Mani Vachakam.
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82. Conch (1914)

1. Only after death, abodes we may reach

Of Siva and of Vishnu -- so they think;

Mad fellows. The science of life that they preach
Nothing but the Devil's gospel. Bethink,

And blow the Conch!

2. Who, on this earth itself, this very day,

At this instant, true bliss to apprehend

Seek the State of Pristine knowledge and stay In ecstasy --
they are the saints. Perpend,

And blow the conch!

3. Who, as false, false appearances rate,
Curtail their senses and cast them aside,
Freed from doubts, stay in an ecstatic state, --
They are the really great men -- Decide,

And blow the conch.

4. Freed from the delusion that the world is

Of eyes blackened and bright, and the gold,

Who, while they do the work that they do, miss

The sense that they do, they are the Siddhas. Behold,
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And blow the conch:

-S.R.

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Matha Mani Vachakam.

83. @irw sfl&erid

F(Hlullesrasewt (pesfleumid LilesT@esr
ST LevGeuri LsVT STipLd

uflg Blermer CLHend GluissTEm&gLb
CuD M) HevwvT(h 2 W UTLPSSHIL 61bEH60T:
ufgGw GurmsT wraing@ psGev,
urenGeu, GlureTlF CuGlrmefls glrGer,
% (HS] BHlETEMEUT 6T BISIL 61 [h S %5 60T;
HSITOHT6T euTenT(IpsHLD HTL_HF FHEM.

Gougld uTgw CFrglewwid &evr(h
Geusallll LTL V&6 LTHSDH &HmHEMedT,
BTSUTT SHL_6V @)eT6learTedlGuim(h)
BHDOLIPEF GlFTeL GewFewuwiwid CFi1GLeT,
HTSHLD YUIlTLD Qi HewTdhgI6TEer

&b O HFflevrid LTy

ST, BlewesT euTLpHHIL 6ubCH6or
9|l T6iT euTewT (L&D ST (Hd FHED.

83. Surya-dharsan (1914)

1. The seers of the Vedas and the poets

Of pure and unsullied utterances,

Conscious of your great glory, have hailed you.
This witnessing, | have come to bless you.

O sun, First of all beings! O Suryal

Auric orb great of effulgent splendour!
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| have come to offer my adorations;

Pray, reveal to me your bright-rayed visage.

2. To behold the flame by the Vedas hailed
And to chant hymns of yaga, | have come.
With the dulcet sound of ocean, | will

Blend the melody of Tamil words pure;

I 'll sing of your racing rays ethereal

That cross in a second a thousand leagues;
Oh sun! mine is the pleasure to hymn you;

Pray, reveal to me your bright ornate face.

- T.N.R.
Note: The Tamil original forms part of Matha Mani Vachakam. The

poem is preceded by a note by Bharati which is as follows:- "These songs are

addressed from the beach to the morning sun to reveal his face covered by clouds.

84. Qeuswremflevr

6TeVEm6L UlleVVTESHTIT UT6EdTS &L_60lewL_
GleustTemslevTGou -- allfld
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Fn g W (h &I BleTOlerTafl Guimig Big,



GleusviresstlsvTGe.
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GleuevuTemslevTGeu.

Ulsiresflw Goad FewL_ujblewdsd &miendsu|Ld
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HTHVOFII uTTOBEHFM ST (Lp HT S EM6U
GleuevTemtlevTGeu.
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84. To the Moon (1914)

1. Amidst the boundless ocean of the sky,

Beautiful Moon!
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Thou art an island of delight on high,

The heart, the eye, the word--with what a spell,
Beautiful Moon:

Thy glory hath enchanted, wilt thou not tell?
Yea, | have seen the multi-coloured light.
Beautiful Moon!

But thine to dreams transformeth things in sight.
A sweetness strong and full like deadly wine,
Beautiful Moon!

| find here mingled with thy light divine.

2. To thee fair women's faces they compare,
Beautiful Moon!

Their beauty fades through age, disease and care.
A loved and fresh face of a maiden young,
Beautiful Moon!

Where Cupid's bows, those wondrous brows, are strung;
Where shines the smile of love's o'erflowing bliss,
Beautiful Moon:

As that bright face is lifted for a kiss:

Its beauty, though with no death nor decay,
Beautiful Moon!

How doth it light thy countenance always?

3. Upon the milky ocean of thy light,
Beautiful Moon!

Thou art arisen, creamlike in the sight.
The omnipresent Deity | find,

Beautiful Moon:

On that broad ocean at his ease reclined.

Here mighty Sakti, goddess azure-bright,
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Beautiful Moon!

Is but the world arisen from thy light.
There Siva's cloudy tresses flying free,
Beautiful Moon!

Reveal the Ganges and thy face to me.

4. Thou burnest hearts of lovers, so they say,
Beautiful Moon!

But those who love thee pleasest every way.
On cool and liquid sapphire of the air,
Beautiful Moon!

Thou like a lotus white are blossomed fair.
The massive dusky clouds that thee would smite,
Beautiful Moon:

With light enrichest, till they are pearly bright.
To evil men to evil deeds inclined,

Beautiful Moon!

The great thus give of good and change their mind.

5. Thou who dost hide behind yon cloudy vell,
Beautiful Moon!

Thy beauties stronger for its folds prevail.
The fair and young thus hide their beauty bright,
Beautiful Moon:

Yet it doth stronger glow upon the sight.

As thou were shy of hearing spoken praise,
Beautiful Moon:

Completely hast thou veiled thy shining face.
My sin of boldness unto me forgive,

Beautiful Moon!

Shine fair, and of the darkness earth relieve,
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H.J.

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Matha Mani Vachakam.

85. 9WIGeau G\Fiiteuid
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HAUMV FIMHPIBIEG, auTLpeuL| T ClL_sTm)
&TL_(HID LewM&6leTevTib-Halli
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Ojsumiser LiflafGym?

2 66T HeMTHBH VLD 2 siT6lemmerf] wirdl
saflThB DD Dy eToTCeu-(3)mI,
Gamrsirerm Hilw LNyw6lwesr Gmienm

6 H60 Gl Cym?

Glo6TarLt LIVE\SUIEULD Tn L' 1g EUETT &S
Gloumiml HewHH6T CFiidgILI-LI6V
HETOT LOGBIGSET LITLILSMH GHTTLOEmM
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85. Knowledge Alone is God (1914)

1. Ye, foolish folk, who roam about
In search of myriad fancied gods,
Have you not heard the myriad scriptures

Declare knowledge alone is God?

2. Why worship Bull-God, Wood-God, Hunter-God

When you have been told that the Awareness

Which pervades the Universe,

This and this alone is God?

10
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3. Why stumble and fall into creeds insane?
Why not listen to the Shrutis

That say that Shiva is Pure Awareness?
The Vedas say a million forms

With a million names are manifestations

Of one sole Being. But you mistake

Appearances for Reality.

4. All states and moods are states and moods
Of one sole Sakti, Power Supreme.

The highest vedantic state discovered

By the sages is Shanti. Heaven is

But a good life lived here on this earth

Free from all care. Why must you think

Of rice and munch dry husk? The self,

The light that shines within all beings,

Is the Brahman you deem inaccessible.

Why go collecting gods and stories And spreading false beliefs? One, one
Sole Brahman is the Awareness in you.

The one eternal Brahman, the one

True Being, is the Awareness in you.

- K.S.

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Matha Mani Vachakam.

86 wanrssg) LEpFHLD

LONT F&F LIEhFSHLD

ST (P SO LD Bl6vT 615601 H1bE5H e,
sTeflp HrHsmer ClFiGu;
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LrenT(plb oehCFeT, BB Tilsemer 9)ehEF6iT,
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sougglewear steflsrir Lfbgerer, Gurss
sevfliplewev etaflClg el LflHg e,

Aousdlever Qesilsris Lyfpgersi, apt &

Agppid Qgefleoyns Csiigrer;

Lisusglener Qaumili symaflsrsir, HresTTid
LTeiTenL Q& TeiT meusTLOWD Lyl TeT;

SIS IlewerTd FaTbSTeT YplclaisT allwarbsrer,
SIBHST UTDHF)EI sHeuGer!

86. The Mahasakti Pentad (1914)

1. Karana and Body to thee | dedicate;

Kali! Me thou shouldst save.

Death | fear not, nor disease,

Nor yet the dreaded Mara; Pain and pleasure, calumny and renown,
These to me import but little;

For refuge | bow at thy flowery feet;

Thy duty 'tis to save me, Mother!

2. Hailing thee that art in everything,

As matter innumerable and space infinite,

What though men should laud or assail me, | shall not bewildered be;
That blind fiend, mind called,

| shall scoff and jeer at;

Ever at peace I'll established be.

For refuge in thee, | take,

Mother, Whose locks do sport the cool crescent!

