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FOREWORDFOREWORDFOREWORDFOREWORD    

 

Bharati is probably one of the best poets of modern period in our coun try and 

definitely the greatest of Tamil poets of our time and the Tamils can legitimately be 

proud of this great bard who has given not only a new direction and dimension but a 

new shape and a new thrust to Tamil poetry as well, it is in his magic hand Tamil 

Poetry regained its vigour and vitality, clarity and naturalness. It is true that Tamil 

Poetry has an uninterrupted tradition of more than twenty centuries and yet we find 

that there was a lull after great Kamban of i2th century! We find a long period of 

poetic sterility and it is Bharati who has appeared in the poetic scenario in the year 

1882 and has changed the whole poctic world into a lively one) With the birth of 

Bharati a new literary epoch was born, a new trend has begun and a new style was 

found and above all a new generation of Tamil poets has come into existence. Even 

after several years of his death, Bharati is still considered to be living with us, 

speaking and singing to us.) Every day we hear him and we listen to him and we 

follow him, we appreciate him and above all we adore him. He has become immortal 

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

 

Bharati was a great patriot. He loved his language, literature, culture and tradition.  
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His love and affection for his country is well known. His concern for the poor and the 

downtrodden was very great. His interest in the welfare of common man was 

unsurpassed. His appreciation and ado ration for the ancients is unmatchable. (His 

faith and confidence in the future generation is unquestioned. Women's emancipation 

was very near to his heart. Children's welfare, their good upbringing their 

development etc., were always in his mind. Human values and their role in the 

mental make up of young children and the old alike were in this thought. Above all 

freedom, freedom to India was supreme in his mind. 

 

Freedom is the birth right of humanity. No one is born as slave. Free dom is divine 

and slavery is man made. Freedom is sublime and slavery is inhuman. Freedom is 

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

 

The very thought of freedom to India makes him happy, hilarious and forgetful. It 

makes him sing and dance. Freedom to India and it alone would guarantee to 

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

 

Freedom! Freedom: Freedom! 

Freedom to Tiyars 

To the Parayas, to the Pulayas 

To the Kuravas and to the Maravas 

... ...... ..... ... 

... ...... ..... ... 

No poverty no slavery 

No caste no creed 

No difference no distinction 

Equality! Equality! Equality! 

 

Men and women 

No difference, no distinction 

No insult No bossing over 
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Let us burn the evil of the ignorance 

 

Bharati was a poet of patriotism and freedom and it is doubtless to say that he sang 

his songs for the common man and he always wanted to be direct and simple in his 

poetry. The supreme aim of this great poet was to penetrate into the hearts of simple 

folks and to instill passionate love for freedom in their hearts and prepare them to 

make any kind of sacrifice to achieve the supreme goal viz., Free India and he is 

rightly called Makkal Kavignar (Poet of the masses). 

 

It is well known that Tamil language is not only one of the very few languages of the 

world of great antiquity but also its uninterrupted literary history for more than 20 

centuries is almost unparalleled in the literary tradi tion of the world. The immortal 

Sangam Poetry, Ettuttokai (eight anthology) and Pattuppattu (ten idylls) is a master 

piece of literature. They are secular in nature and they reflect the exalted life of 

Tamils. 

 

Following Sangam Classics there arose twin epics, Cilappatikaram and Manimekalai, 

which are in turn followed by what is known as Bhakthi litera ture. The great trio, 

Navukkarasar (the king of words and songs), the great Sampantar (who is known for 

his melodious hymns), jubilant Sundarar and Manickavasagar of great Thiruvacagam 

are all glories of Tamil poetry, giving new path and new strength to it. By nothing is 

Tamilnadu so glorious as by her poetry. 

 

The appearance of great Kamban in the literary scenario of Tamilnadu has been a 

great boon to the literary world. It is the incomparable charm of Kamban's power of 

poetic style not to speak of his poetic truth and beauty which gives immortality and 

permanence to the great epic Kamba ramayanam which is considered to be one of 

the greatest epics in the world. 

 

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

unbroken tradition of Tamil and the splendid lumina ries of the Tamil poetical heaven. 
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The great antiquity of the poetic tradi tion, the richness and the brilliance of it, the 

excellence of Sangam poetry the literary grandeur of Cilappatikaram, the magnificent 

treatment of religious tenets in Manimekalai, the spontaneous outpourings of Bhakthi 

movement through great saints of Saivaism and Vaishnavism the great master piece 

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

 

Bharati is not a man who is satisfied with past achievements alone. He is a product of 

a new order and a new generation and a man of new mental make up. He is a man 

of vigour and vitality, imagination and inno vation. It is true that we have great 

antiquity and inner strength; we have survived many upheavals and onslaughts and 

still we grow strong. There were hundreds of languages which were once very 

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

 

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

and ever growing in its own way. For a poet like Bharati this is not enough. He knew 

that a new explosion of knowledge was around the corner. Many new frontiers were 

there. New vistas were there. Tamils and their language should be prepared to meet 

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

 

It is true that Bharati was a Tamil and sang his songs in Tamil, But his vision and 

spirit have not confined to Tamil and Tamilnadu alone and they have transcended 

linguistic and geographical boundaries. 

 

Freedom and patriotism pristine purity of children and the passionate patriotic fervour 

of the grown ups, the great cultural heritage of the coun try, the courage and chastity 

of Indian women, the National and cultural integration, the regional and the local 

diversities of India, the great Ganga and Cauveri, the lovely Kashmir and 

Kanyakumari, the young damsels of Kerala and the great intellectuals of Kasi etc., 

were in the minds of this great master mind. 

 

Bharati is one of the penetrating poets of this century and he reaches and touches  
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the inner hearts of his readers and creates poetic ecstacy in their minds. His poetic 

excellence is so effective and so eloquent that the readers fall under the spell of this 

great bard. 

 

Bharati is not only known for his choicest diction but also for effective ly making use 

of this in quick succession. The choicest dictions of Bharati in the choicest 

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

 

The musical diction and moving words that he makes use of the liquid and limpid 

phrases that are at his beck and call the effective and eloquent sentences that are 

formed and above all the spontaneous outflow of poetic truth and beauty that we find 

in him are really marvellous and they make this great master mind "poet among 

.poets" and "bard among bards". 

 

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

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

 

The Tamil University nas recently launched an ambitious project, Trans lation Of 

Tamil Classics Into English and I am very happy to say that within a short span of 

time several works have been taken up. 

 

Classics like, 

1. Cilappatikaram 2. Manimekalai 

3. Bharatiyar Songs 4. Tirukkovaiyar 

have been completed and the following are in progress : 

5. Akananuru 6. Purananuru 

7. Periyapuranam 8. Kalitrokai 

 

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

of Indian Literature in general and Tamil Literature in particular. 
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12-10-'89,        Dr. S. Agesthialingom, 

Thanjavur.        Vice-Chancellor. 

------------- 

PrefacePrefacePrefacePreface    

 

Mahakavi Bharati had written himself into the history of India. The Poet's prophetic 

consciousness manifested itself as "Psalms of Patriotism," hailed ever since as 

"Desopanishad." 

 

Sarojini Naidu declared: "Bharati kindled the souls of men by the million to a more 

passionate love of freedom and a richer dedication to the service of the country," 

Fully alive to the multifoliate splendour of Bharati, Jawahar lal Nehru affirmed: 

"Bharati is not only the poet of Tamil Nadu, he belongs also to the whole India. His 

verses should be published in all the Indian languages." A similar appeal couched in 

impassioned words was made by Bharatidasan, decades ago. "Bharati's vastitudes 

can be known only when (the poems of the great one, in Tamil, are translated into 

the languages bf the world.") This volume, we daresay, marks the partial fulfilment of 

Paventar's noble dream. 

 

Byron and Shelley -- the true soldiers of Goddess Liberty -- were in. some measure 

the inspirers of the Mahakavi, who in all humility, called himself Shelleydasan. Prof. 

K.Swaminathan's dictum in this connection is significant. "In the course of his 

evolution from Shelleydasan as he used to describe himself earlier, to Saktidasan 

(devotee of Sakti, Goddess of Energy), Bharati reflected the great change which 

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

 

Bharati authored the New Poetry in Tamil, which in the words of Prof. K.R.Srinivasa 

Iyengar, was "at once radiantly autochthonous and bracingly modern." From a mere 

versifier, he grew, in no time, to be an authentic poet of mysticism by his willing 

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

barricades of the self, one by one, till at last, his life became one of intuitive love. 
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"Love" said the poet, "is my religion," and no one practised it as the poet did. His 

incandescent and piercing intellect burnt all dichotomies away. Everything that he 

beheld was nothing but "the ardent self-expression of that Immanent Being," a lila, a 

musical manifestation of creative joy. Kaakkai and Kuruvi, "the scuttering insects, the 

little soft populations of the grass," Katal and Malai and all things animate as well as 

inanimate, were his comrades and his intense love asserted itself in the most suasive 

way in every one of his poems. To read his poem is to feel the beating of a benign 

heart, the upleap of a beatific joy -- greater, vaster and richer than anything that one 

has known. By cultivating Bharati, the aspirant will, sooner or later, discover his 

fraternal link with all things; he will by and by perceive in the Many the clear and 

palpable presence of the One: "the changeless and absolute Life, manifesting itself in 

all the myriad nascent, crescent, cadent lives." 

 

Any translation is but an experiment. A work worth translating has about it a charm 

that defies transplantation. The lustre of the original grows pallescent in the hands of 

even the ablest of translators. What is achievable and is usually achieved by a 

trained hand, is only readability coupled with dependability. If this is made possible, 

the translator has not flexed his transcreative muscle in vain. 

 

This work which contains the complete English version of the Mahakavi's poems as 

well as prose poems, is the fruit of the collective endeavour of a number of savants. 

For the first time, the reader has before him the Englished version of all the poems of 

Bharati -- the Bard of Bharat. The Tamil University merits no mean accolade for this 

achievement. It has already brought out an edition of the poems of Bharati in Tamil, 

chronologi cally arranged. This work in English punctiliously follows the Tamil edition. 

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

 

The craftsmanship of Bharati, as revealed by his juvenilia, is pretty conventional and 

is rather dull. However, as years roll by, his irresistible genius starts asserting itself 

with a wondrous splendour that is truly multi dimensional. The myriad-minded bard's 

apperception is achieved with a thousand tentacles of awareness and his utterances 
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-- afire with burning desire --, shoot out like piercing pins of light. His words and 

vocables ener gised by a novel poetic fervour, march out, suaviter in modo, fortiter in 

re, and make a universal conquest. 

 

Almost all the translators of Bharati are represented in this work. Each one in his own 

way has endeavoured to bring alive in his translation the spirit of the original. Our 

selection is informed by the sincerity of purpose which has guided each one of them 

in his labour of love. 

 

Bharati has translated the poems of Sri Aurobindo, John Scurr and Rabindranath 

Tagore. He has also translated a couple of lines from H.W.Longfellow. His Tamil 

versions of these poets form part of his poetical works. We have therefore included in 

this volume the originals. As the poem of Tagore is not traceable, I have done the 

translation in this connection. 

 

Prof. A.E.Asher has gone through the work with sympathy and understand ing. 

Thanks to his suggestions and corrections, the work is no longer marred by major 

flaws. 

 

We have provided useful and brief notes wherever necessary. An index to the first 

lines of the Tamil poems is appended to this volume. It is not alphabetically arranged. 

However it is in accordance with the order of the poems (Tamil as well English) as 

published by the University. This will facilitate easy reference. 

 

We render our heart-felt thanks to Dr. S.Agesthialingom, the revered Vice-Chancellor 

of the Tamil University, for conceiving, processing and implementing the grand 

scheme of "TRANSLATION: TAMIL WORKS." 

 

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

preparation of the Reading List appended to this volume. 

 



11 

 

This volume -- so are we prone to think --, typifies the tribute of the devotees of Tamil 

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

 

Thanjavur,        Sekkizhar Adi-p-Podi 

20-7-1989.        T.N.Ramachandran 

----------- 
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1. தி�வள� ம�ம� ெதா�வ� மய� 

��ப� �லக �ணெராண� ெப�ைமேயா - 

ன�பதவென� �ச னளி��� பாத� 

தாமைர� ேபாதிைன� த�னக நிறீஇ" 

காமனா �ய��த கவி�ெப# ெவ$%ைட  5 

 

ேந�த'உ� �)த ணி�தில" கவிைக 

யா�*+�உ� ெபா��ல களாவிட நிறீஇ 

ெய$ெண, நாயி# ெம,கட- றீவி�� 

ப$ணவ �லகி�� பாதல� .வியி� 

மணிெந/0 ச"கர� தாைண நிறீஇ1  10 
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ெச0ெசா- பாவல� சீ�மா றெனன 

வ0சிய மா-றல ர/23- ெற�ன 

வ0சிெய ன4லா� மாமத ென�ன 

விரவல� க�னேன ெய�றிட ம-ைற� 

.ரவல� த�மனி- .$ணிய ென�றிட�  15 

 

பா�மிைச� தாேன ேபாிைச நிறீஇ" 

காெரா/ மயி5ன2 கல)திட நீ$மர0 

சீெரா/ வள��த ெச,�ெபாழி 5ளைசயி 

ேனெரா/ ெபா5)த ெவழி�மா ளிைகயி- 

ெற7வ� பணி)திட1 சீாிய� வா8)திட  20 

----------- 

1. An Epistle to the Rajah of Ettaiyapuram (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1. An Epistle to the Rajah of Ettaiyapuram (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1. An Epistle to the Rajah of Ettaiyapuram (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1. An Epistle to the Rajah of Ettaiyapuram (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

An epistle to the lion-hero 

Munificent Venkatesa Retta 

Of great Ilacai city in the south. 

 

He in whose bosom abides Sri, Brahma, 

Heavenly lords and all mankind, cannot 

His glory know; He is Lord Etteesa! 

His cool lotus feet twain are soul-enshrined 

By you; like Kama's fair umbrella white, 

Is your flowery parasol pearly, 

That soars high and scales the heavenly spheres. 

Your ornate disc of royalty holds sway 

Over the seven lands, isles of seven seas, 

Gandharva land and the nether worlds too. 

The bards -- lords of words --, deem you a Pandya; 

Affrighted foes deem you the Lord of Death; 

Seekers of alms deem you to be Karna; 
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Patrons hold you more righteous than Dharma; 

You yourself your great fame on earth established; 

In llacai of great groves and gardens, 

Where peacocks dance by nimbi delighted, 

In a beauteous and lofty mansion, 

Hailed by the wealthy, blessed by the holy, 

As cynosure of neighbouring princes, 

Like the heavenly lord, you sit enthroned 

And rule the world; you are the prince handsome, 

The rock-shouldered, the Monarch of monarchs! 

May you Venkatesu read this in joy, 

This epistle writ by my humble self. 

 

In this sea-girt world thrive many tongues; 

Of them the one of excelling glory, 

To which the Lord whose crown sports the crescent, 

Himself added a rare work, most divine, 

Is Tamil great, much sweeter than nectar. 

This tongue, alas, is least cared for this day; 

Its learners are not benefited now 

And it languishes; petty tongues flourish. 

In tune with the time-spirit, many types 

Of the base and mean now reign-in this world. 

So, seeking your grace as palladium 

My father came here for his welfare sure. 

He bids me learn this alien language. 

What am I to do? If Tamil be learnt 

Then none will support me; so, oh Karna! 

I have now resolved to learn that language; 

Yet, how can the poor ones take to learning? 

Without money, learning is not possible; 
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Without learning, money cannot be obtained. 

It is but just and proper to learn first. 

I have no money for that; so have I 

Come to you in this, my very sad plight, 

Confident of your rich munificence. 

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

So to poor me, this day grant much money 

And all that is needed, in loving grace. 

My tongue, accustomed to hail you alone, 

Will feel sore sad to beg of other kings. 

Will they wallow in a sea of sorrows 

Who come to you-the Mother and Refuge! 

Ignore not this, as that of a mere boy; 

Oh king, foster me by your grace; make me 

Known as one who grew lofty by your grace. 

May this be the talk of other people. 

Grant me this glory! May you flourish sweet! 

 

24-1-1897,  I remain, 

Ettaiyapuram. Your servant llacai Subramanian 

 - Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: Our poet, according to Navalar Somasundara Bharati, was conferred the title, 

'Bharati' when he was eleven years old. From this we can infer that he lisped in 

numbers even as a child. It is unfortunate that none of his poems composed during 

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

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

treasured by our poet's half-brother, Thiru C. Visvanatha Iyer. 

------------- 
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2. 2. 2. 2. கா�திமதி நாத பி�ைளகா�திமதி நாத பி�ைளகா�திமதி நாத பி�ைளகா�திமதி நாத பி�ைள    

கா)திமதி நாத பி9ைள அவ�களி� ேபாி4 பா;ழ பா"க9 (1897-1898) 

 

1. ஆ$;4 இைளயவென� ற)ேதா, அக)ைதயினா4 

ஈ$;2 கிக8)ெத�ைன ஏளன0ெச@ - மா$ப-ற 

காாி�9ேபா Aள�தா� கா)திமதி நாதைன� 

பாரதி சி�ன� பய4 

 

2. ஆ$;4 இைளயவென� ற)ேதா அ�ைமயினா4 

ஈ$/ இ�ெற�ைன நீஏ)திைனயா4 மா$.-ற 

காராBேபா A9ள�தா� கா)திமதிநாத-%� 

பாரதி சி�ன� பய4. 

------------ 

2. On 2. On 2. On 2. On Gandhimatinathan (1898) (Prof. R.E.Asher )Gandhimatinathan (1898) (Prof. R.E.Asher )Gandhimatinathan (1898) (Prof. R.E.Asher )Gandhimatinathan (1898) (Prof. R.E.Asher )    

 

1. Through his arrogance, jeering at me 

As being young in years 

Like a dark heartless storm-cloud 

Was Gandhimatinathan; observe 

Him, the small fellow. 

 

2. Through his affection blessing me 

As being young in years, 

Like a generous-hearted rain-cloud 

Was Gandhimatinathan, here saluted 

By Bharati, the small fellow. 

 - Prof. R.E.Asher 

 

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

the first. The difference between the two as composed in Tamil by Bharati is, 

inevitably much more subtle. One aspect of this subtlety that has completely defied 

translation is the last line, which in each case is Parati cinna-p-payal. Only in the 
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second version does this have simply the obvious meaning Bharati, the small fellow. 

In the first version there is a somewhat daring pun, the syllable"par" being given the 

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

two verses. 

--------------------- 

3. 3. 3. 3. இளைச ஒ"பாெவா"பஇளைச ஒ"பாெவா"பஇளைச ஒ"பாெவா"பஇளைச ஒ"பாெவா"பஃ+ [ஃ+ [ஃ+ [ஃ+ [1898]1898]1898]1898]    

 

கா�. 

நி�தெர�� ெத�னிளைச நி�மலனா� தா�பய)த 

அ�தி�க� ெத2ேகா ன;யிைணேய - சி�தித�� 

எ�றமிழி ேலB மி,"கிலா ேமயஃB 

ந�றாக ெவ�ற�F ந�%. 

 

G4 

ேதனி�)த ேசாைல38 ெத�னினைச ந�னகாி� 

மானி�)த ைகய� மலர;ேய - வானி- 

Hர�தம னிய�மா ெறா,2கா- கிாீட� 

தரதன2க9 சி)B மக�.   1 

 

அக5ட�தி- ேகா�திலக மாெம� னிளைச� 

பகவென� �ச� பதேம - திகிாி 

ெபா�)Bகர� தான�ேறா� ேபா�திாியா@� ேத; 

வ�)திIேம காணா1ெச4வ�.  2 

 

ெச4வ மிர$/� ெசழி�ேதா2%� ெத�னிளைச 

யி4வள� மீச ெளழி-பதேம - ெவ4வயிர 

ேம)Bகர� தா�காிய ெவ$கண�ற �9ள�B� 

ேபா�Bவள� கி�ற ெபா�9.  3 

 

ெபா�ளாளாீய ேவ-ேபாாிளைச 

ம�ளாள நீச ர;ேய  – ெத�9ேச� 

தமனா மைறயவ�ேம- ற�பாச மி�ட 

சமனாவி வா2%�பா ச�.    4 

 

ச2க� தவ8கழனி த$ இளைச ந�னகாி4 
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எ2க9 சிவனா� எழி-பதேம- B2கமி%� 

ேவத�;யி� மிைசேய விள2%ந- 

ேசாதிெயன ெந0ேச Bணி.   5 

 

Bணிநிலவா� ெச0சைடய� ேதா9 இளைச ஊர� 

மணிக$ட� பாதமலேர  – பிணிநரகி4 

Kழ1ெச@ யாB வி��பியஈ) ேதஅ;ய� 

வாழ1ெச@ கி�ற ம�)B.    6 

 

ம�ளற" க-ேறா�க$ ம�விளைச ஊாி4 

வ�மிைறவ� பாத மலேர  – தி�வ� 

விைரமலரா வ�டவிழியா� விய�றா 

மைர��த ெச)தா மைர.     7 

 

தாமைரயி� ��ெத2%) தா�சித#) ெத�னிளைச" 

ேகாமாென� �ச�மல� ெகா9பதேம  – நாமேவ4 

வ4லர"க� ைகைல வைரெய/�த காலவைன 

அ4ல- படவட��த தா4.    8 

 

ஆல விழியா ரவ��ைலேந� த$வைரL8 

ேகால மணி இளைச" ேகா�பதேம  – சீல 

�னிவ� வி/�த �யலக� மீேதறி� 

தனிநடன0 ெச@தBேவ தா�.     9 

 

தாேன பர�ெபா�ளா) த$ணிளைச ெய��ச� 

ேதேன@ கமலமல�1 சீர;ேய  – யாேன�� 

ெச@தவிைன தீ��B1 சிவாந)த� ெபா2கிய�9 

எ@திட*0 ெச@I� எைன.  10 

 

தனி 

க�னென�� எ2க9 க�ைணேவ2க ேடHர�ட 

ம�னவ� ேபா-#சிவ மாண;ேய  – அ�னவ�� 

இ)GA) ெத�னாாிளைசெய�� ந�னக�� 

எ)நாF� வாழைவ"% ேம.  11 
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ஆதார�: ச"தி ெவளிN/ – ப"க� 475 – 476 

-------- 

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

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

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

presiding deity of Ilacai which is Ettaiyapuram. 

 

Invocation 

 

The two feet of the elephant-faced Lord, 

The Son of the Eternal One blemishless 

Of South Ilacai, will grant beatitude, 

Bless my Tamil and make it unsullied. 

 

1. When at the flower-feet of Him whose hand 

Sports the deer and enshrined in South Ilacai 

Bounded by honied groves, fall skyey lords, 

Brahma and Vishnu in humble worship, 

Gems from their crowns fall and scatter on earth. 

 

2. It is like the world's tilak, this llacai 

Where our Etteesan the Lord is enshrined; 

His two feet are the wealth that could not be eyed 

By him--the wielder of the Disc --, who once fretted 

And quested after them as a boar divine. 

 

3. In South Ilacai where thrives twofold wealth 

Are enshrined the Lord's beauteous feet twain; 

These indeed are nourished in the bosoms 

Of Indra the lord of fell thunderbolt, 

Vishnu the dark One and eight-eyed Brahma. 
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4. llacai's Lord, the queller of darkness 

Deigns to receive when the rich give away; 

His feet -- the lariat--, drew in the life of Death 

Who durst claim the life of the Brahmin-boy 

Dear to the Lord and blessed with clarity. 

 

5. O heart, know this for sure; the shapely feet 

Of Siva enshrined in cool Ilacai 

Where shell-fish crawl in fields, 

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

 

6. The nectarine flower-feet of the Lord, 

The blue-throated One of crimson locks, 

The God of Ilacai, save the devotees 

From the fettering Hell, and grant them 

Whatever their longing minds are after. 

 

7. The flower-feet of the Lord of Ilacai 

Where abide the clear-minded intellects 

Are adorned by the fragrant eye-flower 

Of the Consort of Lakshmi, and flowers 

Of divine lotuses incarnadine. 

 

8. The flower-feet of King Etteesan 

Of Ilacai where the pearls of lotuses 

Lie scattered all over, are they that crushed 

And sorely pained the great Asura fearsome 

Who durst lift aloft Mount Kailas itself. 

 

9. The King's feet of comely Ilacai ornate 
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Girdled by the cool hills, hard as the breasts 

Of women whose eyes are with poison filled, 

Are they that danced peerless on Muyalaka 

Who was by the Munis set against Him. 

 

10. The famous feet, honied and lotus-like, 

Of Ilacai's Lord Etteesan who is 

The Ens Entium will sure divest me 

Of all my past Karma, steep me in bliss, 

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

 

11. Siva's majestic feet, hailed by our king 

Karna-likė, kindly Venkatesu Retta ---, 

Will foster him, this, my work, and also 

Goodly Ilacai in the South for ever. 

 - Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

----------------- 

 

4. 4. 4. 4. �யிலனா-! நி�ெனா/ �லவியி� கலவி �யிலனா-! நி�ெனா/ �லவியி� கலவி �யிலனா-! நி�ெனா/ �லவியி� கலவி �யிலனா-! நி�ெனா/ �லவியி� கலவி ----    0த1 பாட
0த1 பாட
0த1 பாட
0த1 பாட
    

தனிைம யிர"க� 

 

%யிலனா@! நி�ெனா/ %லவியி� கலவி 

பயி4வதி- கழி�த ப�னா9 நிைன)B பி� 

இ�ெறன" கிைடேய எ$ணி4 ேயாசைன�ப/� 

%�ற�� வன�� ெகாழிதிைர� .னA� 

ேமவிட� .ாி)த விதிையI� நிைன�தா4 

பாவிெய� ெந0ச� பகீெரன4 அாிேதா? 

கல2கைர விள"ெகா� காவத� ேகா;யா 

மல2%ேமா� சிறிய மர"கல� ேபா�ேற� 

�ட�ப/ தின2கா9! ��ன�யா� அவFட� 

உட�ெபா/� உயிெரன உ-#வா8 நா�களி4 

வளிெயன� பற)தநீ� ம-றியா� எனாB 

கிளியிைன� பிாி)Bழி" கிாிெயன" கிட"%� 

ெசயைல ெய� இய�.வ4 சிவேன! 
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மயைலயி- ெற�ெறவ� வ%�பர2 கவ�ேக? 

--------------- 

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

 

O lady kuyil-like, getting oned with you 

And joying, I have spent many a day; 

When I think of this and things countless too, 

Driving me as by fate to tread the way 

In hills and jungles and billowed waters, 

My sinner-heart is seized by sudden terror; 

I feel bewildered like a bark that falters 

Miles and miles off the lighthouse in error. 

O lame, limping days! with her inseparate 

Even as body and life, when I dwelt, 

Like wind you sped away; now when my fate, 

Keeps her off, your heavy weight is by me felt. 

O Siva, what am I to say of this? 

Who can ever to her convey my lost bliss? 

-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

 

Note: The Tamil original is the earliest of the printed poems of our poet which 

appeared in a monthly called Viveka Bhanu, the editor of which was the reputed poet 

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

original. 

------------------- 

5. 5. 5. 5. சா12#கவிக�சா12#கவிக�சா12#கவிக�சா12#கவிக�    

 

ெச)த$ைம �$ெடா,%" திற)தாேன 

      யறேவா�த0 சிற�. வா@)த 

அ)தணர� பிரமாிைல யறி%ஈேர 

      பிராமணெர� றளவி ஜூ-க9 

ச)தத�2 3றியைத� ேதராேம 
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      பிற�ெபா�றா- ந�"கி நாேம, 

எ)த ெநறி Iைடய1பிற ெரனி�மவ� 

      L�திரெர� நிக8கி� ேறமா4.  1 

 

 

ேமழிெகா/ நில,�B வா8வBேவ 

       �த4வா8"ைக) ேவத ேமாத4 

வாழியநதி *0சிற�பா�, ம-றவிைவ 

      யிர$ட�"%� வ4லா� த�ைம� 

பாழி5ல� கைட"%ல�தா ெர�பBேப 

      ைதைமய�ேறா? பா�"%2 காைல" 

3ழிவேர பிற�"களி�ப� நிலஎ�ைடைவ 

      சியெர�ேற ெகா9வா ம�ேனா.  2 

 

ப�னாளா ேவளாள� L�திரெர� 

      ெற$ணிவ�� பழ�ெபா@ த�ைன 

ஒ�னா�ப- பல�நாண “*வ�ணசி)தா 

      மணி' ெம�� �$ைம வாளா- 

சி�னாபி� ன�.ாி)B .வியினைர" 

      கட�ப/�தா� ெச�ைன வா, 

ந�னாவ ேலா�ெப�மா� கனகசைப� 

      பி9ைளெய� நாம� தாேன.  3 

-------------- 

5. In Praise of Varuna Chintamani (19045. In Praise of Varuna Chintamani (19045. In Praise of Varuna Chintamani (19045. In Praise of Varuna Chintamani (1904----1905) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1905) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1905) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1905) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. "As loving kindness marks them 

Even as exemplary virtue, 

As they know of God's nature 

They came to be called the Brahmins". 

Although many works aver thus, 

We feel proud by mere birth, alas 

And condemn others as Sudras 

What though their true way of life be. 
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2. Life linked to ploughing is indeed 

The first and the best in the world, 

Chanting Vedas is even better. 

To call them that are qualified 

For these two, the least of the clans, 

Is idiocy; the truth is, 

It is only these who feed others; 

We'll hail them as landed Vysias. 

 

3. He is Kanakasabhai Pillai 

Who flourishes great in Madras; 

With 'Varuna Chintamani', 

His dagger of truth, putting foes 

To shame, he has cut to pieces 

The old lie which for many years 

Held Velalas to be Sudras; 

To him is this world indebted. 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

 

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

the work, Varuna Chintamani', Written by Kanakasabhai Pillai. 

--------------- 

 

6, 6, 6, 6, தாதாபா-தாதாபா-தாதாபா-தாதாபா-    ஈ4ேராஜி (கவிக�ஈ4ேராஜி (கவிக�ஈ4ேராஜி (கவிக�ஈ4ேராஜி (கவிக�    ))))    

 

��னாளி 5ராமபிரா� ேகாதமனா 

      திய.த4வ� �ைறயி னீ�# 

ப�னா/ �;வண2க� தைலைமகி#� 

      தியெவமB பரத க$ட 

மி�னாளி2 கி)நாளி� �திேயாளா@� 

      பிறெர9ள K8)த காைல 



24 

 

ய�னாைள� Bய�தவி��பா� �ய4வ�சில 

      ம"களவ ர;க9 L8வா�.  1 

 

அ7வறிஞ ரைனேவார1"% �த4வனா 

      ைம)த�ற ன�ைன க$ணீ 

ெர7வைகயி �)Bைட�ேப னி�ேறெல� 

      Aயி�Bைட�ேப ென�ன� ேபார)தி' 

ெபளவனகா9 �த-ெகா/தா ென$பதி�ேம4 

      வயB-ற வி�# கா#� 

ெச7விIற� தனBடல� ெபா�ளாவி 

      யா�ைழ�.� தீ�த 54லா�. 2 

 

க4விைய�ேபா லறி*மறி விைன�ேபால" 

      க�ைணIம" க�ைண ேபால� 

ப4விதW" க2க9ெசI" திற�ெமா� 

      நிகாி�றி� பைட�த Kர� 

வி4விறலா- ேபா�ெச@த4 பயனிலதா 

      ெமனவதைன ெவ#�ேத I$ைம1 

ெசா4விறலா- ேபா�ெச@ேவா� பிந�"க�றி� 

      தன"%ைழயா� Bறவி யாேவா�.  3 

 

மாதாவா@ வி�டலற வைத1சிறிB 

      மதியாேத வாணா9 ேபா"%) 

தீதாவா� வாி�மவ�" கினியெசா5 

      ௩�%ண��B0 ெச7வி யாள� 

ேவதாவா யி�மவB" க0சாேம 

      I$ைமெரறி விாி�ேபா ெள2க9 

தாதாவா@ விள2%#ந-! றாதாபா@ 

      ந*ேராஜி சரண� வா8H!  4 

 

எ$பஃதா$ ;�)தவவ னினி�ப4லா$ 

      ;�)ெத�ைம யினிB கா"க! 

ப$ப4ல ஈம"கிைழ�ேபா ரறி*தி�) 

      Bக!ெவமB பரத கா�/�” 

ெப$ப4லா� வயி-றி�ம) ௩*ேராஜி 

      ேபா-.த4வ� பிற)B வா8க! 

வி$.4A மீ�கெளன வவள�னா 
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      ெரவவயி� மி%க ம�ேனா.  5 

 

------------- 

6. On Dadhabhai Naoroji (September, 1905) (Thiru 6. On Dadhabhai Naoroji (September, 1905) (Thiru 6. On Dadhabhai Naoroji (September, 1905) (Thiru 6. On Dadhabhai Naoroji (September, 1905) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )T.N.Ramachandran )T.N.Ramachandran )T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. Bharat great of yore gave birth to such sons 

As godly Rama and Gautama who 

The stewardship of many a nation 

Secured for Her; this day, alas this day, 

She has into decadence, fallen 

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

And we, the feet of these, gratefully hail. 

 

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

The beloved son of Bharat; he has vowed 

To wipe out somehow the tears of Mother Or in that endeavour give up his life. 

From his youth and even now when he is 

An octogenarian, to this cause 

He has nobly dedicated his wealth 

Body and dear life, and strives tirelessly. 

 

3. An intellect, to match his vast learning, 

A compassion, to match his intellect 

And a capacity--to persevere 

In many ways-, to match his compassion 

Are his, the hero's matchless endowments. 

He will not war with bows, futile weapons; 

Words he wields, and this selfless sanyasi 

For ever works for the good of others. 

 

4. When Mother cries in anguish, evil ones 
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Are totally blind to it and live in ease. 

If these come to him, even to them he is 

Soft, and preaches good, this man of culture. 

He can even cross swords with Brahma 

To explicate the ways of lasting truth. 

A patron true he is, our Dadhabhai; 

May this old venerable seer's life, span 

Many more years gracefully to guard us! 

May the doers of evil vile, reform! 

May the women great of Mother Bharat 

Give birth to sons like Dadhabhai Naoroji! 

May those sons teem and flourish for ever 

Like innumerable stars that stud the sky! 

May men like unto him flourish everywhere! 

 

 - Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

 

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

Chakravartini. His article concluded with the poem here translated. 

---------------- 

7. 7. 7. 7. வ�கேம வாழியவ�கேம வாழியவ�கேம வாழியவ�கேம வாழிய    

(வ2க வா8�B" கவிக9) 

 

அ2க ேமதள� ெவ@திய %ரைலI� 

      அ2ேகா� .�னாி த)தி/ Y�ணா1 

சி2க ேமெயன வா8த4 சிற�ெபனா1 

      ெச�ைம 3றிந) தா@�ெப�) ேதய�ைத� 

ப2க ேமெப# மி"கிைல நி�#ய� 

      ப$ைட மா$பிைட" ெகா$;னி Bய�தி/� 

வ2க ேமெயன வ)தைன வாழி! 

      வ2க ேமஈனி வாழிய வாழிய!        1 
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க-ப க)த�� ேபாெலB ேக�பிA� 

      க;B ந4கி/� பாரத நா�;ளி- 

ெபா-. ற�பிற" ேத�,நம" ேகா�ஜித� 

      ெபா�Z ம�னிய ாீத4ெபா #"கிேல�. 

அ-ப� ேபால� பிற�கர ேநா"கியா 

      மவனி லா8தலா காெதன ஈ�கிைத 

வ-. #�திட� ேதா�றிய ெத@லேம! 

      வ2க ேமனி வாழிய வாழிய!        2 

 

க$ணி K�Bைட� பா@.� எைகெகா9வா@ 

      கவி� [�பர த�ெப�) ேதவிேய 

உ$ணி க8)தி/� B�ப2 கைளதியா4 

      உ�ற� ைம)த�க9 ேமெனறி I-றன� 

ெப$ணி ென0சி- கிதெமன லாவB 

      ெப-ற பி9ைளக9 \/றேவ ய�ேறா? 

ம$ணி ].க8 ேமவிட வா8�திய 

      வ2க ேமனி வாழிய வாழிய!        3 

----------- 

7. In Praise of Bengal (7. In Praise of Bengal (7. In Praise of Bengal (7. In Praise of Bengal (15151515----9999----1905) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1905) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1905) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1905) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. Even when limbs grow weak, for its food 

The lion accepts not the flesh 

Offered by a fox; she honours 

Such lion-like greatness and strives 

To uplift the Motherland great 

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

Of weal; may she -- Bengal, flourish! 

 

2. In Bharat-land that grants at once, 

The thing wished for, like Karpaka, 

In fame were we born; never would we 

Accept gifts from Strangers or aliens; 

You our god, have come to urge sure 
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We should not thrive like petty men 

Looking up to others at all! 

May you for ever flourish well! 

 

3. Beauteous Bharat great! 

Wipe out your tears and smile! 

Weed out all your inner worries! 

Your sons have grown lofty indeed. 

That which gives weal to woman's heart 

Is indeed her sons' glory great! \br| May Bengal that blesses you with 

Life glorious, flourish for ever! 

 - Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

 

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

sung by Bharati in a meeting of Swadesi-students, arranged in the Madras beach. 

------------ 

8. 8. 8. 8. ஜாதீய கீத�ஜாதீய கீத�ஜாதீய கீத�ஜாதீய கீத�    

 

(ப2கி� ச)திர ச�ேடா பா�தியாய� எ,திய 

வ)ேத மாதர� கீத�தி� ெமாழிெபய��.) 

 

இனிய நீ�� ெப�"கிைன! இ�கனி வள�திைன! 

தனிந# மலய� த$கா- சிற�பிைன! 

ைப)நிற� பழன� பரவிய வ;விைன! (வ)ேத) 

 

ெவ$ணிலா" கதி�மகி8 விாி�தி/� இரவிைன! 

மல� மணி� ��திக8 மர�பல ெசறி)தைன! 

%#நைக யி�ெசாலா� %லவிய மா$பிைன! 

ந4%ைவ இ�ப�, வர�பல ந4%ைவ! (வ)ேத) 

 

��பBேகா; வா@ (நி�னிைச) �ழ2க*� 

அ#பB ேகா;ேதா Fய�)Bன" கா-ற*� 

திறனிலா9 எ�#ைன யாவேன ெச�.வ�? 
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அ�)திற Aைடயா@! அ�ளிைன� ேபா-றி! 

ெபா�)தல� பைட.ற� ெதாழி�தி/� ெபா-பிைன!   (வ)ேத) 

 

நீேய வி�ைத நீேய த�ம�! 

நீேய இதய� நீேய ம�ம�! 

உடலக� தி�"%� உயி�ம� நீேய! (வ)ேத) 

 

தட)ேதா ளகலா1 ச"திநீ அ�ேம! 

சி�த� நீ2காB# ப"திI� நீேய! 

ஆலய) ேதா#� அணிெபற விள2%� 

ெத@விக வ;வ�� ேதவியி2 %னேத! (வ)ேத) 

 

ஒ�பB பைடெகாF� உைமயவ9 நீேய! 

கமலெம4 5த8களி- களி�தி/2 கமைலநீ! 

வி�ைத ந� க�F� ெவ$மல�� ேதவிநீ! (வ)ேத) 

 

ேபா-றி வா�ெச4வி! .ைரயிைல நிகாிைல! 

இனிய நீ��� ெப�"கிைன, இ�கனி வள�திைன 

சாமள நிற�திைன சரளமா) தைகயிைன! 

இனிய.� �#வலா@! இல2%ந4 லணியிைன! 

தாி�ெதைம" கா�பா@, தாேய ேபா-றி! (வ)ேத) 

------------ 

8. Song of the Nation (November, 1905) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )8. Song of the Nation (November, 1905) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )8. Song of the Nation (November, 1905) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )8. Song of the Nation (November, 1905) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. Rich with lovely streams and luscious fruitage, 

Cool with the soft, peerless winds of the south, 

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

 

2. Your nights are argent with moon-rayed brightness; 

Your are thick with trees in efflorescence; 

Bright is your smile and your speech nectarine; 

You are free with your many boons of bliss. 

 

3. Your glory is sounded by thirty crores 
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Of throats, sixty crores of puissant shoulders 

Arę armed for you; who can ever call you weak? 

Rare is your might; grace you grant us; praise be! 

You rout and quell the armies of your foes. 

 

4. You are knowledge; you are dharma indeed; 

You are our heart; you are our very soul; 

You are also the life in our body. 

 

5. You are the strength of the shoulder, Mother! 

You are the Heart -- the abode of Bhakti! 

In every temple is only installed 

Your glorious form, ornate and divine. 

 

6. You are Uma with the ten dread weapons! 

You are Lakshmi throned on lotus-petals! 

You are Vani, the grantor of all lore! 

 

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

You are rich with sweet streams and luscious fruitage, 

Blue-hued are you; candour is your nature; 

Bright is your smile; your jewels -- a glory; 

Pray protect us, peerless Mother! Praise be! 

 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

 

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

poem beginning with the words, "Vande Mataram". That was a poem on Bengal. 

Credit goes to Bharati for converting it into one on India as a whole. Bharati's version 

appeared in Chakravartini, Swadesamitran and India. 

------------------ 
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9. 9. 9. 9. ேமேலா� �கைழ விாி#�8 சாிைதெயலா�ேமேலா� �கைழ விாி#�8 சாிைதெயலா�ேமேலா� �கைழ விாி#�8 சாிைதெயலா�ேமேலா� �கைழ விாி#�8 சாிைதெயலா�    

 

ேமேலா� .கைழ விாி"%0 சாிைதெயலா� 

ஏேனா�"ேகா �$ைம Iண��Bம ெத�ைனேய4 

(ஊ"க�தா4) யா�ெம� வா8"ைக Iய�*ைடய 

தா"கிட வ4ேல ெமன4. 

 

--------- 

9. From: A Psalm of Life 9. From: A Psalm of Life 9. From: A Psalm of Life 9. From: A Psalm of Life (December, 1905)(December, 1905)(December, 1905)(December, 1905)    

 

"The lives of great men all remind us 

We can make our lives sublime". 

- H.W.L. 

 

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

Krishna Gokhale which appeared in Chakravartini. 

------------------ 

 

10101010. . . . ேவ
9 இளவரச"#� ந
வர4ேவ
9 இளவரச"#� ந
வர4ேவ
9 இளவரச"#� ந
வர4ேவ
9 இளவரச"#� ந
வர4    

ஆசிாிய�பா 

 

வ�க ெச4வ! வா8கம� நீேய! 

வடேம- றிைச"க$ மாெப�) ெதாைலயிேனா� 

ெபா-சி# தீவக� .ரவல� பய)த 

ந-றவ" .த4வ! ந4வர *னேத! 

ேமதக நீI�நி� காதல2 கிளிI� 

 

எ�றைன" கா^மா றி�தைன காத� 

வ)தனி�!வா8தி�!எ� மன�மகி8) தBேவ 

ெச4வேக9! எ�ன�� ேச@கைள நி��ைட 

��ேனா� ஆ�சி ெதாட2%+உ� ��ன� 

ெந0ெசலா� .$ணா@ நி�றன� யாஅ�. 
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ஆயிர வ�ட� அ�பிலா அ)நிய� 

ஆ�சியி� விைள)த அ4ல4க9 எ$ணில. 

ேபானைத எ$ணி� .ல�பியி2 ெக�பய�? 

ம-#� நா�;ேனா� வ)தத� பி�ன�, 

அக�தினி4 சில.$ ஆ#த4 எ@தின. 

 

ேபா��ெதாைக அட2கிஎ� ஏைழ� .�திர� 

அைமதிெப- #@வ ராயின�. எ�ேவ, 

பாரத ேதவி பழைமேபா4 தி�வ�9 

ெபாழிகர A-றன9,ெபா�9ெசய- %ாிய 

ெதாழி-கண� பல�பல ேதா�றின,பி��� 

 

ெகா/மத� பாவிக9 %#�ெபலா� அக�றன. 

யா-றினி- ெப$கைள எறிவ_உ�,இரத� 

B�ைளயி- பாலைர உயி�ட� மா@�தA�, 

ெப$;ைர" கணவ�த� பிண�Bட� எாி�தA�, 

என�பல தீைமக9 இற)Bப� டனவா4. 

 

ேம-றிைச இ�ளிைன ெவ��;ய ஞான 

ஒ$ெப�2 கதிாி� ஓாி� கிரண� எ� 

பாலாி� மீB ப/தA- றனேவ. 

ஆயி�� எ�ைன?ஆயிர2 ேகா; 

ெதா4ைலக9 இ��� ெதாைல)தன வி4ைல. 

 

ந4%ர வாதி நவமா� ெதா4ைலக9 

ஆயிர� எைனவ) தைட)Bள [மரா4 

எனி�மி2 கிைவெயலா� இைறவ� அ�ளா4 

நீ2%வ வ�றி நிைல�பன வ4ல. 

ேநாெயலா) தவி��பா� [மேர என"%. 

 

ம��Bவ ராக வ)தன� எ�ப_உ� 

ெபா@யிைல.ஆத5- .க8ெப#� ஆ2கில 

நா�;ன ெர�#� நல�ற வா8கேவ! 

எ�ன�0 ேச@கF� இவ��ந� ெப@தி 

இ�பா� ைமய�"%� இ�னெலா� றி�றி 
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ஒ�வைர ெயா�வ� ஒ#�திட 5லாB, 

ெச7விதி� வா8க!அ1 சீ�மி% சாதியி� 

இைறவனா� உ)ைத இ�ெபா/ வா8க! 

வா8க நீ! வா8கநி� மனெம�� இனிய 

ேவாிெம� மல�வா8 ேமாிந4 ல�ன�! 

ம-ெற� ேச@க9 வாழிய! வாழிய! 

------------ 

10. Welcome to the Prince of Wales10. Welcome to the Prince of Wales10. Welcome to the Prince of Wales10. Welcome to the Prince of Wales    

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

 

Welcome, Prince! Long may you live! 

The precious son of a great king 

Of an island far in the West, 

You deserve to be welcomed. 

Royal Highness, you and your wife 

Have come across these thousands of leagues 

Just to see me. Hail, all hail! 

Listen to my words that come spontaneous 

From a full and joyous heart. 

Before your fathers started to rule 

My loved children in this land 

My heart was riddled with a hundred sores 

Caused by the numberless torments inflicted 

By unloving aliens for a thousand years. 

No use now to grieve over the past. 

When your people came after them 

Some of those sores have been healed. 

Wars were no more and my poor sons 

Could live at last in peace, and secure. 

Once again upon my land as of old 

The grace of God, rains in abundance. 
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Many new industries arose 

In the land to create wealth. 

Besides, all the horrors ceased 

Of cruel religious fanatics. 

Female infants thrown into rivers, 

Children crushed under chariot wheels, 

Widows burnt with their husbands' corpses, 

And other such evils disappeared. 

A ray or two from that sun of knowledge 

Which pierced the darkness in the West 

Found their way here to light my sons. 

But still a billion problems 

Remain unsolved. 

Poverty and a thousand other 

New evils have come with you. 

Still all these through God's grace 

Will fade away, not strike root. 

All diseases your men will cure. 

That they came with medicines is no lie. 

And so for ever let them flourish, 

The people of England worthy of fame. 

My dear children and those united 

In a friendship devoid of pinpricks 

Neither in any way hurting the other 

Live well together! And your father the king 

Of that fair race, may he be happy! 

Live you, and she, Mary your love, 

The gentle swan in your heart's sweet lake! 

And my own dear children, long may they live! 

 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 
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Note: The Tamil original appeared in Swadesamitran. Bharati was happy 

to welcome the Prince of Wales as can be seen from his article seria lised in 

November-December (1905) issues of Chakravartini. The Prince referred to here is 

George, afterwards King George V. 

-------------- 

11. 11. 11. 11. மகாமேகாபா:தியாய�மகாமேகாபா:தியாய�மகாமேகாபா:தியாய�மகாமேகாபா:தியாய�    

 

ெச�பாிதி ஒளிெப-றா�;ைப)நற* 

      Hைவெப-#� திக8)தB;ஆ2க$ 

உ�பெரலா� இறவாைம ெப-றனெர�# 

      எவேரெகா4 உவ�த4 ெச@வா�? 

%�ப�னி ெயன�ேதா�#� சாமிநா 

      த�.லவ� %ைறவி4 கீ��தி 

ப�பAற� ெப-றனேன4,இத-ெக�ெகா4 

      ேப�வைக பைட" கி�றீேர? 1 

 

அ�னிய�க9 தமி81ெச4வி யறியாதா� 

      இ�ெற�ைம ஆ9ேவா ேர��, 

ப�னியசீ� மகாமேகா பா�தியா 

      ய�பதவி பாி*� ஈ)B 

ெபா�னில* %ட)ைதநக�1 சாமிநா 

      த�றன"%� .க8ெச@ வாேர4, 

��னிவன� பா$;ய�நா9 இ�)தி��பி� 

      இவ�ெப�ைம ெமாழிய லாேமா? 2 

 

‘நிதிய றிேயா�,இ7*லக� ெதா�ேகா; 

      இ�பவைக நி�த� B@"%� 

கதியறி ேயா�’ எ�#மன� வ�)த-க; 

      %ட)ைதநக�" கைலஞ� ேகாேவ! 

ெபாதியமைல� பிற)த ெமாழி வா8வறிI� 

      காலெமலா� .லேவா� வாயி4 

Bதியறிவா@,அவ�ெந0சி� வா8�தறிவா@, 
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      இற�பி�றி� Bல2% வாேய. 3 

----------------- 

11. On Dr. U.V.Swaminatha Iyer (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )11. On Dr. U.V.Swaminatha Iyer (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )11. On Dr. U.V.Swaminatha Iyer (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )11. On Dr. U.V.Swaminatha Iyer (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. "The red sun is resplendent; fresh honey 

Is passing sweet; the celestials are 

With immortality endowed." Will any 

Over these rejoice? If Swaminatha 

The poet who is like sage Agastyar 

Comes by blemishless renown unending, 

Is' that a matter for celebration? 