3. All these days | lost myself,
Seeking pelf to base men dear;

| fancied women; and wasted days



With false friends, unrighteous men.

No longer will | care for them;

She the bright One blue-hued, As intellect She doth empower the mind;
She doth shine effulgent,

In the blowing wind, in fire, in space;

In Her | seek refuge!

4. Gone are doubt and puzzlement;

Destroyed indeed is fear base,

And vile things like ire and lies.

Resoluteness | attained Following Her as my guide,
She that ever delights in making.

Preserving and destroying all the world,

She of the spotless white complexion,

She the Goddess ebon-hued!

5. Tapas facile She did make
And too, the yogic state unique;
Shivam She did sweeten,

And my fond mind enlighten;
Her divine Grace taught me

To hate the cycle of birth;

She did kill the 'l' in me,

She did make me one with Her!
Weeding out all evil,

She did emerge as intellect; May She here flourish for ever!

- K.G.S.

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Matha Mani Vachakam.
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87. In Praise of Maha Kali

1. A scarab divine named Kalisakti

Doth buzz around and haunt the boughs
Of a goodly tree called the Universe
That grows aloft in the wood of Time:
'‘Bright eyes burning blue, its legs
Sextile are the addhuvas primal’

Say the sages of yore that con the texts.
The Sakti flood goes up and down

And otherwhere on heaven and earth
Making many marvels by miraculous art;
And my poor heart doth pine for the flow
Within the recesses deep of my being,
Of this brave Sakti flood, the vibrant essence

Of the Veda of old and its primal sonance.

2. Love embodied, She causes pain:
Both weal and woe She metes and doles,
And those this cognize will saved be!
Beginningless, She is the beginning!

She is intelligence vast and indivisible;
Thy mind is but a trace of Her frame:

A pool of bournless bliss She is!

Joy embodied, She causes pain:
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For these are Her divine mayic play.
She is the shadow of the True Ens,

The Primum Immobile!

The holy seers ever meditate and chant
'Om Sakti' to realise the flame of Gnosis
With which to burn and sweep away

The fiendish false egoity.

3. Siva primordial and His light Sakti

Do pervade here, there and everywhere:
If They be oned, All the world will dissolved be;
Without them there is naught;

There's nothing else but Them either!

All trouble 'll cease if this be conned,
And this awareness is Wisdom supreme.
Such do reign righteously on earth

Enjoy riches without end and longevity,
Attain at will any state they seek,

As will reach the cool of the feet

Of Great Kali -- Eternal, Ever-free,

Ever Pure, Intelligent, Immutable --
Such, are untouched by aught of ill:

The righteous Vedas thus proclaim!

- K.G.S.

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Matha Mani Vachakam.

88 wamr #&d) eurpssi
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54



alaflhs aurer Qeuel@weT BsTnener;
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88. Hymn to Magna Mater (1914)

1. Inexplicable and unknowable

You abide as the vast skiey expanse!

You have fashioned in space a billion planets;

You have endued them with immeasurable speed.

If a mandala be pulverized, how many will be The atoms?
So many are the yojnas you have Devised betwixt them;

| will hail you Oh benign Beauty as Kali!

2. Though the subjects of a nation reckon
Their protecting ruler as their sovereign,

The babe of tinkling anklets will only
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Know Him as its father and comforter.
You move and guard a billion planets!
Can | never comprehend your form?

| must hail all the beneficence with which

This bijou world abounds; grant me grace.

3. You choose to inhabit the orb of sun;

You are incandescent as its spreading rays;

You sail the heavens as the dark throng of clouds;
You smite and kill as the wind and lightning;

You save many lives as the rain that pours;

You wipe out lives, alas, as rising flood;

You are the expansive sea, full and vast;

May Kali my Mother triumph and thrive.

4. As moving air, you scale the whole of space;
You are the seat of life of all that lives;

As fire you exude the grace that is light;

You generate life from out of the dead;

As flowing power multifoliate

The world's enterprises are wrought by you.
Waning lives get killed by you; you foster

The living and bless them with felicity.

5. You are the hidden metals of the earth;
The sea-floor is your endless treasure-house
You are indeed the mountains and rivers
The forests and springs too of this old earth.
You have reared abundant families

Of herbs, and crops to joy in their fruitfulness.

Mother, you have endowed all loves with sense;



| hail you and your grace divine! Praise be!

6. You have fashioned the great Ocean of Mind;
There you breed as karmic consequences.
Smashing breakers, a good many eddies,
Tempestuous gales, deep undercurrents,
Stretches of sheer silence, belts of thick-ribbed ice
And tsunamic streams of liquid fire

Are the teeming properties of the sea.

Even so have you wrought the Sea of consciousness

- T.N.R.
Note: The Tamil original forms part of Matha Mani Vachakam.

89. In Praise of Saraswati (1914)

1. She dwells in the white lotus

And the sound the Vina makes;

In the poet's heart whose song

Our inmost being takes;

She is the light at the end

Of the tunnel the Vedas explore;

And of the frank and compassionate words

Of sages, the essence and core.

2. In the witching songs our women sing
And in the children's patter;

On the tongues of her favourite birds
Koels and parrots that chatter;

In the faultless work of the artist,

In paintings and temple and tower,



You will find her Beauty incarnate

And feel her entrancing power.

3. She is the family goddess of those
That honestly work for a living;
Harness-makers, carpenters, masons
o their tasks strength and souls giving;
Traders in reliable goods

Pious priests and valorous kings

Find in her their sole refuge,

The goddess expert in all things.

4. The goddess who understands evil

And tells you what should not be braved;
The goddess who is the very life of life

To those that would have their souls saved;
The goddess whom all those pursue

Who are keen on a job well done;

The goddess of poets and Devas

And toilers whose bread is hard won.

5. All those who belong to this land,
Come, let us her favour invoke;

Her worship, you will soon discover,

Is more than a ritual joke;

To mutter a few old mantras

And with flowers and sandalwood paste
Bedeck a stack of palm-leaves

Is of time and thought but a waste.

6. The lamp of learning in every house,
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In each street a school or two;

In the towns and cities of our land
Polytechnics not a few;

Where there is no research

To consign that place to the fire
Is the best way to win her favour,

The nectar of our desire.

7. The land of the Jews and Greeks,
The land of the rising sun,

Far off small-feet China,

And ancient rich Iran;

Turkey, and those other lands
Beyond the seas that part --

Bright shine the light all over

Of the goddess of learning and art!

8. This great land which is yours
Was once the soul of learning;
Today by neglecting knowledge
Only disgrace you are earning;
To live like the shameless beasts
Is not life, Sirs, by your leave --
Come, let us start a new chapter

Not over lost chances grieve.

9. To plant orchards, dig wells

And relieve the travellers' pains
With a thousand wayside choultries,
To build ten thousand fanes;

Establish numerous charities
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That will our greatness reiterate --
A million times better than all this

Is to make one poor soul literate.

10. Let the wealthy give heaps of gold
And those who are poor small change;
The orator's words, the labourer's muscle,
From each what he can arrange;

Let all the honey-tongued women

Join our worship and sing,

Welcome for this great task

Is every talent you can bring!

-P.S.S.

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Matha Mani Vachakam.

The first two lines of stanza 4 according to Bharati are as follows:

"It is the God that instructs all, Reveals evil and averts it."

90. The Parasiva Flood (The Primigenial Sea) (1914)

1. A flood there is, within and out,

And all that exists, is that flood;
2. Hailed as God by Vedio seers,
All that is perceived and heart-conceived

And all that fosters inmost thought, Take their birth in that flood.

3. 'Tis limitless, seamless and all unpropt.

"It is, It is not." Think the pandits ever perplexed.

4. As sheer space and Wisdom pure
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As a cloud that pours variform powers
As that which fuses atoms all

And disjoins them back again;

5. As atoms gross and the subtle
And the subtlest of the subtle,

As Essence true of all that is;

6. As that which hath attribute none,
And as the Ens non-Pareil,

It is multinatured and multiform.

7, Omnipresent, omniscient, omnipotent,

So it is hailed by various faiths.

8. 'Tis the desire of the seeker

And the seeker himself;

'Tis the thing so desired

And that which yields the thing desired.

9. 'Tis the seer, the seen, and the seeing:

Its majesty none can ratiocinate,

10. Though it becomes all that is,

A few can yet apprehend, say the seers.

11. They that have This beheld
Become free from flaw and pain;
They that hold fast to

This Shall attain all the Good.
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12. Such no further trouble will meet;
Blest with everything on earth,
They attain the state of Bliss.

13. They can come by all they seek;
Yet they seek nought at all:

And men on earth call them gods.

14. The world entire they will rule
Though they seek nothing at all:
For they dwell ever with

This In holy lone communion.

15. 'Tis a flood, Oh brother! that flows at will

Into thy heart, a spring of nectar.

16. Very simple is the device that can
Cause the fall of this flood of joy

For aye and ever into your heart.

17. Enough if you think of it:
The very thought'll help you feel

The brimming nectar cool within.

18. Enough if you just think and hail
That the all-pervading God-flood

Doth in your heart surge and swell.

19. Enough if you chant or even think
The God-flood which is everything,
Doth fill your being full.

63



20. No need for saffron robe, or matted locks:

Contemplation 'll do, to attain the state supreme.

21. No need for shastras, the Vedas four or holy hymns:

Enough if your heart is just knit with it.

22. No need for tapas or any sadhana:

Enough if you think, Sivam only is!

23. Enough if thy lips articulate:
"Sivam that abides ever in all

Forever gushes and flows within me."

24. Enough if you bear in heart in good earnest,

That Eternal Siva-flood filleth all your being!

- K.G.S.

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Matha Mani Vachakam.
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91. Kuyil-Pattu: The Song of the Kuyil
91.1 Kuyil

The ocean was a piece of jade
set against fire,

set against the newborn sun,
set in the magic of dawn,;

with her breakers crashing,
each one right in rhythm,

she sang the truth

of all scripture.

There was a city there,
a Tamil city,

with beaches and a breeze;

just west

was a grove

of mango trees,
where hunters
from all the villages
around came

to shoot birds.

One sacred morning

no hunters came,

and a little kuyil

sat herself way up

in a tree -- near the sky --
and mixed, it seemed,

a sweet ambrosia through the breeze



into everywhere.

The birds all gathered
and listened; they forgot
themselves, sunk

in the music.

The 'he-kuyils'

feathers stood on end

from sheer excitement, their strength
drained, and, inside, small

fires burned. Her song spread,

thin and very sweet,

like a taste of lightning.

It was as though an enchantress
had come from paradise

as a bird, to show off.

As | pondered the wonder of her music,
a poetic lunacy kindled in me,
my sight fogged, and | was standing

in the glow of a tall dream --

like what happens to poets in broad daylight.

Much caught me off guard

as | revelled in the song the virgin
kuyil sang that day in that grove.
If I dismissed my human body,
would | gain a kuyil's body,

Why couldn't | live forever united

to that sweet little bird, making love, to die
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in the flames of her music? Could even the immortals have heard

what | heard that day?

All my secret thoughts rose up
Into consciousness, through the song

that kuyil sang.

| am going to tell her
truths, now,

to the whole world ...
What can | do, though,
for a voice

like hers,

o people of the world?

The Kuyil's Song

Refrain: love, love, love,
if love leave,
when love goes

death, death, death.

1. grace, good light.
if light leave,

when grace goes:
black, black, black.

love, love, love ....

2. bliss, bliss, bliss.
if you see an end to bliss:

pain, pain, pain.



love, love, love ...

3. music, music, music.
if music perish:
ruin, ruin, ruin,

love, love, love ...

4. rhythm, rhythm, rhythm.
if rhythm stop short:
futile, futile, futile.

love, love, love ...

5. song, song, song.
were song sung flat:
mud, mud, mud.

love, love, love ...

6. honour, honour, honour.
if honour turn hollow:
scorn, scorn, scorn.

love, love, love ...

7. strength, strength, strength.

if strength snap:
the end, the end, the end.

love, love, love ...

8. sex, sex, sex.
if your man leave:

dry, dry, dry.

love, love, love ...
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9. flute, flute, flute.
if flute split:
junk, junk, junk.

love, love, love ...

Her song stopped, and

the whole earth seemed cast
in a single silence.

A rush of joy and a pain
were tied up

together. And when | looked
around | saw that all the birds had disappeared, off somewhere.
There was only that

kuyil left. Her head

was bowed and she

looked miserable; she looked

wilted.

| went to her tree,

and | spoke:

"O my treasure,"

said |,

"You have sung the song

of the Great Bliss!

You light the Fires of Bliss

in all seven worlds!

This pain that has come to you --

what is it? Tell me!"

| asked.
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And that magic bird spoke
a magic word in
the speech of men,

and my heart caught fire.

She answered me:

"l want love, and | am
falling to pieces. If there is
none, | want death,

and | crave it."

| asked her,
"How can it be

that you have no lover!

when your singing bewitches

all the birds

of the sky; when

in Wisdom, you

are so Magnificent?!"
And in a voice

full of pain, and bashful,
the forest kuyil

came to tell her story:

The Kuyil's Story of Love

"O high-born one,

| will tell you the whole

truth. It will degrade me
in your eyes, and it will

hurt, but | don't care.
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| beg you to pity me,

a girl, and

to be patient

with my shortcomings

| know | was born

a bird on this earth,
and that | am short

in intelligence and size;
yet somehow by God's grace --
or through His anger! --
| am able to understand
anyone's language.

| have looked into all
the habits of the human
heart. And

in the sounds of birds singing,
in the music

the wind plays in trees,
in the sound

of river water, and

in the roar

of a waterfall,

in the music

the great sea sings

with its forever waves,

in the honey-ocean that pours out

in love songs --
songs that
melt flesh --
burgeoning

in human girls,
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in the music of

the water-lifter,

in the janglings of anklets

when women pound rice,

in the delicious songs of
lime-powder pounders,

in all the songs the farm girls sing,
in the sweet songs

girls sing while they dance

and clap, and bangles jingle,

and in song well performed

by men in nations and jungles with their mouths and hands
on flutes, veenas,

and all human instruments,

| lost

my heart.

Poor me.

And oh! | try

to speak words

which make me tremble --
but my sinful mind

snaps.

You pierce me

with your long stare.

Oh, man!

Don't you see
what is happening
in my heart?

| am dissolving:
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| want love.
If none, | thirst;

| want death."

She stopped, and a new,
sweet fever covered
my heart

and soul.

There no longer existed
anything

but that one refrain
of the child-bird:
"Love! Oh, if there be
no love, then

death! oh, death!"
That air of hers
played on the lute

of my heart, and
there was no other

sound.

As | stood there,
dazzled and swimming
in my mind,

birds appeared again,
on all the branches,

and chirped.

The little blue kuyil heaved a sigh

and said,
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"They say the way of love
is all knots and stumps.
But oh, you! You with
your bright, holy eyes!
You have come

as a boat with a promise
in an ocean of suffering! .
But now, again:

even in this joy | have
with you now, with you,
who have felt my sadness,

we have hit a knot.

Four days from now,
come back here,
please, oh please

come in your love!

Don't forget!
Oh, high-born one! You

are taking my heart

with you. If you don't come, | will lose

my soul. Remember:

the fourth day.

Oh, these four

days will be like ten aeons!
Go, and come then: you
are leaving with my heart!

Come back then!"

As she spoke, her pain
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was unbearable; then

she disappeared.

Lovesick

| didn't know if

it was a dream,
what | had seen,
or if it was true.

| didn't even care,

| walked home,
not thinking;

| was like

a man possessed
by twenty devils:
my eyes and face
were flushed,

and the points

of Kama's arrows
sunk in my soul.
The world seemed
to be millions and
millions of forms
of that bird

on that branch.

As that day passed,
was there a rhythm
to all the situations

| was in? Were they

woven together? who experienced them?

That day passed.

102



103

| and my soul, we

stood, with the blue

statue. Kama and the magic
blue kuyil with her

great, magic, sweet song,
escaped us;

like a shadow,

like a magician's trick,

the whole world

escaped us.

As soon as dawn broke
the next morning,

| hurried out

without my senses,
without my judgement,
discernment, mind --
through Kama's magic --
like a marionette

on two legs:

| hurried to the grove
to see

the blue one.

| saw, but understood

nothing of the objects

along the way.

When | got to the grove, all the green trees gleamed
in the red sun's clear rays.

And all the birds

had gone off somewhere



else, as though they knew
the desire in my heart.

| came with harsh desire,
overloaded with love,

to find the little kuyil

who had worked on me;
and | looked,

| looked in all the nooks
and all the branches

of all the trees.

The Kuyil and the Monkey

There was no kuyil

in the tree

where | had seen her
the day before.

Then!:

| came closer, and | saw...
| shook:

Liar! Woman:

Kama, you lying god!
Oh, heart!

Oh, justice of the ancient
laws! Oh, empty earth.
How can | write

what | saw

with my own eyes? Listen to me,

all you idiots,
whose judgement

has rotted
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because of a

woman --

Listen to me,

all you poets,

who praise love --

Listen to me,

all you women -- and you listen
to me,

Fate:

That cheating bird

was sitting on one
branch of a tree,
sobbing, the tears just
flowing out of her eyes,
and her little body
shook with

the sobs.

Her mouth-spoke hot,
suffering words:

Oh, no! | saw her
there. She was saying something
to another male

- a monkey! --

on another branch.

And she wept.

What is evil?
What is good?