Why do you all revel in delight great? 

 

2. We are this day by the aliens governed; 

Even though they know not of Tamil's greatness 

They in love, have on great Swaminatha 

Of golden Kudanthai city, 

The title "Mahamahopadhyaya" 

Conferred; thus is he by them this day hailed. 

Had he flourished during the olden times 

Of Pandyas, could words spell out his fame? 

 

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

In any way blessed to partake daily 

Of the many million joys of this world".. 

Think not so and despair, oh King of bards 

Of Kudanthai. The praise of Tamil bards 

So long as that Potika-bred tongue lasts, 

Shall be yours; their hearts will always bless you; 

You will surely thrive deathless for ever. 

 



37 

 

-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

 

Note: The Tamil original appeared in Chakravartini. The original manuscript of this 

poem was preserved by Dr. U.V.Swaminatha Iyer and is now in the custody of the 

library which bears the name of lyer. The poem was sung in honour of Iyer who was 

the recipient of the title, Maha mahopadhyaya. 

----------------- 

12. 12. 12. 12. வ�ேத மாதர�வ�ேத மாதர�வ�ேத மாதர�வ�ேத மாதர�    

 

ஆாிய ெம�ற ெப��ெபய� ெகா$டெவ ம�ைனயி� மீBதிக8 

      அ�ெப� ெம�ெகா; வா;ய காைல யத-%யி� த)தி/வா� 

மாாி ெய��ப; வ)B சிற)தB வ)ேத மாதரேம 

      மா^ய� பாரத ேதவியி� ம)திர� வ)ேத மாதரேம 

Kாிய ஞான ம��.க8 ம2கிட ேமவிந4 ஆாியைர 

      மி0சி வைள)தி/ .�ைம யி��கண� K*ற வ2கமகா 

வாாிதி மீதி ெல,)த இள2கதி� வ)ேத மாதரேம 

      வாழிந லாாிய ேதவியி� ம)திர� வ)ேத மாதரேம. 

 

காரட� ெபா��;, வானி மய)த� க2ைக வர�பினிA� 

      க�னிைய வ)ெதா� ெத�றிைச யா�க5 காத4 ெசயாயிைடI� 

Kர�க9 மி0சி விள2% .�ை◌த4 ேவ#ள ஆ�களிA� 

      வி0ைச ெய��ப; ய�.ட� யா�� விய)தி/ ம)திர�� 

பாரத ேதச விேராதிக9 ெந0H பைத�தி/ ம)திர�� 

      பாதக ேராதி� ேமதக *-றி/ ப$.ய� ம)திர�� 

வார �#0Hைவ யி�னற *�கணி வான ம�)ெதனேவ 

      மா�ய� பாரத ேதவி வி��பி/� வ)ேத மாதரேம. 

 

------- 

12. Vande Mataram, the Mantra (February, 1906.) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )12. Vande Mataram, the Mantra (February, 1906.) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )12. Vande Mataram, the Mantra (February, 1906.) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )12. Vande Mataram, the Mantra (February, 1906.) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

When the soft liana called Love 

That grows on Motherland Arya 

Doth wilt, to infuse it with life, 

Like rain comes Vande Mataram. 
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Lofty Bharat-Devi's sublime 

Mantra is Vande Mataram. 

When brave wisdom and rare glory 

Of noble Aryas do languish 

They being in base murk immersed, 

That which rises with its young rays 

Over the Bay of Bengal great 

To chase away the darkness dense 

Is Vande Mataram; it is 

The Mantra of Arya-Devi. 

May the noble goddess flourish: 

May Vande Mataram flourish! 

 

From the shores of Ganga that flows 

From the cloud-capped Himalayas 

To Kanya Kumari in the South 

Where flows the Indian Ocean, 

From Pune where heroes abound 

To various other cities, 

The wondrous mantra that in love 

Is chanted, the mantra at which Foes shudder, is Vande Mataram. 

Even if sinners chant this mantra 

They 'll attain to culture sublime; 

It is heavenly nectar; it is 

The lovely taste of honied fruits; 

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

Ah, it is Vande Mataram! 

 

-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The original Tamil poem appeared in Chakravartini (Feb., 1906) and 

in Swadesamitran (24-2-1906). 
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------------- 

13131313    ம
லா� தி%ேடா ட பா8சால�ம
லா� தி%ேடா ட பா8சால�ம
லா� தி%ேடா ட பா8சால�ம
லா� தி%ேடா ட பா8சால�    

 

பி-ேச�"ைக : பல .திய பாட4க9 

எ�ேன ெகா/ைம! 

 

ம4லா� தி$ேடா� பா0சால� 

      மக9 ெபா-கர�தி� மாA-ற 

வி4லா4 விஜய� அ�றிைழ�த 

      வி)ைத� ெதாழிைல மற)தி5ரா4 

ெபா4லா விதியா4 நீவிரவ� 

      ேபா���னிைழ�த ெப�)ெதாழி4க9 

எ4லா மற)தீ ெர�மவ�கா9 

      எ�ேன ெகா/ைம N2கிBேவ!  1 

 

Kம� திறA மவ-கிைளய 

      விஜய� திறA� விள2கிநி�ற 

ேசமமணி��) தடநா�;4 

      சிறிய .,"க9 ேதா�றி ெவ#2 

காம [க�த4 இர)B$ட4 

      கைடயா� வா8"ைக வா8)B பின� 

ஈம� .%த 5ைவ.ாிவா� 

      எ�ேன ெகா/ைம N2கிBேவ.  2 

 

ஆதார�: பாரதி தமி8 -- ப"க� 16 

Hேதசமி�திர�: 4-4-1906 

-------------- 

13. India's Past (4.4.1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )13. India's Past (4.4.1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )13. India's Past (4.4.1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )13. India's Past (4.4.1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. Seeking the lovely golden hand of her, 

The daughter of mighty shouldered Lord of Panchal, 

In the past, Vijaya of the famous bow 

Wrought wondrous exploits; you have these forgot. 
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2. You are oblivious alas, of all 

The exploits great in the field of battle 

He wrought, by reason of your cruel fate. 

What horror of horrors is this, oh God! 

 

3. In the jewel of a land, rich and strong 

Where valour in war as displayed by Bhima 

And his younger brother Arjuna, flourished,  

Now teem the little detestable worms. 

 

4. These thrive in a sensual sty; on alms 

They thrive; living thus totally debased 

They end up on the funeral pyre. 

What horror of horrors is this, oh God! 

 

---Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

 

Note: The Tamil poem appeared in Swadesamitran. Bharati has prefixed a note to 

this poem, which runs thus. "Some thoughts which upsurged in our heart on 

witnessing the shooting marvels of two Rajputs in the tradition of the archety 

practised by Arjuna and others, celeb rated in the ancient Puranas." 

----------------- 

14. 14. 14. 14. என+ தா-நா ;� 0�னா  என+ தா-நா ;� 0�னா  என+ தா-நா ;� 0�னா  என+ தா-நா ;� 0�னா  ெப"ைம<� இ�நா  சி2ைம<�ெப"ைம<� இ�நா  சி2ைம<�ெப"ைம<� இ�நா  சி2ைம<�ெப"ைம<� இ�நா  சி2ைம<�    

க%ணிக�க%ணிக�க%ணிக�க%ணிக�    

 

.�னைகI மி�னிைசI ெம2ெகாளி�B� ேபாயினேவா 

இ�னெலா/ க$ணீாி��பாகி வி�டனேவ!  1 

 

ஆெணலா� ெப$ணா@ அாிைவயெரலா� வில2கா@ 

மாெணலா� பாழாகி ம2கிவி�டதி) நாேட!  2 

 

ஆாிய�க9 வா8)Bவ�� அ-.தநா ெட�பBேபா@� 
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�ாிய�க9 வா,� .ைல�ேதச மாயினேத!  3 

 

Kமாதி Kர� விளி�ெத2% ேபாயினேரா! 

ஏமாறி நி-% மிழிஞ�களி2 %9ளாேர!  4 

 

ேவத*ப நிடத ெம@)G4க ெள4லா�ேபா@ 

ேபைத" கைதக9 பித-#வாி) நா�;னிேல!  5 

 

ஆதி மைற"கீத� அாிைவய�க9 ெசா�னBேபா@ 

Kதி ெப�"%� விைலய;ைம யாயினேர!  6 

 

ெச)ேத�� பாA� ெதவி�; நி�ற நா�;னிேல 

வ)ேத தீ�ப0ச மரமாகி வி�டBேவ!  7 

 

மா�னிவ� ேதா�றி மண�ய�)த நா�;னிேல 

கா�க�� ெபா@ய;ைம" க9வ�கF� L8)தனேர!  8 

 

ெபா�� மணிIமிக� ெபா2கிநி�ற வி)நா�;4 

அ�னமி�றி நாF மழிவா�க ெள�தைனேப�?  9 

-------------- 

 

14. The Past Glory and the Present Debasement of14. The Past Glory and the Present Debasement of14. The Past Glory and the Present Debasement of14. The Past Glory and the Present Debasement of    

My Motherland (11-4-1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran ) 

 

Whither are they gone -- smile and sweet music? 

Troubles and tears own the country entire; 

Men have women become; women animals; 

All majesty is gone; this land lacks lustre. 

It is no more the wondrous land of Aryas! 

It is now the country base, of mean men! 

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

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

sweepers of streets. 

In the sweet land where flowed milk and honey 

Famine vile doth hold the sway. 

In the land of seers whence wafted wisdom, 

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

In the land abounding in gold and gems 

Very many starve and daily perish. 

 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

(To be continued) 

 

Note: The Tamil poem appeared in Swadesamitran. The note after the poem says 

that further instalments will be forthcoming. For reasons beyond anybody's guess, 

the poem was not continued. 

-------------- 

15. 15. 15. 15. அேபதாகஈ�த 9வாமிகளி�அேபதாகஈ�த 9வாமிகளி�அேபதாகஈ�த 9வாமிகளி�அேபதாகஈ�த 9வாமிகளி�    மீ+மீ+மீ+மீ+    9ேதா:திர#9ேதா:திர#9ேதா:திர#9ேதா:திர#    கவிக�கவிக�கவிக�கவிக�    

 

H�திI மாிய உபநிட த�தி� 

      ெதா%திI� ப,தற *ண�"ேதா� 

H�திட- காிய பிரமஈ� விைலைய" 

      க$/ேப ெராளியிைட" களி�ேதா� 

அாிதினி- கா^ மிய4ெபா/ .வி5 

      ஸ�.ற� தி�)Bஈ$ பக5- 

பாிதிமி ெனாளிI� ெச�றிடா நா�;4! 

      ெம@ெயாளி பர�பிட1 ெச�ேறா�.  1 

 

ேவ# 

ஒ�ேறெம@� ெபா�ளா% �யி�கெளலா 

      மத�வ;வா ேமா�2 காைல 

எ�ேறவ��ேறவென��லக�  

      பைக�பெதலா மிழிவா ெம�# 

௩�ேறயி7 கறி*#�B� பரம%� 

      ஞானெம�� ப5ைர ஈ1சி� 
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தி�ேறபா ழா"கி/ைம� .ல� கெள�� 

      வில2கின�ைத1 ெச%)த Kர�.  2 

 

ேவ# 

வான� த�.க8 ேமவி விள2கிய 

      மாசி லாதி %ரவன1 ச2கர� 

ஞான" த2%மி" கா�;ைன� பி�ன� 

      க$ணி னாென�� ேதH# ம75ேவ 

கான) த�ெப�0 ேசாதி மைற)தபி� 

      அவனி ைழ�த ெப�)ெதாழி லா-றிேய 

ஊன" த2கிய மானிட� தீெதலா 

      ெமாழி"% மா# பிற)த ெப�)தவ�.  3 

 

ேவ# 

_யஅேப தாஈ)த ென��ெபய�ெகா$ 

      ெடரளி�த�மி1 H�த ஞானி 

ேகய�ட d"ஈ%ாி- நி��பாத0 

      சா��திய� ெண0சி-!' ெசா$/ 

மாயெமலா நீ2கியினி ெத�மவ�ந� 

      ெனறிசா�� வ$ண� ஞான� 

ேதாயானி ெபாழி)தி/ேமா� �கி4ேபா�றா�. 

      இவ�பத2க9 Bதி"கி� நாேம.”  4 

---------- 

15. To Abhedananda (415. To Abhedananda (415. To Abhedananda (415. To Abhedananda (4----8888----1906)1906)1906)1906)    

 

1. Blameless and perfect in his knowledge 

      of Veda and the rich rare Upanishads, 

transfigured by the splendorous Light 

      which is the Bliss of Brahman, 

and endowed with gifts exceptional, 

      he adventured into a land 

where darkness reigns at noon 

      to radiate the light of Truth. 
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2. The One remains, 

      all living things are its shadow-forms; 

'tis the surest folly 

      to call Him thine or mine; 

still the five senses cloud the mind 

      and deny the Truth. 

But you have proved their victor, 

      O knight-errant of the Spirit: 

 

3. As if great Shankara, flaming minister, 

      whose fame reached up to the sky, 

as if Shankara himself had returned 

      to revisit this hoary land, 

there came Vivekananda the shining Light 

      and when it withdrew, 

you came forward to make good the loss, 

      and continue his healing among men. 

 

4. Purest of saints, Abhedananda, 

      the light of whose darling feet 

fell upon this blessed city, 

      you whose penance is like the cloud 

with its promise of showers, 

      cherishing in our hearts the grace of your love, 

we try to pierce the veils of Maya 

      and reach the altar of Truth. 

 

- Dr. Prema Nandakumar 

Note: The Tamil original appeared in India.:Bharati wrote the poem under the 

pseudonym, "A Vedanti." 
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He has himself explained the words பாிதியி� ஒளிI� ெச�றிடா நா�;4 thus:-The 

American continent which is shrouded in night when our continent is having day-

light." 

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

Bhagawan Sri Ramakrishna. 

------------------ 

16. 16. 16. 16. யா�யா�யா�யா�    

 

அ�ளா ெலைவI� பா�எ�றா� - அைத 

அதியாேத க�;ெய� அறிவாேல பா��ேத� 

இ�ளான ெபா�9க$ட த4லா4 - க$ட 

எ�ைனI2 க$;ேல ெள�ன; ேதாழி! 

      - தாIமானவ� 

 

ஆயிர2 ேகா; அறிஞ�க9 ப-பல 

ஆயிர Iக2க எாரா@� தறிகிலா 

[யா�உைட யிய-ைக யாேனா அறிவ�! 

மீ�ண�� தி/2ெகா4 விய�Hட- ெப�ைம? 

அ�9வழி" கா$ெக� ஐ�ளின� ெபாிேயா�; 5 

ம�9வழி ய4லா� ம-ெறச� #ண�கிேல�! 

அகில�� யா�'என ஆ�ேறா ாிைச�ப�. 

மகிதல� தி�ளி� ம$;ய மன�ேத� 

யானைத ெயாேராவழி" க$/ேட�) எனிA� 

மானத ஒளியB ம2%ேமா� கண�ேத. 10 

 

யாெனA� ெபா�9தா� எ�ைனெகா4? அதைனய57 

Wெனன" ெகா9வ �யிாிலா� சிலேர. 

பிரமேம! யாெனன� ேபHவ� ேபHக! 

பிரமேம? யாெளன� ேபசின1 ெபாிேயா�. 

      Hேதசமி�திர�: 17-9-1908 . 

--------------- 
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16. 'I' 81716. 'I' 81716. 'I' 81716. 'I' 817----9999----1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. "Behold but through the eye of grace" said he; 

But I took to knowledge empirical; 

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

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

- Tayumanavar. 

(A Sonnet) 

 

2. If billions and billions of scholars wise 

For thousands of yugas failed to know 

This "I", can I its nature realise? 

Can the fish know the greatness of sea, oh! 

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

Other than my way dark, I know not aught; 

"'I am everything" say the wise of human race; 

Plunged in murk phenomenal, I know nought. 

I have somewhat occasionally sensed this, 

Yet mental light would in a moment fade. 

What may this "s" be? Some dead souls, I wis, 

With mere flesh equate it, I am afraid. 

May they that call it "Illusion" so say; 

The great call it God and the fools inveigh. 

 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The Tamil original appeared in Swadesamitran. 

------------------- 
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17. 17. 17. 17. ச�திாிச�திாிச�திாிச�திாிைகைகைகைக    

 

யாண1"! %ைறIளா மி)Bமா டதனி- 

காண- கினிய கா�சிக9 பலவிA 

மாண� ெபாிய வன�பைம" தி�கவி 

வாண�" க�தா வய2கி/� ெபா�ளிெத� 

மாண� .லேவச? *ைர�Bள� ��னா9.  5 

 

அஃBதா�. 

H�ைமயி- பட�)த வானமா2 கட5ைட 

ஒ�ைமயி- flaw ெமா$மதி� தீவினி� 

ெந4லா� 'திைசயி� ெமழி4ெபற W-#0 

ெசா4லா வினிைமெகா9 ேசாதிெய� ேநாதின�.  10 

 

ஓ��ைற। 

கட-.ற மண�மிைச� தனிேய க$ணய�) 

திைட�ப/ மிரவி 5னிBக$ விழி�Bயா� 

வானக ேகா"கிேன� ம-றத� மா$பிைன 

gனமா காவினி Aைர�தA� ப/ேமா  15 

 

கிைனவ�" ெத@விக" கனவிைட" %ளி�ேத� வாழிமதி 

-- Hேதசமி�திர�: 86-9-1904 

------------ 

17. Lines on the Moon (2517. Lines on the Moon (2517. Lines on the Moon (2517. Lines on the Moon (25----9999----1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

Among all the lovely sights to behold 

In Hindustan -- the Abode of Beauty -- 

That which is wrought of lofty majesty 

And is deemed as nectar by sweet minstrels 

In the opinion of an English bard 

Is that which is ineffably the sweet light 

That pours beauteous in all directions 

From the fair isle of moon which glows alone 
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In the ocean of black extensive sky. 

Once I lay alone asleep on the beach 

And when I woke up at the dead of night 

I eyed the sky; can I its majesty 

Articulate with my tongue of mere flesh? 

In a dream divine that defies the thought 

I bathed! May moon serene flourish for ever! 

 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The Tamil original appeared in Swadesamitran. 

---------------- 

18. 18. 18. 18. ரவி வ�மாமீ+ ரவி வ�மாமீ+ ரவி வ�மாமீ+ ரவி வ�மாமீ+ ““““ெச-<�ெச-<�ெச-<�ெச-<�""""    

 

இ)தியா: 8-7021906 

 

ச)திர ெனாளிைய Nச� 

      சைம�தB ப�க ெவ�ேற 

வ)தி/ சாத க�.9 

      வ��தன�, அ,B$ டா"கி� 

ப)தியி- ப�க ெவ�ேற 

      பைட�தன னமர� த�ைம, 

இ)திர� மா$." ெக�ன 

      இய-றின� ெவளிய யாைன,  1 

 

மலாினி4 நீல வானி4 

      மாதரா� �க�தி� எ4லா� 

இலகிய அழைக Nச� 

      இய-றினா�, சீ��தி யி)த 

*லகினி ெல2%� Kசி 

      ேயா2கிய இரவி வ�ம� 

அலகிலா அறி*" க$ணா 

      லைன�ைதI [க� மாேற� 2 
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ம�ன�மா ளிைகயி ேலைழ 

      ம"களி� %;5 ெல4லா� 

உ�ன�" ேதH Kசி 

      I�திைன" களி"க1 ெச@வா� 

௩�னேரா விய2க9 தீ�; 

      ந4கிய ெப�மா� இ)நா� 

ெபா�னணி Iல% ெச�றா� 

      .வி�.க8 ேபாB ெம�பா�.  3 

 

அர�ைபg� வசிேபா A9ள 

      அமரெம4 5யலா� ெச7வி 

திர�பட வ��த ெவ�மா�! 

      ெச@ெதாழி ெலா�. ேநா"க 

வி��பிேய ெகா4லா மி�# 

      வி$^ல கைட)B வி�டா@? 

அர�ைபய� நி�ைக1 ெச@ைக" 

      கழிதல2 கறிைவ தி$ண�.  4 

 

காலவா� ேபா"கி ெல�#@ 

      கழிகிலா� ெப�ைம ெகா$ட 

ேகாலவா� ெறாழி4க9 ெச@B 

      %லவிய ெபாிேயா� தா,� 

சீலவா8 வக-றி ேயா�கா� 

      ெச�திட A#தி யாயி� 

ஞாலவா8 வினB மாய 

      நவி�றிட- காிய த�ேறா?  5 

----------- 

18. On Ravi Varma (618. On Ravi Varma (618. On Ravi Varma (618. On Ravi Varma (6----10101010----1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. The Lord God created the rays of the moon 

To serve as food for the Chakor; He made 

Nectar the food of the celestials 

And the tusker white for Indra to ride. 

 

2. In blossoms, in blue sky, and visages 
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Of women, God deigned to create beauty 

That the world-renowned Ravi Varma might 

Relish them with his eye of endless wisdom. 

 

3. Glowing with inconceivable lustre 

His pictures which adorn mansions and huts 

Delight all hearts; gone is he to the heaven 

Deeming it enough, his glory on earth. 

 

4. Rambha, Urvasi and dames heavenly 

Breathed alive on his canvas; to compare 

His copies with originals, he is gone. 

The dames divine are bound to wilt in shame. 

 

5. If even great men whose divine works of beauty 

That will with everlasting glory endure 

Should aye, one day quit their glorious life, 

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

 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The Tamil original appeared in India. 

---------------- 

19. 19. 19. 19. ஜயஜய பவானி ஜயஜய பாரத�!!ஜயஜய பவானி ஜயஜய பாரத�!!ஜயஜய பவானி ஜயஜய பாரத�!!ஜயஜய பவானி ஜயஜய பாரத�!!    

ச:ரபதி சிவாஜிச:ரபதி சிவாஜிச:ரபதி சிவாஜிச:ரபதி சிவாஜி    

 

(சிவாஜி த� ைசனிய�தி-%" 3றியB) 

 

ஜயஜய பவானி! ஜயஜய பாரத�! 

ஜயஜய மாதா! ஜயஜய B�"கா! 

வ)ேத மாதர�! வ)ேத மாதர�! 

ேசைன� தைலவ�கா9! சிற)த ம)திாிகா9! 

யாைன� தைலவ�� அ�)திற4 Kர�கா9!  5 
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அதிரத மன�கா9! Bரக� ததிப�கா9 

எதிாிக9 B^"%ற இ;�தி/ பதாதிகா9! 

ேவெலறி பைடகா9! Lெலறி மறவ�கா9! 

கால ��"ெகாF� கைணBர) தி/K�. 

ம-#மா யிரவித� ப-றல� த�ைம1  10 

 

ெச-றி/) திற�ைட� தீரர� தின2கா9! 

யாவி�� வாழிய! யாவி�� வாழிய! 

ேதவி[) தம"ெகலா� தி�வ�9 .ாிக! 

மா-றல� த�.ைல நா-றேம யறியா 

ஆ-ற4ெகா$ ;�)ததி4 வ��.க8 நா/!  15 

 

ேவதG4 பழி"%� ெவளி�திைச மிேல1ச� 

பாத�� ெபா#�பேளா பாரத ேதவி? 

Kர�� அவாிைச விாி�தி/ .லவ�� 

பாெரலா� ெப��.க8 பர�பிய நா/! 

த�மேம உ�வமா� தைழ�தேப ரரச��  20 

 

நி�மல �னிவ�� நிற)த ந� னா/! 

Kரைர� ெபறாத ேம�ைமநீ� ம2ைகைய 

ஊரவ� மல;ெய� #ைர�தி/ நா/! 

பாரத� �மி பழ�ெப�� �மி; 

நீரத� .த4வ�, இ) நிைனவக- றாதீ�!  25 

 

பாரத நா/ பா�"ெகலா� திலக�; 

நீரத� .த4வ�, இ) நிைனவக- றாதீ�! 

வானக ��/� இமயமா4 வைரI�   

ஏைனய திைசகளி4 இ�)திைர" கடA� 

கா�தி/ நா/! க2ைகI� சி)B*� 30 

 

_�திைர ய�ைனI� HைனகF� .ன4கF� 

இ�ன�� ெபாழி4கF� இைணயிலா வள2கF� 

உ�னத மைலகF� ஒளி�த� நா/!   

ைப)நிற� பழன� பசியிலா தளி"க 
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ைம)நிற �கி4க9 வழ2%� ெபா�னா/! 35 

 

ேதவ�க9 வா8விட�, திறAய� �னிவ� 

ஆவேலா டைடI� அ��.க8 நா/! 

ஊனெமா� றறியா ஞானெம@ �மி,   

வானவ� விைழI� மா�சியா� ேதய�! 

பாரத நா�;ைச பகரயா� வ4லேனா? 40 

 

நீரத� .த4வ� நிைனவக- றாதீ�! 