What is clear action?
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In that instant

| wanted to kill

both her and that monkey;
and my hand

reached the dagger

at my side.

The Story of Love which the Kuyil Related to the Monkey

But my heart stayed

my hand:

it wanted me to hear

what words that bird spoke,
before | killed them.

So | stepped behind

a great tree,

where | couldn't be caught
by their eyes,

yet where | could hear.
And the little Kuyil said:
"Oh, sir monkey!

Oh, your body is so
beautiful that | know
nothing to compare it to!
Oh, you are master of the
feminine, whatever species
we are born into!

Could your beauty ever be frustrated?
Your presence commands
passion.

Man boasts himself
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head of all earthly life,

and so be it in certain ways --
town planning, temple administration,
domestic government and such like!
but will man meet monkey

in physical beauty,

in the spoken word,

or in crouching?

Until he does,

even though he wear

eight kinds of clothing

to cover his body -- that

body without your silky fur --
even though he trim

his beard and moustache

to imitate the lusty face

of the monkey;

even though he gather together,
and drink, and dance,

and try to approach your
dancing and leaping;

even though

he climb

ladders (he can't

climb temples):

whatever he may try

in fast jumping will he ever

be like the monkey?

no matter how hard he tries?
And where will he go

for a tail?



Will the tucked-in fold

of his wretched dhoti do?
Some turbans have tails:

but will they lift him up

and set him flying

when he jumps,

the way the sacred tail God gave you does?
In this world of earth

there is but one lineage

like that of the monkey,

with his holy look

and pure vegetarian diet.

And | met you, you

jewel of a monkey,

even though | came to birth
as a beggar bird.

It must be through penances

| pursued in past lives that

| have the honour of your love.
| sing out of desire for you.

O Noble Onel

Listen! and accept me."

| must have had some special
power, as | understood

what that magic kuyil

said in the language of the monkey.
And that revolting bird sang,

a taste of fire in her voice,
seething with desire,

and of ambrosia:

108



The Song of the Kuyil

Love, love, love.

if love leave,

when love goes:
death, death, death.

Etc., etc.

They say wild animals,

the babe in hand,

and even snakes

are charmed by the sweetness of song;
and that dried-up old monkey

lost his mind -- as though

he were drunk crazy.

he hopped and skipped,

beat out rhythms; he hollered:

"Oh, my soul is melting!

Oooh, aah, eeeh, hee!"

blinked his eyes,

and scratched up dirt

with both his hands, and both feet, and
threw it everywhere.

"You luscious kuyil!

Precious gem! My goddess!

I'm in love.

You said you wanted death in a minute
if you could not have love.

But me! You have me dying

through love! | can never

leave you now. And now
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I'm going to kiss you

in bliss!"

The monkey said all sorts of things
like that, and it hurt

my soul.

| wanted to kill him.

| threw

my dagger

at that monkey!

Was | dreaming? or was

it real? or was it

a divine monkey?

My sword missed

that little monkey;

he jumped, his face

was furious, and he hid.

And the incomparable magic kuyil, too,
disappeared. And then the birds
started up again,

group after group,

and | stood there,

a fool, and | did not know

what to do. | was dismayed

and frustrated, and

| looked everywhere

she might have gone. But | could not

find that devil kuyil.
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Darkness and Light

In the middle of the sky,
sending out his silent light,
the sun

was doing his service

in splendour and in strength.
And | was tired

all through my body, my eyes
blurred, and | knew

no way out. So again | went home.
| fainted

when | got home.

It was evening

when | came to,

and my friends were there,

standing all around me.

"Why did you

faint? Where did you faint?
What did you do? We heard
that your went

off alone to the woods

this morning before dawn,
before your bath:

what's going on? What's this
going without food

all about? ...

They cracked question

after question;



but I didn't know what

to say to whom.

So | said, "l can't seem

to say much right now.
Come back tomorrow,

and I'll tell you everything
that happened. But ~

just leave me alone for now."
And they all left.

My injured mother brought me
milk and cake; |

devoured them,

and plummeted

into total sleep.

Even now as | sing

what happened back then,

a pressing pain grows

in my heart. Words run,

fail, and splinter; and

events clutter into

my brain. | am not one

who knows how to stop

a ruinous story in the middle,
and send my intellect off

at a tangent, to

demonstrate a detail

with subtle proofs and

intuition; | am not

of the learned ones who can make a story

flourish and grow.

My mind is bashful;
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it trembles even to tell
my story.

So | shall sing instead
in imagination

on the beauty

of the morning sun:

Melting gold, it lessened

the fire, and made honey --

did it not spread everywhere

a bliss? People sing

and praise the wonder of light
plundering the expanse of sky
and turning into sun-fire

all over; but do they find a simile?
Is it not a bliss

that, while eyesight is sweet,

the eye of eyes,

the light which measures

the heavens, is higher still?

The Great Ones who meditate silently
on the Root of all Being

say It is a swelling light:

how can anything on earth

compare to that Good Light?

| woke up the next morning

and opened my eyes;

| worshipped

the astonishing Light that makes grassblades laugh,

that turns a flower
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into a surprise,

that cleans the earth,

that gives water its width,

that clears out the sky. Soon sounds of living rose up
on all four sides, and

| saw the moving world

in a blaze of joy.

Now | will tell you the rest

of my painful story, Listen ...

The Kuyil and the Bull

| got out of bed, and

again my legs pulled me

to the mango grove.

And again | looked everywhere.
(I no longer had

my own good sense.)

| saw none of the clusters

of beautiful birds.

But then | saw her,

the blue kuyil,

in a corner of the grove.

She was telling her long story
to a decrepit

old bull.

The buil stood below her

and listened,

all rapt attention

and desire.
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| got mad.

| got upset.

| got a fire in my heart.
| was furious;

| roared;

my body burned;

| imagined myself
throwing my dagger
again to Kkill.

But | hid and

stood as before:

it would be most fitting to
kill after | had heard
what words

this cheating bird
would say.

And the kuyil told it

all over again,

the old lust story,

with a voice like gold

and words like new:

"Oh, Nandi! Oh, you are

a magnet to the

iron mind of a woman, Oh, Kama! Oh God
in the shape of a bull!

Is there anything on earth

as beautiful as a bull?

Even humans praise

their strong men

by comparing them to
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bulls. And you!

You have the

greatest dignity

of all bulls:

Oh, Noble One!

Many times have | watched
Your great long face,

your erect horns,

your gigantic, sacred body,

your extra hump, your holy, valorous tail,
your bellowing "MAA"

like thunder in the sky,

and the precision of your flexing
your tail and obliterating

any small bird who happens

to alight on your back;

and | have come

to a harsh passion.

| was born as a pebble-drop bird.
no big body, no physical strength,
no gallant carriage,

no importance at all.

What good is my low birth

in the mean family of kuyils --
Kuyils who end up as food in

the stinking stomachs

of foolish men?

and | have to fight the wind

all night and day

to feed my own stupid stomach.

Is there a sinner



like me?

Everyone has heard of the lotus

in the mud, haven't they?

or of the pearl

in a putrid oyster?

Can one foil desire blossoming

in the heart of one born low?

Does Kama admit the mountains

of birth or of caste? It's no use
expanding, or going on talking.

May be it's because of my poor sense,
or may be it's because of past penance,
but of all the males in the world,

this slave-giri chose you.

Listen: after you, a god!

help those devils of men

raise rice for their stomachs,

and after you carry their hunchbacks
through their towns,

rest your body:

poor little me will come

and | will sing the

sweetest songs

in your honey-ear. And | will rejoice when

| am rapped by your tail:
| will shout along

with you, "MAA"!

| will kill ticks

so they won't squirm

on your back.
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And when you are done grazing
in all the fields and woods,
and you're chewing your cud,
I'll tell you

lots of stories.

Young bull:

The greatest warrior

in the field!

| take refuge at your feet.
Please watch over

me, a woman.

| am withering,

struck by love.

| know it's unusual

for the woman to declare

her love first ... but, when

| have in me so uncommon

a love, how could | reach you without telling you

myself?

There is a certain modesty
among equals; but

is a poor man modest

before the high ones

on this earth?

Shall my heart feel shy

to declare its love

far its Lord? Won't slaves disclose
their wants to their masters?

Desire knows no shame!"
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Thus spoke

that cheating woman kuyil,
and she heaved

a great

Then she sang as before:

she sang out her false song,
the one that had ruined me,
and all the Eight Directions felt

the swoon of bliss:

The Song of the Kuyil

Love, love, love.

if love leave,

when love goes:
death, death, death.

Etc., etc.

Until the song stopped

| knew no earth,

| knew no sky,

| knew no grove of great trees, | did not know myself,
and like myself, | did not know

the bull:

| knew only the golden voice
and a glowing bliss.

O God of Creation:

O Four-Faced Lord!