தா@�தி� நா�ைட� த#க$ மிேல1ச� 

ேப@�தைக ெகா$ேடா� ெப�ைமI� வ�ைமI�  

ஞான�� அறியா நைவ.ாி பைகவ� 

வானக� அட"க வ)தி/� அர"க� ேபா4 45 

 

இ)நா9 பைட ெகாண�)B இ�ன4ெச@ கி�றா�! 

ஆலய� அழி�தA� அ�மைற பழி�தA� 

பாலைர வி��தைர� பH"கைள ஒழி�தA�  

மாத�க- பழி�தA� மைறவ� ேவ9வி"% 

ஏதேம L8வB� இய-றிநி- கி�றா�! 50 

 

சா�திர� ெதா%திைய� தா8�திைவ" கி�றா� 

ேகா�திர ம2ைகய� %ல2ெக/" கி�றா� 

எ$ணில Bைணவ�கா9! எம"கிவ� ெசI)Bய�  

க$ணிய� ம#�தன�, ஆ$ைமI2 க;)தன�, 

ெபா�ளிைன1 சிைத�தன�, ம�ளிைன விைத�தன� 55 

 

தி$ைமைய யழி�B� ெப$ைமயி2 களி�தன�, 

பாரத� ெப��ெபய� பழி�ெபய ரா"கின�, 

Lர�த� ம"கைள� ெதா,�பரா@� .ாி)தன�,  

Kாிய� அழி)B ேம�ைமI� ஒழி)B ந� 

ஆாிய� .ைலய�" க;ைமக ளாயின�. 60 

 

ம-றிைத� ெபா#�B வா8வேதா வா8"ைக 

ெவ-றிெகா9 .ைலய�தா9 K8)Bெகா4 வா8K�? 
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ெமா"%க9தா� ேதா�றி �;வB ேபால  

ம"களா@� பிற)ேதா� ம;வB தி$ண�. 

தா@�தி� நா�ைட� தக��தி/ மிேல1சைர 65 

 

மா@�திட வி��பா� வா8*ேமா� வா8*ெகா4? 

மானெமா� றிலாB மா-றல� ெதா,�பரா@ 

ஈன�- றி�"க எவ�ெகாேலா வி��.வ�?  

தா@பிற� ைக�பட1 சகி�பவ னாகி 

நாெயன வா8ேவா� நமாி4இ2 %ளேனா? 70 

 

பி1ைசவா8 *க)B பிற�ைடய யா�சியி4 

அ1ச�- றி��ேபா� ஆாிய ன4ல�, 

.�.லா4 வா8"ைகைய� ேபா-றிேய தா@நா�/  

அ�பிலா தி��ேபா� ஆாிய ன4ல�. 

மா�சிதீ� மிேல1ச� மன�ப; யாF� 75 

 

ஆ�சியி லட2%ேவா� ஆாிய ன4ல�. 

ஆாிய� த�ைம அ-றி/0 சிறிய� 

யாாிவ$ உளரவ� யா$ேட�� ஒழிக!  

பைட�க�B இற)B பத�ெபற வி��பா" 

கைடப/ மா"கெள� க$�னி4 லாதீ�! 80 

 

ேசாதர� த�ைம� Bேராகிக9 அழி�ப 

மாதர� நல�தி� மகி8பவ� மகி8க, 

நாெடலா� பிற�வச� ந$^த4 நிைனயா�  

K/ெச� ெறாளி"க வி��.ேவா� வி��.க! 

ேதசேம ந5ெவா/ ேத@)திட ம"களி� 85 

 

பாசேம ெபாிெதன� பா��பவ� ெச4க! 

நா�/ளா� பசியினா4 ந5)திட� த�வயி# 

ஊ�/த4 ெபாிெதன உ��ேவா� ெச4க!    

ஆ^�" ெகா$ட ெப$கF� அ5கF� 

Kணி4இ2 கி�)ெதைன ெவ#�திட4 வி��ேப�. 90 

 

ஆாிய� இ�மி�! ஆ$க9இ2% இ�மி�! 
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Kாிய� மி%)த ேம�ைமேயா� இ�மி�! 

மானேம ெபாிெதன மதி�பவ� இ�மி�!  

ஈனேம ெபாறாத இய4பின� இ�மி�! 

தா@நா� ட�.# தைனய� இ2% இ�மி�! 95 

 

மா@நா� ெப�ைமயி� மா@பவ� இ�மி�! 

.ைலய�த� ெதா,�ைப� ெபா#"கிலா� இ�மி�! 

கைலய# மிேல1சைர" க;பவ� இ�மி�!  

ஊரவ� Bயாி4ெந0 H�%K� இ�மி�! 

ேசார ெந0சிலா� _யவ� இ�மி�! 100 

 

ேதவிதா9 பணிI) தீர� இ2% இ�மி�! 

பாவிய� %�திைய� ப�%வா� இ�மி�! 

உட5ைன� ேபா-றா உ�தம� இ�மி�!  

கட4ம/� பி��மன� கல2கல� உத*மி�! 

வ�மிேனா BைணK�? ம��சிெகா9 ளாதீ�! 105 

 

ந�மிேனா ரா-றைல நாழிைக� ெபா,ெத�� 

.45ய மா-றல� ெபா#"கவ4 லா�ெகா4? 

ெம45ய தி�வ; K#ைட� ேதவியி�  

இ�ன�9 நம"ேகா� இ�)Bைண யா%� 

ப�ன�� .க,ைட� பா��த�� க$ண�� 110 

 

Kம�� Bேராண�� K�/ம� றா�� 

ராம�� ேவ#ள இ�)திற4 Kர�� 

ந-#ைண .ாிவ�; வானக, நா/#�!  

ெவ-றிேய ய�றி ேவெறB� ெப#கிேல�! 

ப-ற# �னிவ�� ஆசிக9 பக�வ� 115 

 

ெச-றினி மிேல1சைர� தீ��திட வ�மீ�! 

ஈ�;யா- சிர2கைள K�;ட எ,மி�! 

நீ�;ய ேவ4கைள ேநாி�)B எறிமி�!  

வாFைட �ைனயி�� வய)திக8 L5��, 

ஆFைட" கா4க ள;யி�) ேத�களி� 120 
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உ�ைளயி னிைடயி�� மா-றல� தைலக9 

உ�ைளயி- க$/ெந0 Hவ�.ற வ�மி�! 

ந�இத�, ெப�வள� ந5)திட வி��.� 

(வ�மிைய) ேவரற� ெதாைல�தபி� ன�ேறா 

ஆெணன� ெப#ேவா�, அ�றிநா� இற�பி�� 125 

 

வா�# ேதவ� மணிIல கைடேவா�, 

வா8வேம- பாரத வா�.க8� ேதவிைய� 

தா8வினி� #ய��திய தட�.க8 ெப#ேவா�!  

ேபாெரனி4 இBேபா�, .$ணிய� தி��ேபா�! 

பாாினி4 இBேபா- பா��திட- ெகளிேதா? 130 

 

ஆ�;ைன" ெகா�# ேவ9விக9 இய-றி 

K�;ைன� ெப#வா� வி��.வா� சிலேர 

ெந0சக" %�திைய நில�திைட வ;�B 

வ0சக மழி"%� மாமக� .ாிவ�யா� 

ேவ9வியி4இBேபா4 ேவ9விெயா� றி4ைல! 135 

 

தவ�தினி4 இBேபா4 தவ�பிறி தி4ைல! 

��ைனேயா� பா��த� �ைன�திைச நி�# 

த�ெனதி� நி�ற தள�திைன ேநா"கிட  

மாBல� ேசாதர� ைம�Bன� தாைதய� 

காத5� ந$ப� கைலத� %ரவெர�# 140 

 

இ�னவ� இ��த4க$/, இதய�ெநா) ேதானா@� 

த�ன�) ெத@விக1 சாரதி ��ன� 

ஐயேன! இவ�மீ த�ைபேயா ெதா/�ேப�? 

ைவயக� தரH� வானக ஆ�சிI� 

ேபாயி�� இவ�தைம� ேபாாினி4 K8�ேத�. 145 

 

ெம@யினி4 ந/"க� ேம*கி� றBவா4, 

ைகயினி4 வி4A� கழ�#K8 கி�றB.  

வாIல� கி�றB; மன� பைத"கி�றB, 

ஓ@*#2 கா4க9, உைல)தB சிர��, 
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ெவ-றிைய வி��ேப�, ேம�ைமைய வி��ேப� 150 

 

H-றமி2 க#�B1 Hக�ெபற4 வி��ேப�, 

எைனயிவ� ெகா45�� இவைரயா� தீ$ேட�, 

சிைனய#� தி�டபி� ெச@வேதா ஆ�சி? 

என�பல 3றிய7 வி)திர� .த4வ� 

கன�பைட வி4ைல" கள�தினி4 எறி)B 155 

 

ேசா�ேவா/ K8)தன�, H�தியி� �;வா@� 

ேத�வயி� நி�றந� ெத@விக� ெப�மா�  

வி4ெலறி) தி�)த Kரைன ேநா"கி 

.45ய அறிெவா/ .ல�.கி� றைனயா4 

அற�திைன� பிாி)த Hேயாதனா தியைர1 160 

 

ெச#�தினி மா@�பB தீைமெய� கி�றா@, 

உ$ைமைய அறியா@ உறைவேய க�தி� 

ெப$ைமெகா$ ேடேதா பித-றிநி- கி�றா@ 

வ0சக�, தீய�, மனிதைர வ��Bேவா�, 

ெந0சக� த�"%ைட நீச�க9; இ�ேனா� 165 

 

த�ெமா/ பிற)த சேகாதரராயி�� 

ெவ�ைமேயா ெடா#�த4 Kர�த0 ெசயலா�.  

ஆாிய நீதிநீ அறிகிைல ேபாA�! 

�ாிய� ேபா4மன� .,2%ற லாயிைன 

அ��.க8 ேத@�பB� அனாாிய� தைக�B� 170 

 

ெப��பத� தைடIமா� ெப$ைமெய2 ெக@திைன? 

ேப;ைம யக-#! நி� ெப�ைமைய மற)திேட4! 

ஈ;லா� .கழினா@! எ,கேவா எ,க! எ�# 

ெம@0 ஞான�ந� இைறயவ� 3ற" 

%�ெற�� வயிர" ெகா-றவா� .ய�ேதா� 175 

 

அறேம ெபாிெதன அறி)தி/ மன�தனா@ 

மறேம உ�*ைட மா-றல� த�ைம1   
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H-ற�� ேநா"கா� ேதாழைம மதியா� 

ப-றல� தைமெயலா� பா�"கிைர யா"கின�. 

விசயன� றி�)த விய�.க8 நா�;4 180 

 

இைசIந- றவ�தா4 இ�#வா8) தி�"%� 

ஆாிய Kர�கா9! அவ�ைட மா-றல�, 

ேதாி4இ) நா�;ன�, ெசறி*ைட உறவின�, 

ந�ைமயி� ெறதி�"%� நயனிலா� .4ேலா�, 

ெச�ைமதீ� மிேல1ச�, ேதச�� பிறிதா�  185 

 

பிற�பினி4 அ�னிய�, ேப1சினி4 அ�னிய� 

சிற�.ைட யாாிய1 சீ�ைமைய அறியா�.    

---------------- 

19. 19. 19. 19. Chatrapati Shivaji's Address to His WarriorsChatrapati Shivaji's Address to His WarriorsChatrapati Shivaji's Address to His WarriorsChatrapati Shivaji's Address to His Warriors    

(17-1-1906, 25-11-1906, 1-12-1906, 8-12-1906 - India) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran ) 

 

Hail, hail Bhavani! Hail, all hail Bharat 

Hail, all hail Mother! Hail, all hail Durga! 

Vande Mataram!Praise be to Mother! 

Commanders of armies! Ministers great! 

Leaders of elephantry! Heroes great! 

Atirata Kings! Leaders of cavalry! 

Footmen who smite and dumbfound enemies! 

Wielders of spears and throwers of javelins! 

Unleash your darts that are death incarnate! 

Gems of valour that in myriad ways 

Can rout the hostile hosts and smite them all! 

May you all flourish! May you all flourish! 

May Devi great, grant you grace divine! 

This is the famous nation that suffered not 

The stinking odour of enemies base! 

Will Bharat-Devi brook the unblest feet 
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Of Barbarians --revilers of Veda? 

This is the nation whence wafted to the world 

The fame of heroes through minstrels matchless! 

This is the nation where flourished mighty kings 

And saints blemishless, dharma incarnate! 

This nation dubbed the ignoble woman 

Who bore not heroes, as nullipara! 

'Ancient is Bharat and you her children'! 

Forget not; 'Bharat is the tilak of earth: 

You her children'; forsake not this thought. 

Bharat is the deity of the whcle world; 

You are her children; forsake not this thought. 

On the north, sky-piercing Himachal 

And on other sides the great seas, protect her. 

Ganga, Sindhu, Jamna of pure billows, 

Spas, Waters, rare gardens sweet, fertile fields 

Peerless, and lofty mountains here abound! 

That ever-green fields may stave off hunger 

The pitch dark rainclouds for ever pour here! 

Divine home of angels! Glorious land 

Eagerly sought by the holy Munis! 

No imperfection mars this Land of Wisdom! 

Majestic land by celestials sought! 

Is Bharat's glory by me effable? 

You are her children, never forget this. 

Ruthless barbarians, men demon-like, 

 

Enemies dead to glory, hardihood 

And knowledge, doers of evil, the Turks, 

Like Asuras that came to war against 

The realms of heaven, have come with armies 
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And cause endless woes to our Motherland. 

Temples and scriptures sacred, they defame; 

Infants, people old and kine they destroy; 

Women they rape and do acts that undo 

The performance of holy sacrifices. 

They set fire to the works-- holy scriptures; 

They violate women of good families; 

Friends! Countless are the miseries they cause; 

They abjure dignity and men unman; 

Wealth they lay waste and sow seeds of darkness; 

Quelling firmness, they make women of us; 

The great name of Bharat they stigmatise; 

They make slaves of them -- the sons of heroes. 

Shorn of valiancy and loftiness, 

Lo, our Aryas became slaves of the base! 

Can that be life at all, which endures this? 

Like a bubble now born and burst anon 

To thrive, will you fall at the feet of the base? 

Men that are born on earth, are bound to die. 

Call you theirs a life, who seek not to quell 

The vile aliens that blast our Motherland? 

Will ever men shed their honour and consent 

To live base, as slaves of barbarians? 

Is there amidst us any, living dog-like 

When his dear mother is by aliens held? 

Under alien rule, a willing beggar 

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

He that fosters his body vile with nought 

Of love for Motherland, is not an Arya! 

He that suffers the capricious reign 

Ignoble, of aliens, is not an Arya! 
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If any be here--small ones and un-Aryan--, 

They many go whithersoever they like! 

They that desire not death and Valhalla, 

May those then flee from the ken of my sight' 

When brothers are by Turks destroyed, he that 

Dailies with women, may in joy revel! 

He does not think of alien tyranny; 

He will hide in his house; lét him seek hiding! 

Dead to the languishing nation he thinks 

But of his sons and daughters, let him go! 

When his countrymen starve, he thinks it great 

To feed and fill his maw, let him away! 

 

I'll not suffer their presence and hatred, 

Mere eunuchs and women in men's disguise! 

May Aryas stay here! May men remain here! 

May the heroic and the lofty, stay here! 

May they to whom honour is all, stay here! 

May they who cannot meanness brook, stay here! 

May sons of ceaseless love for Motherland, stay here! 

May they who die when dies glory, stay here! 

May they who hate slavery base, stay here! 

Haters of barbaric culture, stay here! 

Those who melt for woes of others, stay here! 

The undeceitful and the pure, stay here! 

Heroes who Devi's feet adore, stay here! 

May the quaffers of sinners' blood stay here! 

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

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

Can they-four feeble enemies --, withstand 

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

Will be for us, help sure and unfailing. 

May you come friends, Do not feel bewildered. 

Ineffably glorious Arjuna, 

Karna, Bhima, Drona, Bhishma, Rama 

And other heroes of rare valour great 

Will aid us; we will the Heaven attain; 

Nought but sure victory, our lot will be. 

Unselfish saints will shower benedictions. 

Come, do away with the barbarians! 

With spear, decapitate the heads of foes; 

Stand firm and unleash your deadly javelins; 

At the sword-tip and that of the dread trident, 

At soldiers' feet and down the chariots 

And at the wheels thereof, when heads of foes 

Roll and roll, come ye to joy at the sight! 

We shall be deemed men, only when we pull down 

Root and branch our foes, who are out to weaken 

Our weal and welfare great; if in this war 

We die, it is elysium we come by. 

If we live thus, the everlasting fame 

Of securing for Devi supernal 

Her due place of glory divine, shall be ours. 

Is it easy on earth to behold a war 

Like unto this, so holy and divine? 

A few desire the Heaven to attain 

By sacrificing goats in the yaga. 

Well, let us perform the great sacrifice 

By shedding blood and killing deception. 

 

There is no sacrifice to match this one; 
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There is no tapas to equal this one. 

Of yore, Arjuna stood on the battle-front 

And when he saw before him in that field, 

Uncles, brothers, brothers-in-law, and men 

Like unto father and god-father too, 

Loving friends and gurus, his heart melted; 

Thus spake he to his godly charioteer: 

"O Lord, will I pierce these with my arrows? 

Even if I over earth and heaven 

Lose lordship, I will not slay them in war; 

Will I ever kill them that are dearer than mother? 

My body is atremble; mine own bow 

From my hand doth slip; my tongue has gone dry; 

My mind is sore agitated; my legs 

Grow limp; my head swims; triumph I seek not; 

Nor greatness, nor weal, killing kith and kin; 

Even if they kill me, I will not harm them; 

It is no reign when extinction is total." 

Thus spake Indra's son and threw on the field 

His mighty bow, and down he fell dispirited. 

Our God of Vedas that stood near the car 

Thys addressed the brave bowman, now bowless: 

"You but blabber with your brain grown addied. 

You call it a sin, to kill them, the gang 

Of Suyodhana, from dharma remote; 

Truth you know not; valuing much, kinship 

And grown womanly, you drool and gibber. 

Traitors, evil ones, they that harass men, 

And the arrogant base-- though these may be 

Their brothers --, it behoves heroes true, 

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

Like the vile wicked, you feel sore at heart. 

You've grown womanly; this is un-Aryan 

And inglorious and will annul weal. 

Conquer effeminacy; forget not, 

Peerless prince of fame, your greatness; arise!" 

When the Lord God taught him knowledge true, 

He whose shoulder was strong as diamond 

With a mind glowing with supreme harma, 

Ignoring sibship and companionship, 

Smote the foes, embodiments of evil, 

And scattered their corpses as prey on earth. 

Aryan heroes who are blessed to live 

This day, in the glorious country great 

Where famed Vijaya flourished of yore, 

 

Know that your countrymen are your close kin; 

The evil base that this day, oppose us 

Are vile barbarians and foreigners; 

They are aliens by birth and language too; 

They know not the glory of Aryas great 

(To be continued) 

 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

 

Note: The Tamil original was serialised in India. Bharati desired to conti 

nue the work with intent to produce a poem of outstanding historical eminence 

surcharged with patriotism. He therefore thought that his desire could be better 

served by the production of a book in this connection. He even announced that such 

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

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

vira rasa. 

---------------- 

20. 20. 20. 20. >�பராம தீ சித�>�பராம தீ சித�>�பராம தீ சித�>�பராம தீ சித�    

அகவ4 

 

கவிைதI� அ�0Hைவ" கான GA� 

.வியின� விய"%� ஓவிய� ெபா-.� 

ம-#ள ெப�)ெதாழி4 வைககளி- பல*� 

ெவ-றிெகா$ ;ல2கிய ேம�ைமயா� பரத 

நா�;னி4 இ)நா9 அ�னிய� ந5�ப. 

 

ஈ�;ய ெச4வ� இற)தைம யான�� 

ஆ$டைக ெயா/.க8 அழி)தைம யா�� 

மா$டன பழ�ெபவ� மா�சியா� ெதாழிெலலா�; 

ேதவ�க9 வா8)த சீ�வள� �மியி4 

ேமவிய %ர"க� விள2%த4 ேபால. 

 

ேநாிலா� ெபாிேயா� நிலவிய நா�;4 

சீாிலா� .4ல� ெசறி)Bநி- கி�றா�; 

இவாிைட 

Hர�திைட இ�னீ�1 HைனயB ேபா�#�, 

அர"க�த2 %ல�திைட Kடண னாக*�, 

 

ேச-றிைட� தாமைர1 ெச�மல� ேபா�#�, 

ேபா-றத- %ாிய .னிதவா� %ல�தி4 

நாரத �னிவ� நம�மிைச யரளா4 

பாரத நா�;4 பழமா$ .#ெகன 

மீ�/ேமா� �ைறஇவ� ேமவின� எ�ன, 

 

நா�/ந- சீ��தி நல�ய� ெப�மா� 

ேதாம# H�ப ராமன- ெபயேரா� 

நாமக9 .ள%ற ந�மிைட வா8)தா� 

இ�னா� தா�� எைமயக� ேறகின�; 

எ�ேன ந�மவ� இய-றிய பாவ�! 
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இனியிவ னைனயைர எ)நா� கா$ேபா�? 

கனிய# மரெமன" கைடநிைல I-ேறா� 

அ)ேதா மற5ந� அ�ைன" கவ�)தா�! 

ெநா)ேதா பயனிைல [வல யா Bளேத? 

---------------- 

20. On Sri Subbarama Dikshitar 20. On Sri Subbarama Dikshitar 20. On Sri Subbarama Dikshitar 20. On Sri Subbarama Dikshitar --------    An Elegy (1An Elegy (1An Elegy (1An Elegy (1----12121212----1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

Poesy, works of excellence and taste, 

The graceful art of painting -- the wonder 

Of the world --, great enterprises many: 

In lofty Bharat which in these excelled, 

These languish by alien tyranny. 

As wealth garnered and manly valour are 

Now dead, gone are the great enterprises, 

Which flourished well of yore, in great glory; 

In the famous land of holy angels, 

In the land where great and peerless men thrived 

Like usur ping monkeys, infamous men 

Vile and mean, throng everywhere. 

While so, Like an oasis sweet, midst the desert, 

Like Vibhishana midst Asuric tribe, 

Like a blossom of lotus in mire, 

In the revered heavenly family, 

 

To restore Bharat's ancient majesty 

Like the second coming of saint Narad, 

Who in grace deigned to dwell with us in sooth, 

He -- the ever-sublime lord glorious, 

Taintless Subba Rama --, came to be born 

And here throve to the delight of Vani. 
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Lo, even he from us has departed; 

Great is the sin our men have wrought, alas! 

When shall ever come such another man? 

Like a fruitless tree sere, we stand debased. 

Of what avail is sorrow? What is there to say? 

"Munificence great with Karna ended; 

With Kamban great, poesy did perish; 

With glorious Arjun beyond compare, 

Died heroism" say the men of learning. 

With the death of Subbha Rama divine, 

The peerless Master, enshrined in my heart, 

Fecund music with all its excellence Is gone for ever, alas! Sad to tell! 

Oh Lamp of Art! Oh Lamp set on hill-top 

To shed light bright on llacai village! 

Oh Lamp of wisdom everlasting to chase 

Away the inner murk of men like us! 

Devi-Muse from yourself rent asunder 

Will languish like the dying flame of wick 

Totally drained of its oil, alas! 

The sorrow of your parting, exceeds words. 

 

I haił not kings, nor do I ever hail 

The pseudo-leaders of religious sects. 

Your glory is paralleled by yours alone; 

I came bowing when I beheld you. 

I came to you deeming your words divine. 

Alas, woe is me! If again I should 

To llacai come, how sore would it be -- 

The suffering true of my humble heart! 

 

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

earlier appeared in Swadesamitran dated 26-11-1906. 

 

The poem is an elegy written in honour of Subbha Rama Dikshitar son of Balaswami 

Dikshitar. Balaswami was the younger brother of the famous Mutthuswami Dikshitar 

who along with Shyama Sastri and Thiaga Brahmam formed the trinity of the South 

Indian Classical Music. 

------------------ 

21. 21. 21. 21. வ�ேத மாதர� வ�ேத மாதர� வ�ேத மாதர� வ�ேத மாதர� ----    ஜயஜயஜயஜய    

 

ப
லவிப
லவிப
லவிப
லவி    

வ)ேத மாதர�.  1 

 

அ?ப
லவிஅ?ப
லவிஅ?ப
லவிஅ?ப
லவி    

வ)ேத மாதர� வ)ேத மாதர� 

வ)ேத மாதர� வ)ேத மாதர� வ)ேத மாதர�  2 

 

சரண�க�சரண�க�சரண�க�சரண�க�    

ஆாிய �மியி4 நாாிய �� நர 

Lாிய ��ெசாA� Kாிய வாசக� (வ)ேத)  3 

 

ெநா)ேத ேபாயி�� ெவ)ேத மாயி�� 

ந)ேத ச�த�உ வ)ேத ெசா4வB (வ)ேத)  4 

 

ஒ�றா@ நி�றினி ெவ�றா யி��யி� 

ெச�றா யி��வ5 %�றா ேதாBவ�. (வ)ேத)  5 

 

ேசாதர� கா9னிைற மாதாி� யாவ�ம 

ஆதர ெவா/பல தீத- ேவாBவ� (வ)ேத)  6 

 

தாேய, பார� நீேய வாழிய, 

நீேய சரணினி நீேய ெயமBயி� (வ)ேத)  7 
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ஜயஜய பாரத ஜயஜய பாரத 

ஜயஜய பாரத ஜயஜய ஜயஜய (வ)ேத) 

------------- 

21. Vande 21. Vande 21. Vande 21. Vande Mataram Mataram Mataram Mataram --------    Hail (19Hail (19Hail (19Hail (19----1111----1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. Vande Mataram, Vande Mataram, 

Vande Mataram, Vande Mataram, Vande Mataram! 