You it was, they say,

who created the Earth



way back then.

You made the waters

and you made the land;

you cooled the waters

in the ancient fires;

you blew the wind,

and brought out the sky,

the space difficult to see!

Who understands the fineness
of your work?

You drive worlds forever

like a million

juggling -- balls, and

our hearts cannot comprehend
it all, not at all.

O sly Brahma you have Forced the powers in such a way
That they stand hidden.

You created

time; and you made the
untranscendable Directions,
and all the

infinite chains of birth, appearing, and disappearing
in all the worlds.

You fashioned all

our lives,

O Four-Faced One!

Look at all this,

this conjurer's feat!

Who is there alive

on Earth, able to explain it all?

Yet
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Of all your wonders

the most wonderful of all

is your creation of the nectar of music.
The woods, the great sky,

the ocean and all

are wonderful,

yet still

there is no wonder

on earth like a song. Harmonizing the five elements

into a new creation
is a marvel;

but can it approach the bliss

of harmonizing sounds? When | consider

the millions of marvels

that bring forth desires,

the joy of music

allows no simile.

But then the magic ended,

that magic of the divinely

sweet song the worthless

bird had sung,

and | came to.

| grabbed my dagger

and threw it

at the bulle But he lumbered away just
before it could sink

into his body.

And the beautiful kuyil disappeared.
And as before,

all the other birds

came back
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and sounded off
on the branches.
And |, shameless
and in love,
searched the sky
for the little kuyif.

And then | went home.

| pondered,

and | pondered,

and nothing made sense:

A wild kuyil telling me

her love-story, with tear --
drops in her eyes,

and dissolving my heart;
my falling in love with a bird!
And those stupid little birds
breaking up her story of joy!
Her causing the fire of love
to eat out my heart,

my heart, that nothing

can touch! Her confusing me;
the smouldering cruelty

of the mad monkey and

the barnyard bull becoming
my utter enemies.

And still | pondered,

| pondered this immense
cruelty, this cruelty

caught in insanity;

and my desire
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did not end.
Nothing made sense.
My eyes closed,

and | sank into deep sleep.

The Fourth Day

The fourth day.

The day appointed

for my return

by that kuyil

who had trickled me, who bewitched me
with her extraordinary

love. The fraud!

| sat on the roof-terrace and lost my sense of truth,
| was confused.

| didn't know

anything; | thought over,
again, all the shame

that canting had caused me.
While | sat there,

my eyes, wandered again
toward the grove,

and | saw a

black bird, there in the sky.
It was too far away

to show up clearly, and

| wondered,

"Is this our

cheating kuyil"

My struggling mind
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was not prepared to
let it get away:

S0 growing ever more confused,

| came down off the roof and stood in the street.

The form

was a black dot

in the ocean of light

to the west, and

| hurried after it.

| determined to know

for sure whether or not that

really was our immodest kuyil;

so | hurried.

And so did the bird. When | stood still,
it stopped, and when

| started, it started.

But | never came close enough for its body
to show up well.

| walked on the ground

with that dot in the sky alone guiding my way.
Finally we came

to the mango grove,

and that loose bird disappeared into it.
And stupid me! |

went into the grove.

There, on a tree branch

washed by waves of

flooding sunlight,

there was the little

black kuyil,

sitting nicely.
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With the fresh sound

of a golden flute,

she sang the old song

of the old false love,

and | cringed.

| went up to her and said,
"You disgusting kuyil!

You ignorant lie:

So you have brought me here to listen
to you, while you dream

of your lusty monkey,

and your bull, and

sing your revolting

song of flesh."

| thought of killing

her. But again

| stayed, in mercy.

The lying bird steeled

her heart, and false tears
suddenly sprang into her eyes.
And that sinner

said, like refined music,
she said in her sweet voice,
"Lord! Desire of my soul!

Is it your holy wish for me
to live on here on earth?
Or do you wish to kill. me?
Tell me in one

word:

When her mate leaves,

the little annil -- bird dies.
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When the sun scorches it,
can a water-lily live?

If a mother turn killer,
would her son have any
refuge?

If the gods turn angry,
what would become

of our little lives?

My desire! My king!

My noble lord:

If you are angry

with me

in your heart, | will

die. | will fall into fire.

| will fall into the mouth
of a wild animal.

| know you have

found fault with me.

| find no fault with you.
And | am faultless.

You will say

| softened up and
played love when | saw

that foul monkey and

that pack-beast bull. What can | say?

How can | explain? O my lord!

What will | do?
There is no way

to refute your word.

And yet there is no fault in me; but who

will believe this?
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| put the whole burden

on you, O Fate!

| am ready: whether you make
my lord love me

and respect me, or

whether he won't believe me,
thinks me foul, ignores me,
leaves me, and | fall

into fire, and die,

| am ready. What,

Harsh Fate, shall | do?"

The Kuyil's Story of her Previous Birth

"My lord! O, my rare
treasure! my soul!
Before you leave me,
graciously hear me

once more:

One day long ago

| sat on a branch

in @ mango grove near

the great Mount Potiyil;

| was musing over something
or other, when a

holy man appeared.

| was sure he was a great
personage, so | fell

at his feet and did obeisance.
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The Master liked me,

and he blessed me.

'O holy sir,' | said,

| was born on earth

into a low caste of birds,
But why do | understand
everyone's language?

Why am | so different from ordinary kuyils?
Why do | have emotions
liken a human? Explain
this to me, please,

so that | may understand."
and | bowed

and listened,

The Master said,

'Kuyil, listen ...

In an earlier life

you were born and grew up

on a mountain

in the south of the prosperous Cera kingdom.

You were the daughter
of a hunter named

Vira Murukan,

the chief

of a strong hunting clan.

As you grew, so did

your fame, for there was no one of your beauty

in all three Tamil kingdoms,
One of the most propserous hunters,
and a cousin to you,

saw you and melted,
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feed for Kama's arrows.

His name was Matan.

For months he wished he could marry you.
He came to you everyday,

and he gave you gold, flowers,

and fresh honey.

You were all

his thoughts, and his heart sorrowed,
0 honey-words!

You promised to

place the garland

around his neck; not in passion,

but because you could not bear

his great sorrow.

Now, in the meantime,

as the great reputation

of your beauty

spread over all the lands,

it reached the hunter-king
Mottai-Puliyan

on the slopes of

Honey Mountain.

He was rich and of great valour, with deeds
to make all lands fear

and tremble; and he wanted

a good wife for his eldest

son, Nettai-Kurankan.

He settled on marrying

him to you, and approached

your father: 'l have in mind.

the marriage of your daughter



to my son,' he said.
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92. Child's Song

March, 1915.

1. Run about and play my sweet little child
And idle not sweet little child; In game and sport have inany mates

And revile not any one child.
2. Sweet and pretty like a love-bird
You wing and soar my little child; Behold the birds of iris hues

And be happy like them on child!

3. The bantam struts and pecks and eats,
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Join that and play with it oh child! The crow in a swoop steals its food,

Be kind to it, my little child.

4. The cow, she gives abundant milk,
Know her to be good, my dear child; The dog it comes wagging its tail,

Know that to be a friend of man.

5. The goodly horse that pulls a cart,
The bull that ploughs the village-fields, The goat that does depend on us:

Foster all these, my little child.

6. Rise at dawn to learn your lesson,
Then sing such airs that are soothing, To games devote the whole evening,

Get habituated thus, oh child!

7. Abstain from lies my little child
And also from vile back-biting; God is our help, my little child,

Never will evil beset us.

8. Fear not at all my little child
When you meet with evil-doers; Smite them and kick them, oh my child!

And lo, at their face you shall spit.

9. When thronging sorrows assail us
We should droop not, my little child; God is there full of compassion

To quell all troubles oh my child!

10. Idleness is bad, very bad;
Mother you should ever obey; Peevish crying doth lame a child;

Stand firm and fight with all your might.
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11. Adore the divine Tamil Nadu
As your own mother, oh my child! Than nectar itself is more sweet

This land of Aryas, oh my child!

12. Tamil is sweet amongst all tongues,
Adore it and cultivate it; Hindustan is full of riches;

Hail it as God, my little child.

13. There's no such thing as caste-glory;

Make not castes great or low, and sin. Those are the lofty who possess
Justice, clear intellect and love. 14. Foster love for all lives, my child,
Know Truth to be God, my sweet-child, As adamant, be firm in heart:
Know these to form the way of life.

- T.N.R.

Note: The Tanil original appeared in Jnana Bhanu.

The poem then contained only 14 stanzas. Two more stanzas were added as
stanzas 13 and 14, when Parali Su. Nellai Appar published the poem as a small
booklet in 1917. Slight and significant variations marked the re-published poem.
version.

The translation here given follows the Jnano Bhanu added stanzas are given below

in translation. 117-16A

On the north the Himalayas,

On the south abiding Kumari The cape, on the east and the west
The seas: India's boundaries these!