 

2. In Arya-land men and women 

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

 

3. In distress and singeing pain 

Our countrymen affirm this fain. Vande Mataram... 

 

4. In triumph or death, -- united 

We exhort, unabated Vande Mataram... 

 

5. O brothers and all chaste women 

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

 

6. Mother Bharat, may you flourish! 

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

 

7. Jaya Jaya Bharat! Jaya Jaya Bharat! 

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

 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The translation here, given follows the Tamil original as published 
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in India. Bharati later revised this poem, deleted stanzas 4 and 5, numbered stanza 6 

as stanza 1 and also slightly altered the pallavi and anupallavi. It is in this revised 

form this poem appears in Swadesa Gitankal -- 1908. 

-------------- 

22. 22. 22. 22. வாழிய ெச�தமி@ வா@கவாழிய ெச�தமி@ வா@கவாழிய ெச�தமி@ வா@கவாழிய ெச�தமி@ வா@க    ந1றமிழ�ந1றமிழ�ந1றமிழ�ந1றமிழ�    

.B வ�ஷ� 

 

வாழிய ெச)தமி8! வா8கந- றமிழ�! 

வாழிய பாரத மணி�தி� நா/! 

இ�ெறைம வ��B� இ�ன4க9 மா@க! 

ந�ைமவ) ெத@Bக! தீெதலா� ந5க 

அற�வள�) தி/க! மற�ம; *#க! 

ஆாிய நா�;ன� ஆ$ைமேயா ;ய-#� 

சீாிய �ய-சிக9 சிற)Bமி" ேகா2%க! 

ந)ேத ய�தின� நாெடா#� உய�க! 

வ)ேத மாதர�! வ)ேத மாதர�! 

------------- 

22. May Tamil Flourish For Ever (2022. May Tamil Flourish For Ever (2022. May Tamil Flourish For Ever (2022. May Tamil Flourish For Ever (20----4444----1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. May Tamil great and Tamils good flourish! 

May Bharat great, a gem divine flourish! 

May ills that this day torture us, perish! 

May good things reach us; may all evils die! 

May dharına flourish, adharma perishi! 

May manly deeds of this noble nation 

And great efforts grow lofty and flourish! 

May our countrymen grow from strength to strength! 

Vande Mataram: Vande Mataram! 

 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The Tamil original appeared in India on 20-4-1907. It was republished 

in India on 16-10-1909. The title given to this poem by Bharati is: "The New year". 

------------------ 
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23. 23. 23. 23. வ�ேத மாவ�ேத மாவ�ேத மாவ�ேத மாதர ெம�ேபா� தர ெம�ேபா� தர ெம�ேபா� தர ெம�ேபா� ----    எ�க�எ�க�எ�க�எ�க�    

 

ப
லவிப
லவிப
லவிப
லவி    

வ)ேத மாதர� எ�ேபா�-எ2க9 

மாநில� தாைய வண2%த4 எ�ேபா�. (வ)ேத) 

 

சரண�க�சரண�க�சரண�க�சரண�க�    

ஜாதி மத2கைள� பாேரா�- உய� 

ஜ�ம�இ� ேதச�தி4 எ@தின ராயி� 

ேவதிய ராயி�� ஒ�ேற- அ�றி 

ேவ# %ல�தின ராயி�� ஒ�ேற (வ)ேத)  1 

 

ஈன� பைறய�க ேள��-அவ� 

எ��ட� வா8)தி2 கி��பவ� அ�ேறா? 

சீன�த ரா@வி/ வாேரா?-பிற 

ேதச�த� ேபா-பல தீ2கிைழ� பாேரா? (வ)ேத)  2 

 

ஆயிர� உ$;2% ஜாதி-எனி4 

அ�னிய� வ)B .க4எ�ன நீதி?-ஓ� 

தாயி� வயி-றி4 பிற)ேதா�-த��9 

ச$ைடெச@தாA� சேகாதர� அ�ேறா? (வ)ேத)  3 

 

ஒ�#ப�டா4 உ$/ வா8ேவ-ந�மி4 

ஒ-#ைம நீ2கி4 அைனவ�"%� தா8ேவ 

ந�றிB ேத�)திட4 ேவ$/�-இ)த 

ஞான� வ)தா-பி� நம"ெகB ேவ$/�? (வ)ேத)  4 

 

எ�பத� வா@�தி/ ேம��-ந�மி4 

யாவ�"%� அ)த நிைலெபாB வா%� 

��பB ேகா;I� வா8ேவா�- Kழி4 

��பB ேகா; �,ைமI� K8ேவா� (வ)ேத)  5 

 

.4ல; ைம�ெதாழி4 ேபணி�-ப$/ 

ேபாயின நா�கF" கினிமன� நாணி� 

ெதா4ைல இக81சிக9 தீர- இ)த� 
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ெதா$/ நிைலைமைய� _ெவ�# த9ளி (வ)ேத)  6 

------------ 

 

23. Vande Mataram (1823. Vande Mataram (1823. Vande Mataram (1823. Vande Mataram (18----5555----1907)1907)1907)1907)    

 

1. "Vande Mataram" we will sing! 

These words throughout our land shall ring! 

"Vande Mataram" we will say! 

Motherland, hail! To you we pray. 

 

2. No more talk of caste and creed, 

No more talk of birth and breed; 

Who first drew breath in this our land, 

Brahmin or other caste, with us he will stand. 

 

3. What if an outcaste? Does he not live 

With us right here and his labour give? 

Has he become a Chinese man 

And will harm us the way an alien can? 

 

4. A thousand castes we have, oh dear! 

But outsiders have no place here. . 

However they quarrel, can the sons of one mother 

Cease to be brothers of one another? 

 

5. Only united, true life we attain; 

Divided go down, and none of us gain; 

This is the lesson we all have to heed; 

Once we know this, what else do we need? 

 

6. Whatever fruits our efforts will bear 



72 

 

All of us equally in them will share; 

For all thirty crores of us there shall be life, 

Or for all thirty crores of us death after strife! 

 

7. A pittance we preferred as serfs in a cottage 

Forsaking our birthright for a mess of pottage; 

This scandal and shame we have got to erase, 

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

 

- Prof. P.S.Sundaram 

Note: The translation here given follows the Tamil original as published in India. 

Bharati revised this later. Stanza 6 was substituted by the following stanza when 

Bharati published in 1907, the pamphlet entitled Swadesa Gitankal. 

 

(6) "Our Bharat-Devi 'll quell all our evils 

And confer oni us boundless grace benign; 

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

 

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

------------- 

24. 24. 24. 24. ந;�� >ேதசிக�ந;�� >ேதசிக�ந;�� >ேதசிக�ந;�� >ேதசிக�    

((((பழி:தறி42:த
)பழி:தறி42:த
)பழி:தறி42:த
)பழி:தறி42:த
)    

கிளி"க$ணிக9 

 

ெந0சி4 உர�மி�றி 

      ேந�ைம� திற� மி�றி, 

வ0சைன ெசா4வா ர�! - கிளிேய! 

      வா@1 ெசா454 Kரர;.  1 

 

3�ட�தி4 3;நி�# 

      3வி� பித-ற ல�றி, 

நா�ட�தி4 ெகா9ளா ர�! - கிளிேய! 



73 

 

      நாளி4 மற�பா ர�  2 

 

ெசா)த அரH�.வி1 

      Hக2கF� மா$. கF� 

அ)தக�" %$டா% ேமா? - கிளிேய! 

      அக5கF" கி�ப �$ேடா ?  3 

 

க$க9 இர$;�)B� 

      கா^) திறைம ய-ற 

ெப$களி� 3�டம�! - கிளிேய! 

      ேபசி� பயென� ன�  4 

 

ய)திர சாைல ெய�பா� 

      எ2க9 Bணிகெள�பா�, 

ம)திர� தாேல ெய2%� - கிளிேய! 

      மா2கனி K8வ B$ேடா !  5 

 

உ�ெப�#� சீனி எ�#� 

      உ9நா�/1 ேசைல எ�#� 

ெச�பி� திாிவா ர�! - கிளிேய! 

      ெச@வ தறியா ர�!  6 

 

ேதவிய� மான� எ�#� 

      ெத@வ�தி� ப"தி எ�#� 

நாவினா- ெசா4வ த4லா4 - கிளிேய! 

      ந�.த ல-றா ர�!  7 

 

மாதைர" க-பழி�B 

      வ�க$ைம பிற� ெச@ய� 

ேபைதக9 ேபாA யிைர" - கிளிேய 

      ேபணி யி�)தா ர�!  8 

 

ேதவி ேகாயி5- ெச�# 

      தீைம பிற�க9 ெச@ய 

ஆவி ெபாிெத� ெற$ணி" - கிளிேய 



74 

 

      அ0சி" கிட)தா ர�!  9 

 

அ1ச�� ேப; ைமI� 

      அ;ைம1 சி# மதிI� 

உ1ச�தி- ெகா$டா ர�i - கிளிேய 

      ஊைம1 சன2க ள�!  10 

 

ஊ"க�� உ9வ5I� 

      உ$ைமயி- ப-# மி4லா 

மா"கF" ேகா� கண�� - கிளிேய 

      வாழ� த%தி I$ேடா ?  11 

 

மான� சிறிெத� ெற$ணி வா8* 

      ெபாிெத� ெற$^� 

ஈன�" %லக) தனி4 - கிளிேய! 

      இ�"க நிைலைம I$ேடா ?  12 

 

சி)ைதயி- க9வி��பி1 

      சிவசிவ ெவ�பB ேபா4 

வ)ேத மாதர ெம�பா�! - கிளிேய! 

      மன�தி லதைன" ெகா9ளா�  13 

 

பழைம பழைம ெய�# 

      பாவைன ேபச ல�றி� 

பழைம இ�)த நிைல! - கிளிேய! 

      பாமர ேரதறி வா�!  14 

 

நா�;4 அவமதி�.� 

      நாணி�றி இழி ெச4வ� 

ேத�;4 வி��.2 ெகா$ேட! - கிளிேய! 

      சி#ைம யைடவா ர�!  15 

 

ெசா)த சேகா தர�க9 

      B�ப�தி- சாத4 க$/� 

சி)ைத இர2கா ர�! - கிளிேய! 
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      ெச�ைம மற)தா ர�!  16 

 

ப0ச�B� ேநா@க ளிA� 

      பாரத� .,"க9 ேபா4 

B0ச�B� க$ணா- க$/� - கிளிேய! 

      ேசா�பி" கிட�பா ர�!  17 

 

தாைய" ெகா4A� ப0ச�ைத� 

      த/"க �ய-சி Iறா� 

வாைய� திற)B H�மா - கிளிேய! 

      வ)ேத மாதர ெம�பா�!  18 

--------------- 

 

24242424. Pseudo. Pseudo. Pseudo. Pseudo----Patriots (1Patriots (1Patriots (1Patriots (1----6666----1907, 151907, 151907, 151907, 15----6666----1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. Neither stoutness of heart 

Nor nonest skill have they; 

Oh parrot, these are cheats 

And verbal heroes all. 

 

2. They join the crowd and add 

To its noise; nothing great, 

Oh parrot, perceive they, 

These wilful forgetters. 

 

3. Can the blind hope to have 

Autonomy? Comforts? Greatness? 

Oh parrot! Can the sexless dream of joy? 

 

4. Eyes they have, but cannot see; 

They are a bunch of girls, 

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

 

5. "Our textile mills, our own 

Garments" they would loud cry. 

Oh parrot, did ever 

Mantras produce mangoes? 

 

6. "Salt, sugar and sarees 

Home-spun", loud will they vaunt, 

Oh parrot, and vanish; 

They know not how these are wrought. 

 

7. "Women's honour, bhakti 

To God": Thus blab their tongues 

Oh parrot, they are all 

The utterly faithless. 

 

8. When women were raped 

And engendered evil 

Oh parrot, like cowards 

They clung fast to their life. 

 

9. In the Mother's Temple 

When others wrought evil 

Oh parrot, fear-ridden 

They deemed life more precious. 

 

10. Fear and sheer impotence 

And petty vassal-mind 

Oh parrot, were lofty 

To them, the dead and dumb. 
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11. Do these beasts, oh parrot, 

Deserve to live at all 

With no passion for truth 

Vigour and inner strength? 

 

12. Can one be, oh parrot 

Amidst the heinous gang 

Who think that life sullied 

Is greater than honour? 

 

13. Their heart is after wine, 

Their lips chant the Lord's name; 

"Hail Mother" they loud shout, 

All mindless, oh parrot. 

 

14. "Ancient Past" blabber they, 

The hypocrites; what do 

The ignoramuses 

Know of it, oh parrot? 

 

15. National infamy, 

Shameless itch for base wealth 

Mark these cads, oh parrot, 

Who are in meanness steeped. 

 

16. Their own brothers perish 

in misery; yet are they 

Without scruple, oh parrot! 

Of goodness are these reft. 
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17. Sons of Bharath die like worms 

In famine and disease; 

They eye this, oh parrot, 

Sunk in unfeeling sloth. 

 

18. They essay not to fend 

The famine that preys on 

Mother, but shout aloud 

"Hail Mother", oh parrot! 

 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

(To be continued) 

 

Note: The Tamil original was serialised in India. Bharati desired to add some more 

stanzas to this poem. His note at the end of this poem (India) says: "To be 

continued". However the poem as published later in Swadesa Gitankal (1908) 

contains eighteen stanzas only. 

---------------- 

25. 25. 25. 25. எ�ைத<� தா< மகி@�+ �லாவிஎ�ைத<� தா< மகி@�+ �லாவிஎ�ைத<� தா< மகி@�+ �லாவிஎ�ைத<� தா< மகி@�+ �லாவி    

 

எ)ைதI) தாI மகி8)B %லாவி 

      யி�)தB மி)நாேட -அத� 

�)ைதய ராயிர மா$/க9 வா8)B 

      �;)தB மி)நாேட -அவ� 

சி)ைதயி லாயிர ெம$ண� வள�)B 

      சிற)தB மி)நாேட -இைத 

வ)தைன 3றி மனதி 5��திெய� 

      வாIற வா8�ேதேனா -இைத 

வ)ேத மாதர�, வ)ேத மாதர� 

      எ�# வண2ேகேனா?  …..1 

 

இ��யி� த)ெதைம N�# வள��த� 

      ளீ)தB மி)நாேட -எ2க9 
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அ�ைனய� ேதா�றி மழைலக9 3றி 

      அறி)தB மி)நாேட -அவ� 

க�னி யராகி நிலவினி லா;" 

      களி�தB மி)நாேட -த2க9 

ெபா��ட 5�.ற நீ�விைன யா;யி4 

      ேபா)தB மி)நாேட -இைத 

வ)ேத மாதர�, வ)ேத மாதர� 

      எ�# வண2ேகேனா? …..2 

 

ம2ைகய ராயவ� இ4லற ந�% 

      வள��தB மி)நாேட -அவ� 

த2க மதைல" ளீ�ற� _�;� 

      த,வி தி)நாேட -ம"க9 

B2க �ய�)B வள�ெகன" ேகாயி4க9 

      L8)தB மி)நாேட -பி�ன� 

அ2கவ� மாய அவ�ட- �)Bக9 

      ஆ�)தB மி)நாேட -இைத 

வ)ேத மாதர�,வ)ேத மாதர� 

      எ�# வண2ேகேனா? …..3 

--------------- 

 

25. Adoration of the Country (1907)25. Adoration of the Country (1907)25. Adoration of the Country (1907)25. Adoration of the Country (1907)    

 

This is our motherland, Bharat! 

It's here our parents dear loved and lived 

In joyous wedlock pure. 

Our forebears too in ages past 

Had lived for centuries, ere they died. 

A myriad noble thoughts they had 

To enrich the land and make it great 

Shan't I enthrone you in my heart, 

While my grateful tongue doth sing thy praise: 

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

And sustenance, and blessed us too: 

This is the land of our mothers dear; 

It fostered them in their infancy 

When as babes they lisped their words; 

It saw them grow into tender maids 

And sport and dance in the moonlit night; 

Their golden limbs gladdened the waters 

As they swam and bathed in pure delight, 

Ere they returned to the quiet of their homes. 

I shall sing thy praise in grateful tunes, 

'Salutations to thee! Mother! Salutations!' 

 

In time they loved and wives became 

And learnt to manage households great; 

They fondled and fed their golden babes 

And raised and fostered righteous homes; 

Here all around were temples tall 

That soared aloft to bless the lands; 

When our forefathers died, their flow'ry dust 

Became part of the country's rich humus; 

Shan't I sing thy praise in grateful tunes, 

'Salutations to thee! Mother! Salutations!' 

 

- Prof. K.G.Seshadri 

 

Note: The Tamil original was published along with two other poems in the 

form of pamphlet entitled 'Swadesa Gitankal'. V.Krishnaswami Iyer who later became 

a judge of the High Court of Tamil Nadu met the expenses for the publication. 

------------- 
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26. 26. 26. 26. எ�க� நா/எ�க� நா/எ�க� நா/எ�க� நா/    

 

ம�� மிமயமைல ெய2க9 மைலேய 

      மாநில மீதB ேபா-பிறி திைலேய 

இ�ன# நீ�"க2ைக யாெற2க9 யாேற 

      இ2கித� மா$பி- ெகதிெரB ேவேற 

ப�ன� �பநிட Gெல2க9 Gேல 

      பா�மிைச ேயெதா� G5த ேபாேல! 

ெபா�ெனாளி� பார� நாெட2க9 நாேட 

      ேபா-#வ மிjைத ெயம"கி4ைல Nேட  1 

 

101. மாரத Kர� ம5)தந� னா/ 

      மா�னி ேவா�பல� வா8)தெபா�னா/ 

நாரத கா� நல)திக8நா/ 

      ந4லன யாைவI நா/ #நா/ 

�ரண ஞான� ெபா5)த ந�னா/ 

      .�த� பிரான�9 ெபா2கிய நா/ 

பாரத நா/ பழ�ெப� நாேட   

     பா/ மிஃைத ெயம"கிைளNேட  2 

 

இ�ன4வ) _-றி/� ேபாதத-க0ேசா� 

      ஏைழயராகி யினிம$ணி- #0ேசா� 

த�னல� ேபணி யிழிெதாழி4.ாிேயா� 

      தா@�தி� நாெடனி 5னி"ைகையவிாிேயா� 

க�னA) ேத�� கனிIமி�பாA� 

      கத5I� ெச)ெநA� ந4%ெம"காA� 

உ�னத ஆாிய நாெட2க9 நாேட 

      ஒBவ மிjைத ெயம"கிைலNேட  3 

-------------- 

26. Enkal Nadu (1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )26. Enkal Nadu (1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )26. Enkal Nadu (1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )26. Enkal Nadu (1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. Himachal is our mountain 

      The world hath not its fellow; 

Ganga is our fountain 

      Pellucid, sweet and mellow. 
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Our Upanishads are twelve -- 

      Unknown to any other clime--: 

Deep into our minds they delve, 

      And soar aloft sublime, 

Praise we Bharat, golden fair, 

      Our own dear land beyond compare! . 

 

2. Land of the heroic free 

      Where sages have lived at peace, 

Soothed by the poesy 

      Of Narad's, melodies: 

Where Buddha came to birth, 

      -- The embodiment of grace -- 

And showed to men on earth 

      Divine Compassion's face: 

Sing we Bharat ancient, fair 

      Our own dear land, beyond compare! 

 

3. Evil shall not daunt us 

      Though poor, we will be proud: 

The world shall no more taunt us 

      With being a self-seeking crowd: 

Here Nature's bright and sunny 

      And yields us every good, 

Including milk and honey, 

      As our unfailing food. 

Land of noble Aryans fair 

      Repeat we: 'Bharat is beyond compare!' 

 

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

Gitankal -- 1907. The poem was republished in India. on 14-8-1909. 

------------------ 

27. 27. 27. 27. லாBப:ரா- +திலாBப:ரா- +திலாBப:ரா- +திலாBப:ரா- +தி    

 

வி$ணக�ேத யிரவிதைன ைவ�தாA� 

      அத�கதி�க9 விைர�B வ)B 

க$ணக�ேத ெயாளித�த4 கா$கிலேமா? 

      நி�ைனயவ� கன�றி) நா�/ 

ம$ணக�ேத வாழாB .ற0ெச@B� 

      யா2கெளலா மற"ெகா ணாெத� 

எ$ணக�ேத, லாஜபதி, யிைடயி�றி 

      நீவள�த- ெக�ெச@ வாேரா?  1 

 

ஒ�மனித� றைன�ப-றி� பலநா/ 

      கட�தியவ- 3# ெச@த4 

அ�ைமயிைல; எளிதினவ� .ாி)தி�டா 

      ெர�றி;�� அ)த ேமலா� 

ெப�ைமையந� கறி)தவைன� ெத@வெமன 

      ெந0சி�ேள ெப�பி- ேபணி 

வ�மனித ெர$ண-றா� இவைரெயலா� 

      ஒ�;ெயவ� வா8வ தி2ேக?  2 

 

ேபர�. ெச@தாாி4 யாவேர 

      ெப�)Bயர� பிைழ�B நி�றா�? 

ஆர�. நாரண�பா 5ரணிய�ேச@ 

      ெச@ததினா லவ�" %-ற 

ேகார2க9 ெசால�த%ேமா? பாரதநா� 

      ;-ப�தி %லவி வா,� 

Kர2ெகா9 மன�ைடயா� ெகா/)Bயர� 

      பலவைடத4 விய�த- ெகா�ேறா?  3 

------------- 
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27. 27. 27. 27. Lajapathy (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )Lajapathy (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )Lajapathy (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )Lajapathy (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. Even if the Sun be in the skiey expanse 

Dowe not behold its rays flowing down 

And bow, to mingle with the light of eyes 

Thus endowing them with lustre of light? 

Even if they, in wrath, have exiled you 

Away from this soil, if you get established 

In our thought that knows no forgetfulness, 

And if you do flourish there without let 

O Lajapathy! what can they for this do? 

 

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

Exile from country to country; they might 

Have wrought this with ease; but myriads there are 

Instinct with the knowledge of his glory; 

In them is he well enshrined; how can they 

Ever hope to expel these and live in peace? 

 

3. Who among them that practised universal love 

Was ever spared (of punishments)? Hiranya's child 

Showed utmost love unto Narayana; 

Who could ever relate the vile horrors 

He underwent; is it then a wonder 

To witness the miseries of patriots 

Courageously devoted to Bharat! 

 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The Tamil original was one of the poems of Swadesa Gitankal (1908) 

published by Bharati. 

------------- 
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28. 28. 28. 28. Cேப�திர விஜய�Cேப�திர விஜய�Cேப�திர விஜய�Cேப�திர விஜய�    

 

பாேப)தி ாிய0ெச#�த எ2க9 விேவ 

      காந)த� பரம� ஞான 

'ேப)தி ர�றன"%� பி�வ)ேதா� 

      வி$ணவ)த �லைக யா9பர 

 

K8�த4ெபற� த�மெமலா�, மறமைன�B2 

      கிள�Bவர ேமேலா� த�ைம 

தா8�தம� ��ேனா2க நிைல.ர$/ 

      பாதகேம தB�பி நி-%� 

 

ம$ணாF ம�னரவ� தைன1சிைறெச@ 

      தி�டாA மா)த ெர4லா2 

க$ணாக" க�தியவ� .கேழாதி 

      வா8�திமன2 களி"கி� றாரா4 

 

இ�னாத பிற�"ெக$ணா� பாரத நா� 

      ;-கிர2கி யிதய ைநவா� 

ஒ�னாெர� ெறவ�மிலா� உலகைன�B 

      ேமா�யிெர� #ண�)த ஞானி 

----------- 

 

28. On Bhupendra (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )28. On Bhupendra (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )28. On Bhupendra (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )28. On Bhupendra (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. He is the chela of Vivekananda 

-- The Conqueror of rebellious organs 

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

exposed 

To the wrath of the celestial Lord 

He will not from Dharma deviate. 

He is Bhupendra, the loving servant 

Of Mother India that is Bharat. 
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2. When dharma falls and unrighteousness thrives, 

When great ones wane and the base do wax great, 

When sin holds sway over deranged nature, 

To kill evil Kali, to' usher in 

The advent of a new blessed era, 

He the diamond-hearted hero great 

Stands firm and reveals to us in all love 

The state of things when this yuga should end. 