This is the land of the Vedas

Where great and good heroes were born; Truly flawless is Hindustan;
Adore this as God, my dear child.

93. eprerLITHI
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93. On 'Jnana Bhanu'

April, 1915.

1. Life of wealth divine, fame,

Valour great, buddhi good, Heroism, lustrous arts,
Valiancy: All these Are by wisdoms secured.

To blaze our great glory The world over, is born

The child -- Jnana Bhanu.

2. Worries, meanness, illness,

Deceit, penury, pain: Than all these things, base,



Is more base -- wretched fear. These are demons of murk,
Created by Nescience. Arise, Jnana Bhanu!

May the demons perish!

3. To gods it renders all

And remains as the force In nobly righteous minds.
It is Agni, the God. Sun's rays are wisdom sure.

"If these two do combine Men will the Devas join.

And thrive" say the Vedas.

4. All attempts will with success

Be crowned, and flourish well, All thoughts with ease will be
Into deeds translated If we hail this "Wise Sun".

Lo, he comes with a smile And his message is indeed

Resoluteness of Thought.

-T.N.R.

Note: The Tamil original appeared in of Jnana Bhanu,

Jnana Bhanu and was sung in praise

94. yum sTHI

BET U(HL_LD HTEHFlewas wrsd 8ib CH8] st B)Tey
(1 HNTUSY|LD LoewesTailu|Ld

enesail:

HTHDISGS),S VG LPDIS)

Hewrewewt el Pl pruisGio!

STHM6V H56| FTTT6ILO6VSVTLD

OB TS SH145HSI, LisTeruilGev.

5600762 63T -
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QUTETLD FedTHBGl;eweuid BHBISGI;
ourfl urrFss srHHlLGeu!

B TS G LPHEMHH6T HITLILILIL TSHBIG
Cxpall, 9|meTOFiiw CeusrHSEmTLD.

LenesTall:

Cppplmb CoTivobs of19alG,@)bs
CrriflhhHsmev sTesrLI(HSeumid?
STHETOUbSSI I DD LEIBI G, BID6D LS
HT555105i1a1 auadepowsT@nT?

94. The Cyclone

22-11-1916.

1. Wife speaks:

The storm whirls, The sea swirls,

Waken, my dear, waken! Through window on the floor,

The lashing rain is shaken.

Bharati

246

2. Husband speaks:

The sky leaps angry, red, Earth quivers in dread,

Unto the Mother we pray. May her grace, Save us apace,

From the tearing elements' play.

3. Wife speaks:

But yesterday, In yonder hut we lay.

Had we stayed there tonight, What had been our fate? Death came, a storm of hate,
It was held by divine might.

-AS.R.

Note: Bharati has mentioned the date on which the cyclone swept Pondi

cherry. It was on the night of Wednesday, the eight of Kartikai month of Nala (year).
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The sub-title to the poem is as follows:- "A husband and his wife."
An article containing this poem was also published in Swadesamitran dated 27-11-
1916.

95. Uewys s Cgeirerrn CHmiiLy

auwedlewL_ uilesflGev-ClF1pBi-Lo(Hd Hewruilestl Gev
9w Clevau(p lsVeweV-H el G-y M Hev ClaTeiTar bS5 60T

STHDIYS SHCV-L0TBISH6T-HWTHBIL_d &&GCLom?
wsTHY] ewerICLTCV-FAFM-BT6lL_BiGL afphHoHerCe.

APlw S ewL_uilGesv,2_er@spTi-ClgpeiTerreh AmiGCHTLiLy

aupliiey )IeHL Lo~ HeWaT-euTU| ClLITIGSHS allsLemev

T LpH ST FeVauTID-L0T BIS6T-LO [HGHET LISV TLD;

QUTLPHS(HHE GleustTCM-Bemer-aur) GlLrmisg aill L mesr

SHEeWLD &H6WTL |60 (H);-9F6V-FTT L0l(Hd & HLbLom!
LeTCGTemeVd &b Gleuuilsy,- 9% CHLo-LIT@ WHIT eTCmT?

@)rail Bletmg % resr-ailssrent Gsv-@)erLIO eu eSSl TerTii;
urel 6lwnisan CLo-&HlTaH6T-LTigd &6ifldderGeu.

wleTm wrsHHlewL Cui-APICsmi-plpedlsfley @) hbEH60T,
st SailewsullGev-Blewsvwimib-@)esTLId Wbl 6% TeTGL 6oT.

ourps LrTEsS-plenarGui-auripd S HGeuTi eumpeuri;
urps LrTFSS-B)emwsClweir-euTdh @ wDeuTESH

95. The Tope that was Spared
November, 1916.
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1. With lucid water tasting sweet, is a tank
Midst stretches of fields; alone to its flank
Seeking solace | hied and reached its bank.
Who could ever keep count of the trees, alas
That lay like scattered seedlings in a mass

As the wind swept away the trees and grass.

2. In a high ground is a small coconut-tope;
It indeed is a poor man's only hope;

Bless the wind for it did not make him mope,

3. Fell a few only, stood there good many;
Here did no waste the wind accompany;

To the poor soul this is theophany.

4. | have known of solitude and it is
Charged with charm; the sunlight that did dismiss

The mist, is here indeed sweet as liquorice.

5. A mass of lovely light, sun stood on high,
Expansive grew its rays, pleasing the eye,

And as music sweet they did ramify

6. Under a greenwood tree of some umbrage
| stood and witnessed in the clearage

Lasting bliss and poesy in marriage.

7. Hail Parasakti! They that hail Her thrive
Hail Her, Muse! Be to this ever alive.

- T.N.R.
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Note: The cyclone that laid waste Pondicherry did not cause any harm to
the tope which was frequented by Bharati. Our poet thanks the Wind God for his

mercy.

96. wenip

D& &GHEH6T 6TL_(HID ABMW-5555

S1gsfFlL FbsfSlL FibsMasl Fibgsflsl
LIdd LDEWEVSE6T 2 6L _[hgI-0leueTarid

UTWgl UTWg| UTW&I-STidgr&s L

B5H5HDH SBIBIFL_ $&CHT D~ eWTL_LD

FTW g Fruygl Fmug-Cuills et (h

BHHMSB WIGHGHH STOHMI-H55H5
ST MF L HTidsMHL HTidSTH L HTidsTH L

Oeul’1q wig&H@Hgl LO6dTevT6D, %L 6V

aTrd Slewrblsment(h ailssrenent ullgdgi;
Qariiy uiligd@&Ha CoaLd;-dn

I GloueiTm OGHTEMEWTS: (HWL W STHMI;
FULFFL FLLEFFL L L L T-6T0TM)
BTOTHIGET OHTL 195 HeWEUTd: G 6UTTLD,

6T (Hd FlewFu|id @)1q WI-LoewLp

6THRIBISTLD ubHSLT,HL0L] af !

OISWTL_LD &V BI&HG),S0LI-5emev

Quilyp Hrésw CFLgyib CLiGuLimTey
LOewsTIg & (& BlHS () FedTmT6T;-Flew s

CeumLd HBSG&G1;6uTTHGIH CHeur

CFewT(h LWL SSI([H) ST Ii;-6T6dT60T

Qg iailsd sridenw HesrpsirL) HevsrGLmib!
HTGL_TLD HeTGLTLD HerGL M- %%
HTVSBI6IT dn G BHl6N6WTd> &6WOT(LP6ITL| HewdTGLTib!
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96. Rain
12-7-1917.

Shattering the bounds of space Came the rain:

Dheem tarikita dheem tarikita dheem tarikita dheem!

The hills are rent And the waters burst and leap and sweep in a mad race;
The wind beats like a fiend in pain;

The world reels and is bent:

Dham tarikita dheem tarikita dheen tarikita dheem!

Lightning leaps in a clap,

And the sea Dashes its mane against Heaven's dome;

The clouds break and rumble; 10

The wind tears at the sky as at a trap,

And the sky beats a tattoo and laughs in mad spree.
The corners of space crumble.

Oh, the mighty rain.

Dham tarikita dheem tarikita dhom!

The universe quivers and shakes,

And lo! the snake

That bears the earth, hoods uplifted, springs amain. Space hills leap,
And in the sky, tumust of the Devas breaks

Into a mad sport where live flames crash awake,
Behold! Time and the elements dance in a sweep:

Tatarikita tittom! Oh, the rain, the wondrous rain!

-A.S.R.

Note: The Tamil original appeared in Swadesamitran dated 12-7-1917.