 

3. Even if the ruler of earth should have him 

Incarcerated, him the people deem 

As their very eyes, sing his glory great, 

Pour on him blessing and feel delighted. 

Yet there are a few -- thoughtless and mindless --, 

Who do condemn things good, as evil vile. 

These are like the birds of darkness that shun 

The sun and love dearly, dread darkness dense. 

 

4. His thinking cannot harm others at all; 

His heart melts in love for the land of Bharat. 

No one is his foe; this wise seer doth know 

That one Life animates all lives on earth. 

They that imprisoned him are totally blind; 

They know not aught of the great glorious. 

"No joy ensues without pain in the past!" 

Surely have the wise men thus summed it up. 

 

-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Swadesa Gitankal -- 1908. 

---------------- 
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29. 29. 29. 29. லாBப:ரா- பிரலாப�லாBப:ரா- பிரலாப�லாBப:ரா- பிரலாப�லாBப:ரா- பிரலாப�    

 

நா;ழ)B ம"கைளI ந4லாைள I�பிாி)B 

K;ழ) தி2%-ேற� விதியிைனெய� ெசா4ேகேன        1 

 

ேவத�னி ேபா�றா� வி��தரா ெம)ைதயி� 

பாதமல� க$/ பரவ� ெப#ேவேனா?        2 

 

ஆைச" %மர ந�1Hனைன� ேபா4வா�ற� 

மாச-ற ேசாதி வதனமினி" கா$ேபேனா?        3 

 

அ�றிைல�ேபா� ெற�ைன யைர"கணேம ��பிாி)தா4 

%�றிமன0 ேசா�வாளி" ேகால� ெபா#�பாேளா?        4 

 

K/ �ற*� ெவ#�தாA ெம�ன�ைம 

நா/ பிாி)த ந5வி�"ெக� ெச@ேகேன?        5 

 

ஆதிமைற ேதா�றியந4 லாாியநா ெட)நாF 

நீதிமைற வி�றி நிைல�த தி�நா/        6 

 

சி)Bெவ�) ெத@வ� தி�நதிI ம-றதி-ேச� 

ஐ)Bமணி யா#� அளி"%� .னனா/        7 

 

ஐ�.லைன ெவ�ற அறேவா�"% மா-றல�த� 

ெவ�.லைன ெவ�ற எ$ணி4 Kர�"%) தா@நா/        8 

 

ந4லற�ைத நா�/த-% ந�ெப�மா� ெகளரவரா� 

.4லைர1 ெச-றா8�த .னித� ெப�நா/        9 

 

க�னா^) தி$ேடா� களKர� பா��தெனா� 

வி�னா ெணா5ேக�ட ேம�ைம� தி�நா/        10 

 

க�ன னி�)த க�ைணநில� த�மென� 
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ம�ன னற2க9 வள��த .க8நா/        11 

 

ஆாிய�த) த�மநிைல யாதாி�பா� K�/மனா� 

நாாிய�த2 காத4 Bற)தி�)த ந�னா/.        12 

 

Kம� வள�)த விறனா/ வி4லHவ� 

தாம னி�)B சம�.ாி)த Kரநில�        13 

 

சீ"கெர� ெம2க9 விற-சி2க2க9 வாழத� ந4 

லா"க�ய� %�ற மட�)தி�"%� ெபா�னா/        14 

 

ஆாிய� பாழாகா த�மைறயி� உ$ைமத)த 

சீாிய� ெம@0 ஞான தயாந)த� தி�நா/        15 

 

எ�ன�ைம� பா0சால ெம�ேற�� கா$ேபேனா? 

ப�னாிய B�ப� பட�)தி2ேக மா@ேவேனா?        16 

 

ஏெத4லா� பாரத�ேத இ)நா9 நட�பனேவா? 

ஏெத4லா� யானறியா ெத�மனித� ப�டனேரா?        17 

 

எ�ைன நிைன)B மிர2%வேரா? அ4லாB 

பி�ைன� Bய�களி ெல� ேப� மற)தி�டாேரா?        18 

 

ெதா$/ப�/ வா/ ெம�ற� _ய ெப� நா�;- 

ெகா$/வி�ட2 ெக�ைனIட� ெகா�றாA மி�.#ேவ�  19 

 

எ�தைனஜ� ம2க9 இ��சிைறயி 5�டாA� 

த�B.ன- பா0சால) த�னி4 ைவ�தா4 வா/கிேல�.  20 

----------- 
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29. Lajapathy's Lament (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )29. Lajapathy's Lament (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )29. Lajapathy's Lament (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )29. Lajapathy's Lament (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

Am I to bemoan my fate? My country 

I lost; separated from goodly wife 

Children dear and my home here I dwell! 

Will I ever be blessed to behold and hail 

The flower-feet of my aged father who is 

Verily a Rishi of Vedic times? 

Can I ever behold the bright blemishless face 

Of my beloved son, Arjuna-like? 

Can my wife, an anril-bird that brooks not 

Parting of her mate for a split second 

This wretched plight of mine ever suffer? 

Even if my family and relations 

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

To deserve this exile from my loved land? 

Arya-Varta is the land whence Vedas Sprang; 

it is a land where justice ever prevails! 

It is the land where flows the divine Indus 

To which is linked the five gems of rivers! 

It is the Mother-land of those righteous 

Who quelled the senses five, and of those heroes 

Innumerable, who their enemies vanquished: 

It is the holy land great, where our Deity 

Killed the base Kauravas to stablish Dharma! 

'Tis the noble land divine which heard (in cheer) 

The twang of strong-shouldered Arjuna's bow! 

'Tis the lofty land of mercy where Karna 

Flourished and Dharma the king fostered 

Dharma! It is the great land where Bhishma, the Pillar 

Of Aryan culture lived a celibate! 
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It is the heroic land where Bhima flourished 

And Aswattama. waged fierce battles! 

t is the golden land fecund with hills, 

The home of Sikhs, our mighty Lions of war! 

It is the divine land where Dayananda 

The Sage of Truth and Saviour of Aryas 

Expounded the true import of the Vedas! 

Will I ever behold my dear land 

Of Panchalam, or will I perish here 

Beset by sorrows unutterable? 

What may be the happenings in Bharat 

These days? What may be the hardships, of which 

I know not aught, my people are put to? 

Are they distressed at my plight? Or have they 

In their miseries forgot even my name? 

If to my enslaved land, holy and great 

I'm brought for killing, I 'll be most happy 

Incarceration in darksome prison 

For generations, I mind not; if I am 

Jailed in Panchalam, I will never wilt. 

 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The Tamil original forms part of 'Swadesa Gitankal -- 1908. 

-------------- 

30. 30. 30. 30. 9வராBய� ேவ%/ெம�ற பாரதவாD#�9வராBய� ேவ%/ெம�ற பாரதவாD#�9வராBய� ேவ%/ெம�ற பாரதவாD#�9வராBய� ேவ%/ெம�ற பாரதவாD#�    

ஆ�கிேலய உ:திேயாக9த� F2வ+ஆ�கிேலய உ:திேயாக9த� F2வ+ஆ�கிேலய உ:திேயாக9த� F2வ+ஆ�கிேலய உ:திேயாக9த� F2வ+    

 

ந)தனா� சாி�திர�திA9ள "மா/ தி��� .ைலயா! உன"% 

மா�கழி� தி�நாளா?" எ�ற பா�;� வ�ணெம�/ 

 

ெதா$/ ெச@I� அ;ைம! - உன"% 
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      Hத)திர நிைனேவாடா? 

ப$/ க$ட B$ேடா ? - அத-% 

      பா�திர மாவாேயா?  (ெதா$/) 

 

ஜாதி1 ச$ைட ேபா1ேசா? - உ2க9 

      சமய1 ச$ைட ேபா1ேசா? 

நீதி ெசா4ல வ)தா@! - க$�� 

      நி-ெகா ணாB ேபாடா!  (ெதா$/) 

 

அ1ச� நீ2கி னாேயா? - அ;ைம 

      ஆ$ைம தா2கி னாேயா? 

பி1ைச வா2கி� பிைழ"%� - ஆைச 

      ேப^ தெலாழி� தாேயா?  (ெதா$/) 

 

க�ப ேல# வாேயா? - அ;ைம 

      கடைல� தா$/ வாேயா? 

%�ைப வி��.� நா@"ேக - அ;ைம 

      ெகா-ற� தவிH �$ேடா ?  (ெதா$/) 

 

ஒ-#ைம பயி� றாேயா? - அ;ைம 

      உட4பி4 வ5ைம I$ேடா ? 

ெவ-# ைரேப சாேத! அ;ைம! 

      Kாிய� அறி வாேயா?  (ெதா$/) 

 

ேச�)B வா, Kேரா? - உ2க9 

      சி#ைம" %ண2க9 ேபா1ேசா? 

ேசா�)B K8த4 ேபா1ேசா - உ2க9 

      ேசா�பைர� Bைட� தீேரா?  (ெதா$/) 

 

ெவ9ைள நிற�ைத" க$டா4 - பதறி 

      ெவ�வைல ஒழி� தாேயா? 

உ9ளB ெசா4ேவ� ேக9 - Hத)திர� 

      உன"கி4ைல மற) திடடா!  (ெதா$/) 
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நா/ கா�ப த-ேக - உன"% 

      ஞான� சிறB �$ேடா ? 

K/ கா"க� ேபாடா! - அ;ைம 

      ேவைல ெச@ய� ேபாடா!  (ெதா$/) 

 

ேசைன நட�B வாேயா? - ெதா,�.க9 

      ெச@திட வி��. வாேயா? 

ஈன மான ெதாழிேல - உ2கF"% 

      இைசவ தா%� ேபாடா!  (ெதா$/) 

------------- 

30. An English Official Addresses an Indian Citizen Bent Upon Freedom30. An English Official Addresses an Indian Citizen Bent Upon Freedom30. An English Official Addresses an Indian Citizen Bent Upon Freedom30. An English Official Addresses an Indian Citizen Bent Upon Freedom    

(1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran ) 

 

1. O slave sunk in thraldom, 

Can you think of freedom? 

Eler seen it in the past? 

Merit none have you, outcast. 

 

2. Done with feuds religious? 

Or wars sacriligious? 

Speak you of justice here? 

I bid you disappear. 

3. O slave, is your fear gone? 

 

Are you a man of brawn? 

Do you not on alms live, 

To beggary a votive? 

 

4. Can you, slave, board a ship 

And the ocean outstrip? 

Can a cur of dung-hill Aspire a throne to fill? 
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5. Do you know unity 

Or masculinity? 

Slave, speak not gibberish; 

Your valour is womanish. 

 

6. Could you live together? 

Would your baseness wither? 

Would your lassitude die? 

Could you sloth defy? 

 

7. When you eye the white hue 

Can you, your fright subdue? 

To the bare truth, hearken: 

Freedom is not in your ken. 

 

8. You are not of the sect 

A nation to protect 

Go, the house you should tend 

And to duties attend. 

 

9. Would you an army lead? 

Or deem slaving your meed? 

Lowly jobs fit you well; 

May you in them excel! 

 

--Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Swadesa Gitankal -- 1908. 

------------------ 
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31. 31. 31. 31. மாையமாையமாையமாையைய� பழி:த
ைய� பழி:த
ைய� பழி:த
ைய� பழி:த
    

 

உ$ைம யறி)தவ� உ�ைன" கணி�பாேரா? 

      மாையேய!-மன� 

தி$ைமI9ளாைர நீ ெச@வB ெமா�#$ேடா!- 

      மாையேய! 

 

எ�தைன ேகா; பைடெகா$/ வ)தாA� 

      மாையேய! நீ 

சி�த� ெதளிெவ�) தீயி��� நி-பாேயா? 

      -மாையேய! 

 

எ�ைன" ெக/�பத- ெக$ண�-றா@ ெக�ட 

      மாையேய!-நா� 

உ�ைன" ெக/�ப B#திெய� ேறIண� 

      மாையேய! 

 

சாக� Bணியி- ச��திர ெம�ம�/ 

      மாையேய!-இ)த� 

ேதக� ெபா@ ெய�#ண� Bரைர ெய� 

      ெச@வா@ மாையேய! 

 

இ�ைம யழி)தபி� எ2கி��பா@, 

      அ-ப மாையேய!- 

ெதளி) ெதா�ைம க$ேடா� ��ன� 

      ஓடாB நி-ைபேயா?-மாையேய! 

 

நீத�� இ�ப�ைத ேநெர�# ெகா9வேனா 

      மாையேய-சி2க� 

நா@தர" ெகா9Fேமா ந4லர சா�சிைய 

      -மாையேய! 

 

எ�னி1ைச ெகா$/ைன ெய-றிவிட 

      வ4ேல� மாையேய!-இனி 

உ�னி1ைச ெகா$ெடன" ெகா�#� 

      வராB கா$-மாையேய! - 
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யா�"%� %;ய4ேல� யாென�ப 

      ேதா�)தன� மாையேய!-உ�த� 

ேபா�"க0H ேவேனா ெபா;யா"%ேவ� 

      உ�ைன-மாையேய! 

--------------- 

 

31. On Maya (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )31. On Maya (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )31. On Maya (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )31. On Maya (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. Will knowers of truth think on you Maya? 

Can you dare harm the stout-hearted at all? 

 

2. Maya! may be you are armipotent; 

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

 

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

Know that I will rout you sure, oh Maya! 

 

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

Can you harm heroes that transcend body? 

 

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

Can you, little prig, face the great Monists? 

 

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

Will a lion accept a cur's sceptre? 

1 

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

But hurtless, stand 'gainst your impotent will. 

 

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

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

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Swadesa Gitankal -- 1908. 

----------------- 

32. 32. 32. 32. ஆாிய தாிசன� ஆாிய தாிசன� ஆாிய தாிசன� ஆாிய தாிசன� ----    ஓ� கன4ஓ� கன4ஓ� கன4ஓ� கன4    

 

கனெவ�ன கனேவ -- எ�ற� 

க$Bயி லாB நனவினிேல I-ற (கன) (கன) 

 

கானக2 க$ேட� -- அடா 

கானக2 க$ேட� -- உ1சி 

வானக�ேத வ�ட மதிெயாளி க$ேட�.  (கன)  1 

 

[பாட ேபத�]: 'சிாி�தி/2 ேகாழியா@' 

'அடா' எ�பத-%� பதிலாக 'அட�' எ�#� 

பாடேபத�$/. 

 

ெபா-றி�" %�ற� -- அ2ெகா� 

ெபா-றி�" %�ற�-அைத1 

H-றி யி�"%� HைனகF� ெபா@ைகI�.  (கன)  2 

 

�:த தாிசன��:த தாிசன��:த தாிசன��:த தாிசன�    

 

%�ற�தி� மீேத -- அ)த" 

%�ற�தி� மீேத-தனி 

நி�றெதா� ஆலெந/மர2 க$ேட�.  (கன)  3 

 

ெபா�மர� தி�கீ8 -- அ)த� 

ெபா�மர� தி�கீ8 -- ெவ#0 

சி�மய மானேதா� ேதவ� இ�)தன�.  (கன)  4 

 

.�த பகவ� -- எ2க9 

.�த பகவ� -- அவ� 

H�தெம@0 ஞான1 Hட��க2 க$ேட�.  (கன)  5. 
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கா)திைய� பா��ேத� -- அவ� 

கா)திைய� பா��ேத� -- உப 

சா)தியி4 Y8கி� தB�பி" %ளி�தன� . (கன)  6. 

 

ஈBந4 வி)ைத! -- எ�ைன! 

ஈBந4 வி)ைத! -- .�த� 

ேசாதி மைற)தி�9 B�னிட" க$டன�.  (கன)  7 

 

பா@)தத2 ெகாளிேய; -- பி��� 

பா@)தத2 ெகாளிேய! -- அ�9 

ேதா@)த ெத�ேமனி சி5��திட" க$ேட�.  (கன)  8 

 

கி"Hணா�ஜீன தாிசன�கி"Hணா�ஜீன தாிசன�கி"Hணா�ஜீன தாிசன�கி"Hணா�ஜீன தாிசன�    

 

%�ற�தி� மீேத -- அ)த" 

%�ற�தி� மீேத -- தனி 

நி�ற ெபா-ேற�� பாிகF� க$ேட�.  (கன)  9 

 

ேதாி��� பாக� -- மணி� 

ேதாி��� பாக� -- அவ� 

சீாிைன" க$/ திைக�Bநி� ேறனி)த"  (கன)  10 

 

ஓெம�ற ெமாழிI� -- அவ� 

ஓெம�ற ெமாழிI� -- நீல" 

காம�ற� உ�*ம7 Kம�ற� திறA�  (கன)  11 

 

அ�9 ெபா2%� விழிI� -- ெத@வ 

அ�9 ெபா2%� விழிI� -- காணி4 

இ�9 ெபா2%� ெந0சின� ெவ�9 ெபா2%) திகிாிI�,  (கன)  12 

 

க$ணைன" க$ேட� -- எ2க9 

க$ணைன" க$ேட� -- மணி 

வ$ணைன ஞான மைலயிைன" க$ேட�.  (கன)  13 
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ேசைனக9 ேதா�#� -- ெவ9ள1 

ேசைனக9 ேதா�#� -- பாி 

யாைனI) ேத�� அளவில ேதா�#�.  (கன)  14 

 

க$ண� ந- ேறாி4 -- நீல" 

க$ண� ந- ேறாி4 -- மிக 

எ$ணய�) தாெனா� இைளஞைன" க$ேட�.  (கன)  15 

 

விைசய�ெகா 5வேன! -- விற4 

விைசய�ெகா 5வேன! -- நனி 

இைசIந� கிைசIமி2 கிவ�"கி� நாம�.  (விைச)  16 

 

Kாிய வ;வ�! -- எ�ன 

Kாிய வ;வ�! -- இ)த 

ஆாிய� ெந0ச� அய�)தெத� வி)ைத!  (விைச)  17 

 

ெப-றெத� ேபேற -- ெசவி 

ெப-றெத� ேபேற -- அ)த" 

ெகா-றவ� ெசா-க9 ெசவிIற" ெகா$ேட�.  (கன)  18 

 

ெவ-றிைய ேவ$ேட�; -- ஐய, 

ெவ-றிைய ேவ$ேட�; -- உயிைர 

அ-றி/ ேம�� அவ�தைம� தீ$ேட�.  (ெப-ற)  19 

 

H-ற2 ெகா4ேவேனா? -- எ�ற� 

H-ற2 ெகா4ேவேனா? -- கிைள 

அ-றபி� ெச@I� அரHேமா� அரேசா??  (ெப-ற)  20 

 

மி0சிய அ�ளா4 -- மித 

மி0சிய அ�ளா4 -- அ)த 

ெவ0சிைல Kர� பலெசா4 விாி�தா�.  (கன)  21 

 

இ�ெமாழி ேக�டா� -- க$ண� 
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இ�ெமாழி ேக�டா� -- ஐய� 

ெச�மல� வதன�தி- சி#நைக ��தா�.  (கன)  22 

 

வி45ைன ெயடடா -- ைகயி4 

வி45ைன ெயடடா -- அ)த� 

.45ய� 3�ட�ைத� �8தி ெச@திடடா.  (வி45ைன) 23 

 

வா; நி4லாேத; -- மன� 

வா; நி4லாேத; -- ெவ#� 

ேப;ய� ஞான� பித-ற4 ெசா4லாேத.  (வி45ைன) 24 

 

ஒ�#ள B$ைம -- எ�#� 

ஒ�#ள B$ைம -- அைத" 

ெகா�றி ெடாணாB %ைற�த ெலா$ணாB.  (வி45ைன) 25 

 

B�ப� மி4ைல -- ெகா/) 

B�ப� மி4ைல -- அதி4 

இ�ப� மி4ைல பிற�பிற� பி4ைல.  (வி45ைன) 26 

 

பைடகF) தீ$டா -- அைத� 

பைடகF) தீ$டா -- அன4 

Hட* ெமா$ணாB .ன4நைன யாB .(வி45ைன) 27 

 

ெச@தA� கடேன -- அற0 

ெச@தA� கடேன -- அதி4 

எ@B#� விைளவினி4 எ$ண� ைவ"காேத.  (வி45ைன) 28 

----------- 

32. Arya32. Arya32. Arya32. Arya----DarshanDarshanDarshanDarshan--------    A Dream (1908)A Dream (1908)A Dream (1908)A Dream (1908)    

 

1. Oh what a dream it was, 

The dream I dreamed When I slept not 

But was wide awake! 
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2. A forest I saw; 

A forest dense with trees, 

And in the sky right overhead, 

I saw the light of a full round moon. 

 

3. Oh what a dream it was, 

The dream I dreamed 

When I slept not 

But was wide awake! 

 

4. A lovely golden hill, 

A lovely golden hill was there, 

And many a tarn was round about 

And many a flowery pool! 

(Oh! what a dream it was) 

 

Buddha Darshan 

 

5. Upon the hill, 

There, upon the hill, 

I saw a spreading banyan tree 

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

 

6. Under that golden tree, 

There, under that golden tree, 

Sat a glorious Godly Being 

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

 

7. Lo! 'twas the Lord Buddha, 

Lo! 'Iwas the Lord Buddha, our own, 

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

 

8. I saw His Glory, 

I saw the Glory of the Lord, 

Immersed He was in a tranquil ocean, 

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

 

9. Behold a miracle, 

Behold a goodly miracle! 

I saw the light of the Buddha vanish; 

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

 

10. Sudden there streamed a light, 

Sudden there streamed a light, once again 

I saw the dwindling darkness fade; 

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

 

Krishnarjuna Darshan 

 

Il. Upon the hill, 

There, upon the hill, I saw a single chariot of gold 

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

 

12. On the box was the charioteer, 

On the box was the charioteer of the jewelled car. 

Fascinated by His comely grace 

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

 

13. Thy mystic 'Om' I heard; 

Thy mystic 'Om' I heard Him utter, 

Cupid's lovely form He had, but blue; 
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And Bhima's mighty strength! (Oh! what a dream it was) 

 

14. And eyes brimming with love, 

Eyes brimming with love divine; 

And a whirling discus which terror struck 

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

 

15. Lo! Armies appeared there, 

Lo! Armies appeared there whose name is legion: 

And horses, elephants, and chariots tall 

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

 

16. On Krishna's goodly chariot, 

On blue Krishna's goodly chariot, 

I saw a youthful warrior standing." 

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

 

17. This is he, the Conqueror, 

Surely, this Vijaya the bold. 

How well does that name become him, 

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

 

18. A valiant, manly form, 

Oh what a valiant, manly form! 

Yet dejected seemed that noble chief. 

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

 

19. Blest indeed was I; 

Blest indeed was I to hear: 

For with mine own ears I heard 

Every word which that chieftain spoke. (Oh what a dream it was) 
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20. 'I care not for victory, 

I care not for victory, Oh! my Lord, 

I will not hurt them, no, nor touch them 

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

 

21. 'Shall I slay my kinsmen? 

Shall I slay dear kinsmen of mine? 

To rule when all kinsfolk are slain, 

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

 

22. Out of abounding love, 

Out of super-abounding love, 

That mighty warrior, archer bold, 

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

 

23. He heard those words; 

He, Krishna, heard those words: 

And on the Lord's countenance, lovely as a lotus, 

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

 

24. 'Oh Come! Take up your bow! 

Oh Come! Take up your bow in your hands 

And this crowd of puny folk 

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

 

25. 'Stand up, and yield not to despair! 

Stand up, and yield not your heart to despair! 

No, nor speak words of foolish wisdom 

Which only cowards speak! (Oh Come! Take up your bow) 
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26. 'One Supreme Truth there is, 

One Supreme Truth eternal, 

Never can that Truth be destroyed; 

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

 

27. 'There is no sorrow, now: 

There is neither sorrow, nor pain: 

Nor is there any joy: 

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

 

28. 'Weapons cannot hurt it; 

Weapons cannot hurt it at all: 

Fire cannot burn it; 

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

 

29. 'Your duty is: 'To do." 

Your duty is: 'To do the Right' 

Without bestwoing a single thought 

Upon the fruits thereof! 

 

30. Oh Come! Take up your bow 

Oh Come! Take up the bow in your hands: 

And this crowd of puny folk 

Pulverise into speaks of dust' 

 

- Thiru P.N.Appuswami 

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Swadesa Gitankál -- 1908. 