97. sevrewresr ~6T6r GHTLPGHT



YesTerTHaurmef] - Sleur somrgl 6J&HSrerid
QS TFLD

usiteralli Gefld &LSSlewr LTEWBLI
YmmiGlsTent®h Cumeu smGah-(3)svf]

steiTedr ulLflOwei T G Fsv,2 Limuild

B)mHewTH CHUeHILI LIT6T;~ 3 HDHd

“FHedTerTedt afleLeVTATT FeMmeVeUeaTd: ClBTETYIL &
STeILd eulfl6lwrsT Pl GeveiT-6ubhL IS,

2 _6ITEMEIT WIGH L[5 6IT6HT 6T6dT6dT160 2 _LIMWILD
R(HBWTH B Ujew LI LIT6T.

HTeTHSH8%H FHmI breflspib GBEhHFm

HVE5E LOleVTHICF I 6umedT;-6lLI(FEH

Cremerrsd sewsvpledTm CuTiGFiiujd GuTdlesflev
CahibL g F&H6ET(HLI LIT6IT,-6T63T S 60T

2arem et 6u(HGH (B Chmieumd GLimglesflsv

2 MW W(HHEHICFTV 6uTesT;-6BEHFLD

FeITdh HaUsmevsk Glemiig (B GLmslsv
39)56p0FTV60] LLTHWI(H euTedT.

Ulewpds @i euflelFrsvey Geueist(holesr mrelom |

Cu&dlesfl Gevo6IFTsLEY| QuTedT;

2 W& G LD aulflailewest wrepLd euLfliiuiesr

2 _enTewID euLflujew il LITedT;

W& LD CuTpdlefln Curds@Hd GClFTsLeVIT LD
OWI6BTIgd & 6TeU(F 6UT6dT;

LD LPd &S &L ,L1F] Chrd 3iemrbleedrsesr

euTLpailen)|d 61 mIg%H 6T 6v0T GuvT6HT.

Cal L QuTapdlsv T heiT Gl THLILITeT;6lFT6VeY B

Cx6 GILTMISSH (B 61T6dT;-6TeW6vT

QL L_BISET STL_1qujd LT (h&&HeT LITLgU|LD

9 MISH6V OIFUIF () 61T6dT;-6T60T S 65T

ST L $FM CarentL GolliLlenar @)ooblgeiTm)
BTETOIFTEVEYILD (LPEITD_6UBTI 61 T63T;= 63T LI

I L 5% Cevullhsd dHevvTentemevris GLITeV6ITL]
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O&mrewTLsui CGeumer Gym?

2 siTerg 3] Gevs(h aumIGlsTevwTL. GLITHl6vflev

PBIF] WigSSIB euTedr;-6lbEhHFev

HETOTHM B 6% TERTOL_T (T UG ens0lFT6IT TT6VMEIS,
51 WAPHH® aureir-Apy

ueTterg g CevGmb®H Brerwy @HmiblsL L

urdepw Quinm! el B -6

GleusiTargemg L1 GLIT6V (BT eUTT&HewDHH6T GlFTsL60]
Cedley sallidhdl(H sumesr

FlesTerrds & LHeMSHH6T GLITeVaI W6 WiTLgF
HAfS 515 seflsS)[H) 6uTesT;-Hevsv

QuesTewr Loerlm eusliLiL Geautiev
LOMWIBIG 6T @LpHG (B 61 T6dT;- 9| 6u6dT
QFreitest LilgBL surailly Georillsg

QB TeLemeL UllewLpd () 61T 6T ;- 65T VBT 63T
seremest wilpbgl ailigev,uGsm;Lilesr
FHGSHevfls0 eumLpeud] Gevesr

Caruggl Cevlwmm CaTsvedln FAflssis
GHYIBIFL_F CFUISI([H) 61T 6dT;-Lo6ITEVV
HTUSSHCev CuiTesTm GFUIg LOF]pFF
ST HHIL_F GFF)([H 6ursst;-6lLIHLD

QY LIGH] vfleVeubLH| LidHHH Cevblerm)
9 HWET alleV&EI(B) eUT6IT,~FrL (1%

SH1HF Cevallipld LFFser GLmeveu LD

SHWL&H6T 6% TeTI(®H) 6uTedT

2 _6MTEMLD Seum! L LILIEUT SLOEMLD

2 WBHhHH! BFHSI(B) 6UT6I;(H6IT

QUEITEWLOU]] TTEV6U6IT LOTSHF LD GlLITiiigseir
LDEM6EVLDEW 6V WIT6Y6DTLI LIT6IT,;~H6V6V
CILISWTEM DG (&6WT(LPWL_ WIT6T;-Flev GBI slev

Ugai @ ewrpen L wirsiT;Lfl%5
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BHENTEN LD (60T (Lpew LT 63T, Flev GBid

BLPEVISIT (0T (LPEWL_ WITEIT.

OB TV BI ClFHTEWEVEHSHEHSF LTS LOMeUT
GHNTLOSB G SHTEWIEWL_ LITEIT ;-5 650T 6T 63T
GlFTeLeY| CIOTIIFHET GLHewsaser GLTGlevr(,
GSM] WTEIOFT6D 61T6IT;-6T6TMILD

H6V6VE (hO\HT (1 HbIE, [HEUTENTT S|
BWLPME STHD () 61IT6T;- 650T T 63T

IJsVeVa (Hd & ailL_gglevfley GBmuilsv

9| pe0levf] QIBIGIE TG WimTedT.

HTSH6V aflewerut uwldasHIb LmL g esflsv
STLOHID FASHPTs Flev-Liens

Gurgih uewL G6sTiled wrallsy Cuslmib
MM LIGWTLY H65T &Tesor;-2_ulli

Goug (pewtihs (Lpsvileu (Hewriallesflsy
@6y LITLDGILIT(HEIT & TewdT;-H6V6V

FmS We»TSH0Gemert @)eTLDEF GlF IS 66t
HTSFBH6T UTLPSSI(BH Geredr.

97. Krishna -- My Friend

1917

1. Love-lorn | sought his help t'elope
With Subhadra golden-hued;

At once he cheered me up with hope

O'the wedding which ensued

2. When up against that archer rare, --
Karna of matchless worth, --
He helped me out of my weak despair

To fell him to the earth.
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3. Through all our wand'rings in the forest wide
He freed our minds from fear;
In the thick of the fight as my charioteer and guide,

He was without a peer.

4. When caught in the grip of sickness or pain,
He offers a certain cure;
But when distraught by worries vain,

His words are a tonic pure.

5. When empty pride my heart elates,
He humbles it to the dust;
The hypocrite he wholly hates,

And shuns him in disgust.

6. Where th'unclean heart like a stagnant pool
Is mantled o'er with green,
His grace like a flood of waters cool

Flushes it wholly clean.

7. When the mood is on, like a child he plays
With unself-conscious glee:
Perchance if maidens on him gaze,

He holds their hearts in fee.

8. Who can hope t'exhaust the list
Of his graces versatile, --
As singer, painter, strategist, --

Unique in theme and style.

9. He dwells in the hearts of Yogic seers,
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The Vedas Him proclaim:

His Gita dispelled all my fears --
I'll glorify His name.

-P.M.

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Kannan Pattu published in 1917

by Parali Su.Nellai Appar. This book contained in all twenty-two poems.

To the second edition of this work published in 1919, V.V.S. Aiyar contributed a
brilliant foreward.

The poem, 'Kannan, my King' was included in the second edition.

98. serenTeIT-6T6T HTUiI

OB TeRTIyF FHII

2_enTenT2_anTenTd GlFall L TEH-9bewLo

2 uilelreyib pemevullesflsy 2 ewriGlougyId LIT6V;
QUERITENT (LM 66U 6lH6Td: GFh-6T63TH 60T
surullesflH s et (HL_(HGLOTIT 616TdTEW LOU|6W L_tLIT 6T
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) TLIGDETF Flv FH6WBHSH6IT-6T6uT S
CapmeweiTmid Ceumm] GluissTmid Flev HewgHpH6IT
HISTLIOLOETF Flov HeWBHH6T-OlasL L
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9|TEILITL_6u6iT ClFT6V60l6M (I 6UT6IT;- ) Fl6V

MLS POt LTIy eusFioenL_Geusdr.

allbewgaibens Wrs eTewrd:Gh-Lisv
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CFremeVs 6T STailITHI &6iT- 9 BI S,
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epdBHeui GlLmiiibhenL_ ujib-@)esr

CPL_THLD HEUHEVU|LD DI6UET L|eWEIT[H HT6IT,;
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98. Krishna -- My Mother

The Realms of Life are
Her bounteous breasts; and consciousness,
her milk of endless delight, which she yieldeth into

my lips unasked; such grace is my Mother's.

They call her Krishna.

Ah, she has clasped me in fond embrace with her arms of ethereal space.
And, placing me on her lap of Earth, she loves to
tell me endless stories, strange and mysterious.
And some of the tales | call by the name of
pleasures, evolutions, victories.

Yet others come to me as pains, defeats and falls;-
stories, all these, that my

Mother recounts to suit my various moods and
stages, lovingly told, ever entrancing.

And many are the wondrous toys and dolls

which my Mother showeth me:

There is one that is named the Moon, and it

sheds a nectar-like flood of light.

And there are herds and herds of clouds,
many-coloured toys, yielding rain.

There's the Sun, too, foremost of my playthings,

the beauty of whose face | have no words to depict.

Toys, toys, toys:

A heavenful of stars, sparkling like tiny gems.

Many a time, but in vain, have | essayed to count them all.
And then those green hills, that never stir from

their places, silent toys, offering speechless play.
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Rivers and rivulets, fair and playful,

that wander all over the land and, in the end,

flow into that marvellous toy, yon ocean, wide and
boundless -- seeming, with dashing billows,

spouts of spray and its long, continuous chant
wherein my Mother's name is ever sounded:

Om, Om, O...M.

Groves and gardens, abounding in many-hued gems of flowers;
and delicious fruits hanging on the trees, strong

in essence, rich in form. Ah, the world is

full of such exquisite playthings.

All these, my Mother has given me.

Nice things to eat and songs all sweetness to hear,
and companions gifted, like me, with minds, to play
with and become one with; and these fair girls,
enkindling love, that passion of flaming

delight like fiery nectar, killing sweet.

Yet more play-mates:

The winged birds, the beasts that walk the earth,

and countless fishes of many and many a kind,

there, in that thundering Sea.

What a tale of raptures, too many even to think of!
And endless sciences and arts she has ordained and,
nobler than all these, divine wisdom -- for my serious hours.
But when the lighter mood is on me and | would

fain laugh and be merry,

many are the jokes she has planned to amuse me
with the lies of priests, the comic feats of kings,

the hypocrisies of age and the silly cares of youth.
Whatever | demand, she gives, my Mother,

Aye, she hastens with gifts, ere | tell her I'd like to have them.
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With high grace does she protect me, and says

she will make me a yogin, like Arjun, my brother in race.

Always and in all places, my work shall be to

sing of the bounteous love of my Mother.

And a long and shining life and other matchless glories,
she will grant me as reward -- Krishna, My Mother.

- C.S.B.

Note: The Tamil original appeared first in Jnana Bhanu in October 1913.

99 s eTewTSIT - 6TEIT HHWS

OB TeRTIyF FHII
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99. Kannan -- My Father
1917

1. Unto earth, he did send me and behold!

My brothers are dwellers of Mercury,

Ordained laws are there and orbs numberless
To these conform and gyrate; in these lands
Are men, and lo, they are of our race,

And their reign doth well match their will joyous;
Our Father is the Lord-God of these;

So let me a little, him historise.

2. Abundant is his wealth that knows no lack;
Limitless his acquisition of gold;

His learning is unsurpassed, and limit

There is none at all to the sweets -- his songs.
Multi-faceted is his glory great

Though dementia frequent marks his acts;
Singular in sooth, is his way,

| say, That tries them sore that tread the righteous way.

3. My tongue truly lacks courage, to disclose
His genuine name in open frankness

That all people may of it come to know;
"Our Lord" he is called and also Kannan.

In three-fold division they wrangle sore --
The men that cannot him identify --;

Some there are who know nought of him at all;
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"He is of the race of Devas" say these.

4. He was born in the clan of heroes; he grew
Amid cow-herds with sense none of difference;
Great did he among the Brahmins become;
Familiar is he with some traders;

Dark is his complexion; he doth delight

In maidens who in hue rival the gold;

Free are his ways and open and he laughs

At your Sastras false and thaumaturgic.

5. The poor are his friends and he is enraged
At the sight of the base hoarders wealthy;

To them of unflagging hearts, though misery
Flattens them, he gives abundant riches.

His weather-cock moods vary every hour;

A different man is he on earth new morn;

He seeks and dwells in the Void, and in songs

And stories he does all his hours lay waste.

6. Never in his thought does he hold 'Pleasance
As pleasant and Misery unpleasant;

Immense is his love; that clarity may

The thought of men inform and uplift them,
Atrocious acts of havoc he will work.

Called Fate, a minister my Father has;

What is of yore ordained, timely will he

Remind and compel men to eat it all.

7. He did the Vedas compose; these Vedas

Are not at all of the tongue of men, though.
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The mere anthology of tales is not Vedas,
though men of world do deem them so.

He has in the Vedas truly intermixed

A thing or two which indeed are Vedas.
Mark well! the words of truth by wordly men

Uttered, are in sooth the very Vedas.

8. Four are the clans he founded. Alas!

These by the wanton tomfools were laid waste;

Right conduct, wisdom, purity in deed --

These make men great and their absence, aye, base,
Wherefore would he say, that good it would spell

To feed the fire with all books that are false
Classifying men into great or low

On the strength of mere birth and appearance.

9. Though in years well advanced, not a wrinkle
Mars my Father's face of eternal youth;

Neither sorrow nor dotage, nor fatigue

At any time, nor malady affects him.

Fearless is he and dispassionate too;

No sides he aids to plague the dissidents.

Full of great skill is he; standing neutral

He delights to watch the acts wrought by fate.

10. When the woe-begone complain unto him
Them he derides, but his love redeems;
"Unto Love hold fast! That very instant

Are burnt all thy sorrows:" so would he say.
Bones break; great is their ache and agony;

Yet they in grace endure; these then he loves.
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Unto them that meditate happiness

Ever happy is he to grant happiness.
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100. Kannan - My Servant

1917

1. Forgetting every generous bonus,
They still pile up demand upon us.
When work is heaviest, on that day,
Quiet, at home, they stay away.
"Why were you absent yesterday?"
We ask; and we are answered duly:
"A scorpion in a pot, Sir, truly,

Bit me with its teeth most cruelly:

MY good wife, Sir, the best of women,



Was sore possessed by an evil demon!
It was the twelfth day ceremony

After the death of my poor granny!"

2. Such disobedience, and lies in dozens;

Such whispering in corners with our dear cousins!
Our inner chamber's small disgraces

Loud they proclain in public places.

They tell the world with drumbeats -- yes, ah me!
If we run somewhat short of sesame.

Yes; trouble and bother are all we gather

From servants; and yet we would far rather

Have a bad servant than none at all;

For without servants no work is done at all.

3. To me thus musing, sad and serious,

Came a lad from somewhere mysterious.

"I'm a shepherd," he said; and on he did rattle
Your children I'd cherish and graze your cattle;
Your house I'd sweep, your lamps I'd light,
And all your biddings do always right;

I'd keep with care your jewels and clothes;
And lovely lullabies I'd compose

And sing them; and dance and play, it may be,
To the great delight of little baby.

On robber-infested paths of the forest,

By day or night, in straits the sorest,

With you I'd wander and guard you from harm,
And artless, unlettered rustic, | am;

Yet something of fencing, boxing, wrestling | know,

but nothing at all of embezzling!" He paused for breath.
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At once | spoke, "Say, what is your name?"

He answered, "Folk Call me Kannan, not much of a name!" 40

4. Stalwart he stood there, firm of frame,

With eyes gleaming goodness and words that bound him
To me for ever in love, "I've found him,"

| told myself. "the Boy I've been after."

For my heart was filled with silent laughter.
And turning to him, | said, half-taunting

"Tali is your talk and full of vaunting.

You swear I'd find it most advantageous

To be your master; but, What are your wages,"
"Young though I look, | have lived for ages
With no wedded wife, no children to earn for.
Your love enough; it is love | yearn for.

Not lucre!" he said in a voice impassioned..
Overjoyed | engaged this foolish, old-fashioned
Fellow to serve me. Since then, | own,

The lad's love for us has, day by day, grown; 50

5. And the good he has done no words can render
As the eyelids guard -- alert and tender --

The eyes, he tends my family.

Not once have | heard him grumble.

But he Sweeps the street and cleans the rooms;
And even the housemaids he presumes

To chide and control! And to my children,

6. A tutor, nurse, doctor. he does bewildering
Services, manifold. He buys plenty 60

Of milk and butter and all things dainty
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And stocks my pantry, somehow or other.
To the women he is like a loving mother;
And to me a friend, guide, teacher, brother.
A seeming servant indeed a god,

This shepherd lad, from somewhere abroad,
Has come to me -- for my merit's reward!
When did | do such penance hard?

From the hour that Kannan set his foot
Upon my doorstep, | have put

Away from me all thought and care.

My burdens are now his to bear.

Wealth, youth, strength, honour and renown.
Learning, wisdom poetry, the crown

Of Shiva-Yoga Shiva-Jnana's clear,

Calm brightness, overwhelm me here.

Oh! Joy, that as a servant-boy Kannan

| took in my employ! I've seen,

I've seen with my own eye His splendour.
Yet | wonder why, Why should Kannan serve me? Why?

- K.S.
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