--------------------- 
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33. 33. 33. 33. Iர >த�திர� ேவ%;நி� றா�பி�ன�Iர >த�திர� ேவ%;நி� றா�பி�ன�Iர >த�திர� ேவ%;நி� றா�பி�ன�Iர >த�திர� ேவ%;நி� றா�பி�ன�    

>த�திர� ெப"ைம>த�திர� ெப"ைம>த�திர� ெப"ைம>த�திர� ெப"ைம    

 

"தி4ைல எவளியிேல கல)Bவி� டாலவ� 

தி��பிI� வ�வாேரா?"எ��� வ�ணெம�/ 

 

Kர Hத)திர� ேவ$; நி�றா� பி�ன� 

      ேவெறா�# ெகா9வாேரா?-எ�#� 

ஆர� B$^த- காைச ெகா$டா� க9ளி4 

      அறிைவ1 ெசA�Bவாேரா?  (Kர) 

 

.க,ந4 லற�ேம ய�றிெய4 லா�எவ#� 

      ெகா@ெய�# க$டா ேர4-அவ� 

இக,#� ஈன�ெதா$ ;ய-றிI� வா8வத-% 

      இ1ைசI- றி��பாேரா? (Kர) 

 

பிற)தவ� யாவ�� இற�ப B#திெய�� 

      ெப-றிைய அறி)தா ேர4-மான� 

Bற)தற� மற)B�பி� உயி�ெகா$/ வா8வB 

      Hகெம�# மதி�பாேரா?  (Kர) 

 

மா�ட ஜ�ம� ெப#வத- காிெத�� 

      வா@ைமைய உய�)தா ேர4-அவ� 

ஊ�ட4 தீயி�� உ$ைம நிைலதவற 

      உட�ப/ மா#ள ேதா?  (Kர) 

 

வி$ணி 5ரவிதைன வி-#வி� ெடவ��ேபா@ 

      மி�மினி ெகா9வா ேரா? 

க$ணி�� இனிய Hத)திர� ேபானபி� 

      ைகக�;� பிைழ�பா ேரா?  (Kர) 

 

ம$ணி5� ப2கைள வி��பி1 Hத)திர�தி� 

      மா$பிைன யிழ�பாேரா? 

க$ணிர$/� வி-#1 சி�திர� வா2கினா4 

      ைகெகா�;1 சிாியாேரா!  (Kர) 
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வ)ேத மாதர� எ�# வண2கியபி� 

      மாய�ைத வண2%வ ேரா? 

வ)ேத மாதர� ஒ�ேற தாரக� 

      எ�பைத மற�பாேரா?  (Kர) 

--------- 

33. Liberty (1908)33. Liberty (1908)33. Liberty (1908)33. Liberty (1908)    

 

1. Those that set their brave hearts on liberty, 

Will they take aught else thereafter? 

Thirsting for the nectar of gods, 

Would they think of today? 

 

2. Dharma alone lives; All else is transient; 

Those that have seen this truth, 

Would they seek to live thereafter 

In servitude dishonourable? 

 

3. Every one that is born must surely die: 

Those that have realised this law, 

Would they deem to pleasure to live, 

Disregarding honour and duty? 

 

4. To be born as man is rarest privilege: 

Those that realise this truth; 

Would they agree to enslave their souls, 

Even if their bodies be thrown in the fire? 

 

5. Would you barter the sun that shines in the sky 

For a glow-worm to play with? 

Losing freedom dearer than eyesight 



107 

 

Can you live in servitude bowing? 

 

6. Thinking to enjoy comforts 

Would you give up freedom? 

Is it not foolish to buy a picture, 

Selling both your eyes for the price? 

 

7. Having said Vande Mataram and bowed to the mother, 

Can you offer worship to Maya? 

How can you ever forget that Vande Mataram 

Is the true song of salvation? 

 

- Thiru C. Rajagopalachariar - 

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Swadesa Gitankal -- 1908. 

------------------ 

34. 34. 34. 34. ேம:தா திலக"#�J ெசா
ேம:தா திலக"#�J ெசா
ேம:தா திலக"#�J ெசா
ேம:தா திலக"#�J ெசா
வ+வ+வ+வ+    

 

ந�ம ஜாதி" க/"%ேமா 

(.திய க�சி� தைலவைர ேநா"கி நிதான" க�சியா� ெசா4Aத4) 

 

"ஓ@ ந)தனாேர! ந�ம ஜாதி" க/"%ேமா? 

நியாய) தாேனா? நீ� ெசா4A�?" எ�ற வ�ணெம�/ 

 

ப
லவிப
லவிப
லவிப
லவி    

ஓ@ திலகேர! ந�ம ஜாதி" க/"%ேமா? 

ெச@வB சாிேயா? ெசா4A� 

 

க%ணிக�க%ணிக�க%ணிக�க%ணிக�    

��னறி யா� .B வழ"க� நீ� 

      Y�; வி�ட தி)த� பழ"க� - இ�ேபாB 

எ)நகாிA மிB �ழ"க� - மிக 

      இ/�ைப ெச@I� இ)த ஒ,"க� (ஓ@ திலகேர) 
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Hத)திர� எ�கிற ேப1H - எ2க9 

      ெதா,�.க ெள4லா� Kணா@� ேபா1H - இB 

மத�பி;� தBேபாலா1H - எ2க9 

      மனித�" ெக4லா� வ)த ேத1H (ஓ@ திலகேர) 

 

ெவ9ைள நிற�தவ�"ேக ராmய� - அ�றி 

      ேவெற வ�"%மB தியாmய� - சி# 

பி9ைளக F"ேக உபேதச� - நீ� 

      ேபசிைவ�த ெத4லா� ேமாச� (ஓ@ திலகேர) 

-------------- 

34. Mehta to Tilak (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )34. Mehta to Tilak (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )34. Mehta to Tilak (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )34. Mehta to Tilak (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

(The Moderates address the leader of the new party) 

 

1. Oh Tilak, will this suit our race? 

Can your act ever be of grace? 

 

2. To every precedent unknown 

Is this new custom, you own; 

This has in every city, sway -- 

Your novel trouble-fraught way. 

 

3. Resounds everywhere freedom's voice 

Extirpating our serfdom's joys; 

All this is utter madness sure. 

And to our men calumny pure. 

 

4. Unto the whites is this nation: 

To all others a damnation; 

Your advice to urchins and lads 

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

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Swadesa Gitankal -- 1908. 

---------------- 

35. 35. 35. 35. மாஜினி எ�ற இ:தாK ேதச:+: ேதசாபிமானி த�மா
 9தாபிமாஜினி எ�ற இ:தாK ேதச:+: ேதசாபிமானி த�மா
 9தாபிமாஜினி எ�ற இ:தாK ேதச:+: ேதசாபிமானி த�மா
 9தாபிமாஜினி எ�ற இ:தாK ேதச:+: ேதசாபிமானி த�மா
 9தாபி#க�ப ட#க�ப ட#க�ப ட#க�ப ட    

''''ெயௗவன இ:தாKெயௗவன இ:தாKெயௗவன இ:தாKெயௗவன இ:தாK' ' ' ' எ�ற ச�க:திேல ெச-+ெகா%ட பிரதி#கிைனஎ�ற ச�க:திேல ெச-+ெகா%ட பிரதி#கிைனஎ�ற ச�க:திேல ெச-+ெகா%ட பிரதி#கிைனஎ�ற ச�க:திேல ெச-+ெகா%ட பிரதி#கிைன    

 

மாஜினியி� சபத� பிரதி"கிைன 

 

ேபர�� கட*9 தி�வ; யாைண, 

      பிற�பளி� ெதைமெயலா� .ர"%� 

தாரணி விள"கா� எ�ன� நா�;� 

      தவ�ெபய ரத�மிைச யாைண 

பாரெவ) Bய�க9 தா@�தி� நா�;� 

      பணி"ெகன� பலவித� Bழ�ற 

Kர�, ந�நா/ வா8ெகன K8)த 

      வி,மிேயா� தி��ெபய ராைண. 

 

ஈசனி2 ெகன"%� எ��ட� பிற)ேதா� 

      யாவ�"%� இய-ைகயி� அளி�த 

ேதசமி� .#வா� என"கவ� பணி�த 

      சீ�ய ரற2களி னாைண. 

மாச# ெம�ந- றாயிைன� பய)ெத� 

      வழி"ெகலா� உைறIளா� நா�;� 

ஆைசயி2 ெகவ�"%� இய-ைகயா ம�ேறா 

      அ�தைக ய�பி�மீ தாைண. 

 

தீயன .ாித4 �ைறதவி �ைடைம, 

      ெச�ைமதீ� அரசிய4, அநீதி 

ஆயவ- ெற�ன0 சிய-ைகயி� எ@B� 

      அ��பைக யத�மிைச யாைண 

ேதயெமா� ற-ேற� ந-%;" %ாிய 

      உாிைமக9 சிறிெத� மி4ேல�, 

_யசீ �ைட�தா� Hத)திர� Bவச� 

      Bள2கிலா நா�;ைட� பிற)ேத�. 
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ம-ைற நா�டவ��� நி�றி/� ேபா8B 

      ம$/ெம� ெவ�க�தி னாைண. 

�-றிய K/ ெப#ெகன� பைட�.-# 

      அ1ெசய4 �;�திட வ5ைம 

அ-றதா4 ம#%� எ��யி�" கதனி4 

      ஆ�)த ேபராவ5 னாைண. 

ந-றவ� .ாிய� பிற)த தாயி�மி) 

      நலன# ம;ைமயி� %ண�தா4. 

 

வ5யிழ) தி�"%� எ��யி� கத�க$ 

      வள�)தி/� ஆைசமீ தாைண. 

ம5*# சிற�பி� எ��ைட ��ேனா� 

      மா$பத� நிைனவி�மீ தாைண. 

ெம5*ட� இ)நா9 யா2க9 K8)தி�"%� 

      K81சியி �ண�1சிமீ தாைண. 

ெபா5*# .த4வ� _"கினி 5ற)B� 

      .�சிைற" கள�திைட யழி)B� 

 

ேவ-# நா/களி4 அவ� Bர� B$/� 

      ெம@%ைல) திற)Bேம ப/த4 

ஆ-ற கிலாரா@ எ�ம� நா�;� 

      அ�ைனமா� அ,2கணீ ராைண. 

மா-றல ெர2க9 ேகா;ய�" கிைழ"%� 

      வ%"ெகாணா� Bய�களி னாைண. 

ஏ-ற இ7வாைண யைன�Bேம- ெகா$ேட 

      யா�ெசI0 சபத2க9 இைவேய. 

 

கட*ளி) நா�;- கீ)தேதா� .னித" 

      க�டைள த�னி�� அதைன� 

திட�ற நி#வ �யAத4 ம-றி� 

      ேதச�ேத பிற)தவ�" ெக4லா� 

உட�# கடைம யா%ெம� பதி�� 

      ஊ�றிய ந�.த4 ெகா$/� 

தடநில மிைசேயா� சாதிைய இைறவ� 

      சைமெகன� பணி�பேன4 அBதா�. 

 

சைமதA" %ாிய திறைமI� அத-%� 

      த)Bள ென�பைத யறி)B� 

அைமIம� திறைம ஜன2கைள1 சா�� 
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      அ�னவ� தம"ெகன� தாேம 

தைமயல ெதவ�க9 BைணI மி4லாB 

      த�ம�) திறைமைய1 ெசA�த4 

Hைமெயன� ெபா#�பி� ெசய�தி�" கBேவ 

      L81சியா� எ�பைத யறி)B�, 

 

க�ம�0 ெசா)த நல�திைன1 சிறிB� 

      க�திடா தளி�தA) தாேன 

த�மமா� எ�#�, ஒ-#ைம ேயா/ 

      தள�விலா1 சி)தைன ெகாளேல 

ெப�ைமெகா9 வ5யா� எ�#ேம மன�தி- 

      ெபய�)திடா உ#திேம- ெகா$/�, 

அ�ைமசா4 சபத மிைவ.ாி கி�ேற� 

      ஆைணக ளைன�B �-ெகா$ேட. 

 

எ��டெனா�த த�ம�ைத ேய-றா� 

      இைய)தஇ7 வா5ப� சைப "ேக 

த��ட4, ெபா�F�, ஆவிI ெம4லா� 

      த�தமா வழ2கிேன�; எ2க9 

ெபா��ய� நா�ைட ஒ-#ைம Iைட�தா@1 

      Hத)திர� �$டB வாகி 

இ��ேமா� நா�;� சா�வில தாகி" 

      %;யர சிய�றதா யிலக. 

 

இவ�ட� யா�� இண2கிேய ெய�#� 

      இBவலா- பிறெதாழி 5லனா@� 

தவ�# �ய-சி ெச@திட" கடேவ�. 

      ச)தத0 ெசா45னா4, எ,�தா4, 

அவம# ெச@ைக யதனினா4 இயA� 

      அளெவ4லா� எ�மவ ாி)த 

நவ�# சைபயி ெனா�ெப�2 க��ைத 

      ந�கித� அறி)திட� .ாிேவ�. 

 

உய�மி) ேநா"க� நிைற*ற இண"க� 

      ஒ�#தா� மா�"கெம� பB*� 

ெசய�நிைல யாக1 ெச@திட- கறேம 

      சிற)தேதா� மா�"கெம� பB*�, 
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ெபய�வர எ2க9 நா�;ன� மன�தி- 

      ேப^மா றிய-றிட" கடேவ�, 

அயெலா� சைபயி 5�#ேதா ெற�#� 

      அைம)திடா தி�)திட" கடேவ�. 

 

எ2க9நா� ெடா�ைம எ�ெனா/2 %றி"%� 

      இ1சைப� தைலவரா யி��ேபா� 

த2களா" கிைனக ளைன�ைதI� பணி)B 

      தைல"ெகாள- ெக�#ேம கடேவ�, 

இ2ெகன தாவி மா@)தி/ ேம�� 

      இவ�பணி ெவளியிடா தி��ேப� 

B2கமா� ெசயலா- ேபாதைன யாA� 

      இய�றி/) Bைணயிவ�" களி�ேப�. 

 

இ�#� எ)நாF� இைவெசய� தவேற� 

      ெம@யிB, ெம@யிB; இவ-ைற 

எ�#ேம தவ# யிைழ�பேன4 எ�ைன 

      ஈசனா� நாசேம .ாிக. 

அ�றிI� ம"க9 ெவ#�ெதைன இக8க 

      அச�திய� பாதக0 L8க 

நி�றதீ ெய,வா@ நரக�தி� K8)B 

      நி�த�யா �ழAக ம�ேனா! 

 

ேவ# 

ேபசி நி�ற ெப��பிர தி"கிைன 

மாசி லாB நிைற*#� வ$ணேம 

ஆசி 3றி ய�F! ஏைழேய-% 

ஈச� எ�#� இதய� திலகிேய.- 

------------- 

35. Mazzini's Vow (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )35. Mazzini's Vow (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )35. Mazzini's Vow (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )35. Mazzini's Vow (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. I swear by the feet divine of the God 

Of great grace; I swear by the austere name 

Of my nation--a lamp unto the world--, 

That gave birth to us and nourished us all; 

I swear by the lofty ones who perished 
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Hailing divine motherland of heroes, 

In whose cause they did in a thousand ways 

Suffer excruciating cruelties. 

 

2. I swear by those lofty dharmas famous 

Ordained on me by God that the nation 

Which He gave so naturally to me 

And my brethren may exult in delight. 

Is it not but nature that one doth love 

The nation thar gave one, one's own mother 

And serves as the home of one's progeny? 

By such love I do take this solemn oath. 

 

3. I swear by the hostility I bear 

By nature, towards evil-doing vile, 

Improper acquisition, misrule base, 

Injustice and wrongs of similar kind. 

Deprived of nation and the least of rights 

To noble clanship and citizenship 

I am condemned to be born in a country 

Bereft of the banner pure, of freedom. 

 

4. I swear by the shame that wells up in me 

When I stand before other countrymen; 

I swear by the great longing of my life 

Which languishes without strength to achieve 

The Bliss of Release to seek which alone 

My life was with an embodiment blest. 

Though born to perform the goodly tapas 

By reason of the slave's mentality 
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5. My life is grown effete; but its desire 

Doth swell; by that soaring desire I swear. 

I swear by the memoried majesty 

Of my forbears of abundant renown. 

I swear by the very downfall to which 

We are this day so weakly subjected. 

Glorious sons perish at the gallows; 

They wallow in vile incarceration; 

 

6. They are alas exiled to other lands 

Where they perish utterly mortified. 

At this the Mother of our dear country 

Weeps and weeps; I swear by her sacred tears. 

I swear by the unexampled sorrows 

Caused by our enemies to us--millions. 

You have heard me swear and to these I add 

These, my further solemn obligations. 

 

7. Greater than the holy commandment of God 

Issued to this country, and greater than 

The indispensable duties cast on 

All men born in this country to perform 

God's fiat, is the knowledge that if God should 

Order the creation of a race--firm 

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

That race can flourish only if it is 

 

8. Fully aware of the divine will which 

At its creation infused it with skill 

To flourish; it should again know further 

That its stability depends upon 
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Its people and that they themselves, without, 

From others seeking help, should ply their skill, 

Bearing well their responsibility, 

Which alone, be it known, will spell success. 

 

9. To perform duty and to give freely 

Not caring a little for petty self 

Are dharma; a spirit of union fired 

By unflagging resolution marks strength 

That is glorious; with these principles 

Indelibly imprinted in my mind, 

I hereby swear these oaths, solemn and rare, 

Well remembering all the vows I have made. 

 

10. To this "Society of the Young" wrought by 

The youths who are wedded to my dharma, 

I dedicate in truth and gift away 

My life, my body and possessions all, 

That our golden country may by power 

Of union and freedom ever flourish 

As a republic, truly pursuing 

The great policy of non-alignment. 

 

11. Companied with these lads, let me always 

Work, with no fault to mar my endeavours; 

I will never think of any other work. 

For sure, always, by word of mouth, by writing, 

And by deed from blemish totally free, 

To the extent which is possible for me, 

I will explicate the great ideal 

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

The only way is unity; to stablish 

Triumph and to make it endure for eter, 

Dharma alone is the goodly way true; 

I will strive to imprint these indelibly 

In the tablets of the hearts of our men. 

Any society other than this--ours --, 

Never will I at any point of time join. 

 

13. This society marks our iand's unity; 

I will e'er abide by all the behests 

Of its leaders in strict obedience 

And aye, in wilful veneration. 

Even if I were to forfeit my life 

I will not publish their secret commands. 

By righteous practice and precept also 

I will render them my very best help. 

 

14. From this day and always, I'll not omit 

To do these; I swear, I swear; if ever 

I should from this course deviate at all, 

May the Almighty annihilate me! 

May people too condemn and contemn me! 

May evil false surround me for ever! 

May I into flaming inferno fall 

And suffer perdition everlasting! 

May the Lord -- God abide in me 

And keep me steadfast by His Grace 

In these solemn obligations 

To which I have willingly sworn. 
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-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Swadesa Gitankal -- 1908. The 

poem was composed at the request of the great patriot V.O.Chidam baram Pillai. 

---------------- 

36. 36. 36. 36. ெவ�ைள#கார ெவ�ைள#கார ெவ�ைள#கார ெவ�ைள#கார வி8J +ைர F12வி8J +ைர F12வி8J +ைர F12வி8J +ைர F12    

ராக�-த$டக� தாள�-ஆதி 

 

நா�; ெல2%� Hத)திர வா0ைசைய 

      நா�;னா@;-கன4-Y�;னா@; 

வா�; I�ைன மட"கி1 சிைற"%9ேள 

      மா�/ேவ�;-வ5-கா�/ேவ�.  (நா�;) 

 

3�ட2 3; வ)ேத மாதரெம�# 

      ேகாஷி�தா@;-எைம� _ஷி�தா@; 

ஓ�ட�நா2கெள/"க ெவ�ேற க�ப4 

      ஓ�;னா@; ெபா�9-ஈ�;னா@.  (நா�;) 

 

ேகாைழ� ப�ட ஜன2கF" %$ைமக9 

      3றினா@;-ச�ட�-மீறினா@; 

ஏைழ�ப� ;2% இற�த4 இழிெவ�ேற 

      ஏசினா@;-Kர�-ேபசினா@  (நா�;) 

 

அ;ைம� ேப;க9 த�ைம மனித�க9 

      ஆ"கினா@;-.�ைம-ேபா"கினா@; 

மி;ைம ேபாB� நம"ெக� றி�)ேதாைர 

      மீ�;னா@;-ஆைச-ஊ�;னா@  (நா�;) 

 

ெதா$ெடா� ேறெதாழி லா"ெகா$ ;�)ேதாைர� 

      _$;னா@; .க8-ேவ$;னா@ 

க$ட க$டெதாழி4 க-க மா�"க2க9 

      கா�;னா@;-ேசா�ைவ-ஓ�;னா@.  (நா�;) 
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எ2%� இ)தHய ராmய வி��ப�ைத 

      ஏவினா@;-விைத-_வினா@; 

சி2க� ெச@I� ெதாழிைல1 சி#�ய4 

      ெச@யேவா?-நீ2க9-உ@யேவா?-  (நா�;) 

 

H�/ K8�திேய .�தி வ��திட1 

      ெசா4Aேவ�:-%�தி"-ெகா4Aேவ�; 

த�;� ேபHேவா �$ேடா?சிைற"%9ேள 

      த9Fேவ�:-பழி-ெகா9Fேவ�.  (நா�;) 

------------ 

36. An Englishman to an Indian Patriot (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )36. An Englishman to an Indian Patriot (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )36. An Englishman to an Indian Patriot (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )36. An Englishman to an Indian Patriot (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. You have roused the passion for liberty 

Throughout the country; fire kindled burns, see. 

I will cause you suffer travail in jail, 

Can aught ever my power countervail? 

 

2. With your crowds, 'Vande Mataram' you cry, 

Thus it is aye, you choose us to decry; 

Building ships you cause them ply over sea 

To amass wealth immense and make us flee. 

 

3. To the timid, truths you inculcated 

And against laws of land militated; 

'To perish impoverished is disgrace' 

You cried and spoke with valour us to outface. 

 

4. The eunuch slaves into men you transformed, 

No longer would they be the old deformed; 

You redeemed them content with indigence; 

Firing them with greed of magnificence. 
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5. The servile workers you have incited; 

To seek glory great you have ignited. 

The way to undertakings you have shown 

Killing lassitude and seeking renown. 

 

6. Passion for Swaraj everywhere you lit, 

Seeds of freedom you sowed for your benefit. 

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

 

7. I will shoot you, din into your good sense, 

I'll kill you and cause you troubles immense, 

Who can dare defy me? You, will I jail; 

Wreak vengeance; nought over me can prevail. 

 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Janma Bhumi -- 1909. This and the following 

poem, according to the "Native Paper Reports" appeared in India dated 4-4-1908. 

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

translated during the proceed ings of the Ashe murder case. 

 

The titles given to this and the following poem by Bharati are respectively as follows: 

1. What Collector Wynch says to Sri Chidambaran Pillai. 

2. The reply by Sri Chidambaram Pillai to Collector Wynch. 

---------------- 

37. ‘37. ‘37. ‘37. ‘கெல#ட� வி�>#� M சித�பர�பி�ைள ெசா
Kய ம2ெமாழி’கெல#ட� வி�>#� M சித�பர�பி�ைள ெசா
Kய ம2ெமாழி’கெல#ட� வி�>#� M சித�பர�பி�ைள ெசா
Kய ம2ெமாழி’கெல#ட� வி�>#� M சித�பர�பி�ைள ெசா
Kய ம2ெமாழி’    

 

ெசா)த நா�;- பர�"க;ைம ெச@ேத 

      B0சிேடா� -- இனி -- அ0சிேடா�; 

எ)த நா�;�� இ)த அநீதிக9 

      ஏ-%ேமா? -- ெத@வ� -- பா�"%ேமா?        1 
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வ)ேத மாதர� எ�#யி� ேபா�வைர 

      வா8�Bேவா� -- �; -- தா8�Bேவா�; 

எ)த மா�யி ர�ைனைய� ேபா-#த4 

      ஈனேமா? -- அவ -- மானேமா?        2 

 

ெபா,ெத4லா� எ2க9 ெச4வ2 ெகா9ைளெகா$/ 

      ேபாகேவா? -- நா2க9 -- சாகேவா? 

அ,B ெகா$;�� ேபாேமா? ஆ$பி9ைளக9 நா2க9 

      அ4லேமா? -- உயி� -- ெவ4லேமா?        3 

 

நா2க9 ��பB ேகா; ஜன2கF� 

      நா@கேளா -- ப�றி1 -- ேச@கேளா? 

நீ2க9 ம�/� மனித�கேளாஇB 

      நீதேமா? -- பி; -- வாதேமா?        4 

 

பாரத த�திைட அ�. ெசA�Bத4 

      பாபேமா? -- மனn -- தாபேமா? 

3# எ2க9 மி;ைமைய� தீ��பB 

      %-றேமா -- இதி4 -- ெச-றேமா?        5 

 

ஒ-#ைம வழி ெயா�ேற வழிெய�பB 

      ஓ�)தி�ேடா� -- ந�% -- ேத�)தி�ேடா� 

ம-# நீ2க9 ெச@I2ெகா/ ைம"ெகலா� 

      மைல*ேறா� -- சி�த� -- கைல*ேறா�.        6 

 

சைதைய� B$/B$ டா"கி�� உ�ென$ண� 

      சாIேமா? -- ஜீவ� -- ஓIேமா? 

இதய� B9ேள இல2% மஹாப"தி 

      ஏ%ேமா? -- ெந0ச� -- ேவ%ேமா?        7 

--------------- 
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37. The Reply of the Indian Patriot to the Englishman (1909) (Thiru37. The Reply of the Indian Patriot to the Englishman (1909) (Thiru37. The Reply of the Indian Patriot to the Englishman (1909) (Thiru37. The Reply of the Indian Patriot to the Englishman (1909) (Thiru 

T.N.Ramachandran ) 

 

1. Slaves to aliens we will no longer be 

In our land; we will be from fear free; 

No nation will your injustice endure, 

Will God to this be a witness for sure? 

 

2. 'Vande Mataram' we will hail till we die; 

Thus will we ever our Mother glorify. 

Is it sin to hail Mother as life dear? 

Will dishonour to our worship adhere? 

 

3. Are we to suffer your constant plunder 

Which will in days to come, our death engender? 

Are we not inen? Will we merely weep? 

Will we ever live cheap? Are we but sheep? 

 

4, Are the thirty crores of us curs and dogs? 

Are we the progeny of pigs and hogs? 

Think you only to be men? Is this fair  

Your stubborn stand of a mere doctrinaire? 

 

5. Is love of Mother-Bharat a great sin? 

Can this be a matter for chagrin? 

We 'll end poverty: Is this with crime fraught? 

Can you to this grow angry, all distraught? 

 

6. That is the true way that leads to unity, 

We have known this to be a certainty. 

Your cruelty will not us distay. 



122 

 

We will stand firm for ever, come what may. 

 

7. Us you may hack and whack, yet your desire 

Will not fruit bear; never will quench our life's fire. 

Great Bhakti is indeed our strength inner, 

It will to our broken hearts minister. 

 

-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: See Note for 36. 

---------------- 

38. 38. 38. 38. எ�2 தணி<மி�த >த�திர தாக�எ�2 தணி<மி�த >த�திர தாக�எ�2 தணி<மி�த >த�திர தாக�எ�2 தணி<மி�த >த�திர தாக�????    

i கி�pண nேதா�திர� 

கவிக9 

ராக� கமாn, ஆதி தாள� 

 

எ�# தணிI� இ)த Hத)திர தாக� 

எ�# ம;I� எ2க9 அ;ைமயி� ேமாக� 

எ�# எமB அ�ைன ைக வில2%க9 ேபா%� 

எ�# எமB இ�ன4க9 தீ�)B ெபா@யா%� 

 

அ�ெறா� பாரத� ஆ"கவ) ேதாேன! 

ஆாிய� வா8விைன ஆதாி� ேபாேன! 

ெவ�றி த�)Bைண நி�ன� ள�ேறா? 

ெம@ய; ேயா�இ��� வா/த4 ந�ேறா? 

 

ப0ச�� ேநாI� நி� ெம@ய;யா�"ேகா 

பாாினி4 ேம�ைமக9 ேவாிநியா�"ேகா 

த0ச� அைட)த பி� ைக விடலாேமா 

தா@ உ)த� %ழ)ைதைய த9ளிடேபாேமா 

 

அ0செல� ற�9 ெசI2 கடைம யி4லாேயா? 

ஆாிய! நீI�நி� அற�மற) தாேயா? 

ெவ0ெசய4 அர"கைர K�;/ ேவாேனா! 

Kர சிகாமணி! ஆாிய� ேகாேன! 
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---------- 

38. Thirst for Freedom (1909)38. Thirst for Freedom (1909)38. Thirst for Freedom (1909)38. Thirst for Freedom (1909)    

 

1. When will this thirst for freedom slake? 

When will our love of slavery die? 

When will our Mother's fetters break? 

When will our tribulations cease? 

 

2. Lord! Architect of the Bharat war, 

And sustainer of Aryan life! 

Lead, lead us, to victory! 

Is it right we remain slaves? 

 

3. Are famine and disease alone our share? 

For whom, then, are the laurels and fruits? 

Would you abandon us, your suppliants? 

Could the mother cast her child aside? 

 

4. Brave Warrior! Aryan Lord! 

Destroyer of the demon-race, 

Where's your dharma? Is not your duty 

To revive us, and chase Fear away? 

 

- Dr. Prema Nandakumar 

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Janma Bhumi.' 

From the "Native Paper Reports" of the British Government of India, we learn that the 

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

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

Krishna." 
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On 9-3-1908 Bharati sang this song at the meeting held in Triplicane beach to 

celebrate the release of Bipin Chandra Pal from imprison ment. A translation of this 

song was marked as an Exhibit in the Ashe murder case. 

-------------- 

39. 39. 39. 39. ஆாிய� க சி� கைம�ண� பலேவஆாிய� க சி� கைம�ண� பலேவஆாிய� க சி� கைம�ண� பலேவஆாிய� க சி� கைம�ண� பலேவ    

�ண� பல�ண� பல�ண� பல�ண� பல    

 

ஆாிய� க�கி2 கைம%ண� பலேவ. 

அைவேய, 

��ேனா� பயி�ற �ைறைமயின�ைமைய� 

பி�ேனா� தமெவன� ேப^த ெலா�ேற, 

தா� பிற)தி�ட தைகெப# நா�;- 

பி�னிடா வ�ைப� ெப-றிட ெலா�ேற, 

அவ�ெப#� ேபாிைன ய�மக- கி�/ 

வா@மண)திடேவ வழ2%த ெலா�ேற, 

இ-.த மாகர வைகெசய ெலா�ேற. 

---------------- 

39. Aryan Traits (239. Aryan Traits (239. Aryan Traits (239. Aryan Traits (2----5555----1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

Many indeed are the Aryan traits; 

To embrace for sure, the practised virtue 

Of their ancients as their own, is one of them. 

To come by a love unexcellable 

For their Motherland is one such trait. 

To name their progeny after the great 

And mouth such names in ecstasy, is one. 

To guard the home from aliens too, is one. 

 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The Tamil original was published in India. Bharati wrote an article on Rani 

Lakshmi Bhai. The article concluded with this poem. 

--------------- 
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40. 40. 40. 40. பாரதேதவியி� தி":தசா�க�பாரதேதவியி� தி":தசா�க�பாரதேதவியி� தி":தசா�க�பாரதேதவியி� தி":தசா�க�    

ேநாிைச ெவ$பா 

 

நாம� (கா�ேபாதி) 

 

ப1ைச மணி"கிளிேய! பாவிெயன" ேகேயாக� 

பி1ைச ய�ளியதா@ ேப�ைரயா@! - இ1சக�தி4 

�ரணமா ஞான� .க8விள"ைக நா�/வி�த 

பாரதமா ேதவிெயன� பா/. 

 

நா/ (வச)தா) 

 

ேதனா� ெமாழி"கி9ளா@ ேதவிெயன" கான)த 

மானா9 ெபா� னா�ைட அறிவி�பா@! - வானா/ 

ேபாிமய ெவ-.�த4 ெப$%மாி ஈறா%� 

ஆாியநா ெட�ேற அறி. 

 

நக� (மணிர2%) 

 

இ�மழைல� ைப2கிளிேய! எ2க9 உயிரானா9 

ந�ைமIற வா,� நகெரBெகா4? - சி�மயேம 

நாென� றறி)த நனிெபாிேயா�" கி�ன�B 

தாென�ற காசி� தல�. 

 

ஆ# (H��;) 

 

வ$ண" கிளி! வ)ேத மாதரெம� ேறாBவைர 

இ�னலற" கா�பா ளியா#ைரயா@! - ந�ன�ெசய� 

தா�ேபா� வழிெயலா� த�மெமா/ ெபா�விைள"%� 

வா�ேபா)த க2ைகெயன வா8�B. 

மைல (கானடா) 

 

மைல (கானடா) 

 

ேசாைல� பH2கிளிேய! ெதா�மைறக9 நா�%ைடயா9 

வாைல வள�� மைல3றா@! - ஞால�B9 
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ெவ-ெபா�#� ஈ;லதா@ வி$ணி4 �;தா"%� 

ெபா-ெபா�# ெவ9ைள� ெபா��.. 

 

ஊ�தி (த�யாசி) 

 

சீ�� சிற�.�ய� ெச4வ�ேமா ெர$ண-றா9 

ஊ�� .ரவி உைரத�தா@! ேதாி� 

பாிமிைசg� வாள4ல9 பாரைன�B� அ0H� 

அாிமிைசேய ஊ�வா9 அவ9. 

 

பைட (�காாி) 

 

க�ைண I�வானா9 கா@)ெத,2கா- கி9ளா@ 

ெச�நைரK8� B�பைடெய� ெச�பா@! - ெபா�பவ� 

ேம4த$ணளியா4 KழாB, Kழி� தைக�பாிதா� 

தி$ண�# வா�%5ச� ேத#. 

 

�ரH (ெச0H��;) 

 

ஆைச மரகதேம! அ�ைன தி� ��றி5ைட 

ஓைச வள��ரச� ஓBவா@! - ேபHகேவா 

ச�தியேம, ெச@க த�மேம எ�ெறா5ெச@ 

��தித�� ேவத �ரH. 

 

தா� (பிலகாி) 

 

வாரா@ இள0Hகேம! வ)தி�பா�" ெக�#மிட� 

தாரா9 .ைனIபணி� தா�3றா@! - ேசராைர 

�-றா" %#நைகயா4 �-#வி�B� தாெனாளி�வா9 

ெபா-றா மைர�தா� .ைன)B. 

 

ெகா; (ேகதார�) 

 

ெகா;�பவள வா@"கி9ளா@! L�திர�� தீ2%� 

ம;�பவளி� ெவ4ெகா;தா� ம-ெற�? - அ;�பணிவா� 

ந�றார� தீயா� ந5*றேவ KHெமாளி 



127 

 

%�றா வயிர" ெகா;. 

-------------- 

40. 40. 40. 40. Dasanka of Bharata Devi (10Dasanka of Bharata Devi (10Dasanka of Bharata Devi (10Dasanka of Bharata Devi (10----10101010----1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. Parrot green and gem-like! 

Who did bless this sinner 

With the boon of Yoga? 

Declare her name, the Mother's 

It is Bharat Devi! 

Hail her in 'solemn verse 

Who has on earth stablished 

The famous lamp unique 

Of perfect wisdom great. 

 

2. Parrot of honied words 

Devi to me is bliss. 

Pray declare unto me 

Her great golden country. 

Let that be known to you  

As the Arya-country 

From sky-capped Himachal 

To Kanyakumari. 

 

3. O parrot babbling sweet 

She in truth is our life. 

What indeed is the town 

That holds her blessed home? 

It is Varanasi -- 

True nectar to the wise 

Who know them to be 

God Steept in godly wisdom--, 



128 

 

 

4. O my comely parrot! 

Them she frees from trouble 

And protects, who ever chant 

"Vande Mataram". 

What may her river be? 

'Tis supernal Ganga 

That irrigating flows 

With piety and gold. 

 

5. Green parrot of Eden 

Hers are the Vedas four, 

Eternal is her youth. 

Point to me her mountain. 

Know that for sure, to be 

The one of unsunned snow, 

The one that peerless stands 

The very sky piercing. 

 

6. O parrot, winged wonder! 

Beyond reckoning she's 

Great, glorious, wealthy. 

What courser does she ride? 

Know this to be the truth: 

No car of steeds, she rides, 

She does a lion ride. 

The terror of this earth. 

 

7. She is mercy incarnate 

Yet, oh pretty parrot, 

With what weapon does she 
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Her foes quell, when provoked? 

Her mercy prevents her 

From wielding the weapon; 

But should she wield. Kulis 

Sure death to all the foes. 

 

8. Lovely emerald, what drum, 

Pray, tell me, resounds there 

Fronting Mother's dwelling? 

'Tis the drum of Vedas  

Whose gift is salvation 

Hearken to its message: 

"For ever speak the truth 

And do that which is righteous." 

 

9. Come my tender parrot 

Freed are they from sorrows 

That ever adore her. 

What garland does she wear? 

A garland of lotus-- 

All golden she does wear, 

And by her tender smile 

Subdues foes, and dazzles, 

 

10. Coral-mouthed parrot! 

Sin and evil she quells. 

What triumphal flag is hers? 

It is that which protects 

Them that hail her feet twain 

Laying low evil ones; 

The Flag of Thunderbolt 
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Of undiminished lustre! 

 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The Tamil original appeared in India. 

------------------ 

41. 41. 41. 41. எ�க� தா-எ�க� தா-எ�க� தா-எ�க� தா-    

(காவ;1 சி)தி4 ஆ#�க வ;ேவலவேன எ�ற ெம�/) 

 

ெதா�# நிக8)த தைன�B� உண�)தி/ 

L8கைல வாண�கF� - இவ9 

எ�# பிற)தவ9 எ�#ண ராத 

இய4பின ளா� எ2க9 தா@. 

 

யா�� வ%�த- காிய பிராய�த 

ளாயி� ேமய2க9 தா@ - இ)த� 

பா�9எ) நாFேமா� க�னிைக எ�ன� 

பயி�றி/ வா9எ2க9 தா@. 

 

��பBேகா; �க�ைட யா9உயி� 

ெமா@�.ற ெவா�#ைடயா9 - இவ9 

ெச�. ெமாழிபதி ென�/ைட யா9 எனி- 

சி)தைன ஒ�#ைடயா9. 

 

நாவினி4 ேவத �ைடயவ9 ைகயி4 

நல)திக8 வாFைட யா9 - தைன 

ேமவின�" கி�ன�9 ெச@பவ9 தீயைர 

K�;/ ேதாFைடயா9. 

 

அ#பB ேகா; தட"ைகக ளாA� 

அற2க9 நட�Bவ9 தா@ - தைன1 

ெச#வB நா; வ�பவ ைர�Bக9 

ெச@B கிட�Bவ9 தா@. 

 

�மி யி ��ெபாைற மி"%ைட யா9ெப#� 

.$ணிய ெந0சின9 தா@ - எனி4 

ேதாமிைழ� பா��� நி�றி/2 கா-ெகா/) 
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B�"ைக யைனயவ9 தா@. 

 

க-ைற1 சைடமதி ைவ�த Bறவிைய" 

ைகெதா, வா9எ2க9 தா@ - ைகயி4 

ஒ-ைற� திகிாிெகா$ ேட,ல காF� 

ஒ�வைன I)ெதா, வா9. 

 

ேயாக�தி ேலநிக ர-றவ9 உ$ைமI� 

ஒ�ெறன ந�றறி வா9 - உய� 

ேபாக�தி ேலI� நிைற)தவ9 எ$ண�� 

ெபா-%ைவ தா�ைடயா9. 

 

ந4லற� நா;ய ம�னைர வா8�தி 

நய�.ாி வா9எ2க9 தா@ - அவ� 

அ4லவ ராயி� அவைரவி ,2கி�பி� 

ஆன)த" 3�தி /வா9. 

 

ெவ$ைம வளாிம யாசல� த)த 

விற�மக ளா�எ2க9 தா@ - அவ� 

தி$ைம மைறயி�� தா�மைற யா9நி�த0 

சீ�# வா9எ2க9 தா@. 

------------- 

41. Our Mother41. Our Mother41. Our Mother41. Our Mother    

 

1. Wher was our Mother born-- 

Who can hazard a guess? 

Not even the learned that discern 

What happened in the days of yore. 

 

2. Though our Mother's age 

No one can compute, 

Alone on earth does she shine 

For ever in virgin bloom. 

 

3. Three hundred million 
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Her faces are; 

But all, all of them 

Throb with one vibrant life. 

 

4. Eighteen are the languages 

That she speaks; 

But animating them all 

Is only one thought. 

 

5. Vedas are the speech 

Of this sword-wielding Lady; 

Merciful to her votaries, 

She extirpates evil men, 

 

6. Six hundred million 

Her hands are; 

All of them perform 

Only righteous deeds. 

 

7. If vile wretches there are 

That seek to subdue her, 

She routs them all 

And reduces them to pulp. 

 

8. More patient than Earth 

Is our Holy Mother; 

But before wicked men 

She is Durga, the destroyer, 

 

9. She adores the ascetic God 

That wears the horned moon on the matted locks. 
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She worships as well the discus--bearer 

That protects the seven Worlds. 

 

10. Peerless in mystic meditation, 

She perceives that Truth is One; 

She also revels in worldly joys -- 

This Lady of immense riches. 

 

11. Rulers reputed for 

Justice seasoned with mercy 

he blesses with boons in plenty 

Others she devours and dances in delight. 

 

12. Heroic daughter she is 

Of the snow-clad Himavant; 

Even if his might should melt away 

She will grow from strength to strength. 

 

- Prof. S.Ramakrishnan 

Note: The Tamil original appeared in India. 

-------------- 

42. 42. 42. 42. >த�திர�>த�திர�>த�திர�>த�திர�    

    

தாைதய� %�தியி- சா@)B தா� ம;யி��  

பி�வழி ம"க9 ேப^மா றளி"%� 

Hத)திர� ெப��ேபா� ஓ�கா- ெறாட2%ேம- 

ப��ைற ேதா-%� பா�ைம� தாயி�� 

இ#தியி� ெவ-றிெயா ;ல%த4 தி$ண�. 

 

42. Freedom (21-11-1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran ) 

 

Though we sink and die for the cause 



134 

 

For which our fathers shed their blood 

Our progeny will be by Freedom fostered 

And the great war once begun in its cause 

Though destined to meet with many failures 

Yet in the end will achieve victory. 

 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The Tamil original appeared in India. It was prefixed to the essay called 'The 

First Attempt' by Bharati. The Tamil version, according to Bharati, is a free rendering 

of a verse by Lord Byron. Our poet has given in prose the meaning of his rendering. 

It is as follows: "Shedding blood, though men might die generation after generation, 

yet the war of freedom continued by the sons would ultimately end in victory 

notwithstanding many failures." 

----------- 

43. 43. 43. 43. ஐய பாரத!ஐய பாரத!ஐய பாரத!ஐய பாரத!    

 

சிற)B நி�ற சி)ைத ேயா/ 

      ேதய G# ெவ�றிவ9 

மற)த வி�)த) நாட� வ)B 

      வாழி ெசா�ன ேபா8தி��, 

இர)B மா$.! தீர மி"க 

      ஏ8ைம ெகா$ட ேபா8தி��, 

அற)த 5�கி லாB நி-%� 

      அ�ைன ெவ-றி ெகா9கேவ!  1 

 

G# ேகா; G4க9 ெச@B 

      G# ேதய வாண�க9 

ேத# [$ைம ெகா9ல வி2% 

      ேத; வ)த நாளி��, 

மா# ெகா$/ க4வி ேதய 

      வ$ைம தீ�)த நாளி��, 

ஈ# நி-% �$ைம ெயா�றி 

      ைற0சி நி-ப9 வா8கேவ!  2 
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வி4ல� வா8* %�றி ேயாய 

      Kர வாF மாயேவ. 

ெவ4A ஞான� வி0சி ேயா�ெச@ 

      ெம@�ைம G4க9 ேதய*� 

ெசா4A மி7வ ைன�B� ேவ# 

      L, ந�ைம I)தர 

வ4ல G4ெக டாBகா�ப9 

      வாழி ய�ைன வாழிேய  3 

 

ேதவ �$^ ஈ�ம �)B 

      ேச�)த %�ப ெம�னேவ" 

ேம* வா�க ட-க ^9ள 

      ெவ9ள நீைர ெயா�ப*� 

பாவ ெக0சி ேனாச�நி த�ப 

      நி�த4 ெச2வ ராயி�� 

ஓவி லாத ெச4வ மி��� 

      ஓ2% ம�ைன வா8கேவ!  4 

 

இத)த�� ெதாழி4க9 ெச@B 

      இ��. வி"% ந4கின9 

பத)தர- %ாிய வாய  

      ப�ம த2க9 நா�;ன9 

வித�ெப#�ப4 நா; ன�"% 

      ேவெறா �$ைம ேதா-றேவ 

Hத)திர�தி லாைச இ�# 

      ேதா-றி னா9ம� வா8கேவ! 5 

------------- 

43. Victory to Mother 43. Victory to Mother 43. Victory to Mother 43. Victory to Mother (5(5(5(5----12121212----1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. With lofty thoughts soaring high 

Mother her triumph registers 

Over a hundred nations; 

The vanquished, shorn of bravery 

Bow before Mother and hail her. 
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(The wheel of fortune turns alas!) 

Mother stands steeped in indigence 

Shorn of her heroic majesty. 

What though her state be, never does 

Great mother, from piety swerve. 

May success be Mother's always! 

 

2. Time was when pandits the world over, 

-- Authors of millions of great works--, 

Came thronging here in longing quest 

Of the unique truth ultimate. 

(The wheel of fortune turns alas!) 

Learning, this day, is on the wane 

As patronage has ceased to be. 

What though her state be, the 

Mother For ever adores that which is 

The Residue of Residues, 

 

The Ultimate Truth Immortal! 

May Mother flourish for ever! 

3. Gone is the life of bowmen great, 

Gone is the day of heroic sword, 

Gone are the great scriptures of truth 

Wrought by men of excelling wisdom. 

All these to resuscitate 

That benefits may be restored 

She will provide what is needed, 

By sàving that work that saves. 

May Mother flourish for ever! 

 

4. Even when sinners daily exploit 
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And denude her of her great wealth, 

Like a jar of nectar --drink divine --, 

That suffers no diminution 

Like the waters of ocean-streams, 

She yicids eternal wealth endless 

Much sought after by so many. 

May Mother flourish for ever! 

 

5. She devised crafts and granted them 

To this world to thrive in well. 

Many religions she revealed 

To usher in beatitudes; 

To envision a different truth 

For multitudinous nations 

She hath this day fostered a love 

So great and grand for Liberty! May 

Mother flourish for ever! 

 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The Tamil original appeared in India. Bharati explains Valla nul occur 

ring in stanza 3 as the Upanishad or the Gita. 

-------------- 

44. 44. 44. 44. 9வத�திர தாக�9வத�திர தாக�9வத�திர தாக�9வத�திர தாக�    

Hத)திர� பயி� 

 

த$ணீ�வி� ேடா வள��ேதா�? ச�ேவசா! இ�பயிைர" 

க$ணீரா- கா�ேதா�; க�க� தி�*ளேமா? 

 

எ$ணெமலா� ெந@யாக எ��யிாி �9வள�)த 

வ$ண விள"கிஃB ம;ய� தி�*ளேமா? 
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ஓராயிர வ�ட� ஓ@)B கிட)த பி�ன� 

வாராB ேபாலவ)த மாமணிைய� ேதா-ேபாேமா? 

 

த�மேம ெவ4Aேம�� சா�ேறா�ெசா4 ெபா@யாேமா? 

க�ம விைள*க9 யா� க$டெதலா� ேபாதாேதா? 

 

ேமேலா�க9 ெவ0சிைறயி4 K8)B கிட�பB*� 

Gேலா�க9 ெச"க;யி4 ேநாவB*2 கா$கிைலேயா? 

 

எ$ண-ற ந4ேலா� இதய� .,2கியி� 

க$ண-ற ேச@ேபா- கல2%வB2 கா$கிைலேயா? 

 

மாதைரI� ம"கைளI� வ�க$ைம யா-பிாி)B 

காத 5ைளஞ� க��தழித4 காணாேயா? 

 

எ)தா@! நீ த)த இய-ெபா�ெள லாமிழ)B 

ெநா)தா�"% நீய�றி ேநாவழி�பா� யா�ளேரா? 

 

இ�ப1 Hத)திர�நி� இ�ன�ளா- ெப-றத�ேறா? 

அ�ப-ற மா"க9 அைத�பறி�தா- காவாேயா? 

 

வா�மைழ யி4ைலெய�றா4 வா8*$ேடா ?எ)ைத Hயா 

தீனெமம" கி4ைல ெய�றா4 தீனெரB ெச@ேவாேம? 

 

ெந0சக�ேத ெபா@யி�றி ேந�)தெதலா� நீ த�வா@ 

வ0சகேமா எ2க9 மன�_@ைம காணாேயா? 

 

ெபா@"ேகா உடA� ெபா�Fயி�� வா�/கிேறா�? 

ெபா@"ேகா தீராB .ல�பி� B;�பBேம? 

 

நி�ெபா��/ நி�ன�ளா4 நி��ாிைமயா� ேக�டா4, 

எ�ெபா��/ நீதா� இர2கா தி��பBேவா? 
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இ�# .திதா@ இர"கி�ேறா ேமா? ��ேனா� 

அ�#ெகா/ வா8)த அ�ைமெயலா� ஓராேயா? 

 

நீI� அற�� நில�தி��த4 ெம@யானா4 

ஓI�ன� எ2கF"கி7 ஓ�வர� நீ ந4%திேய” 

--------------- 

44. Freedom Plant (1944. Freedom Plant (1944. Freedom Plant (1944. Freedom Plant (19----12121212----1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

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

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

 

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

Is it your pleasure it should be dead? 

 

3. After years a thousand there came on a day 

A diamond most dazzling: shall we throw it away? 

 

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

Our suffering not enough through all these ages? 

 

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

Slaving at mills, rotting in fetters? 

 

6. Countless good ones, their hearts stifled, 

Blinded, bewildered, of all things rifled? 

 

7. By baleful tyranny kept separated 

Fathers from families, lovers ill-fated? 

 

8. O Father, we have abused all that you gave us: 
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Who but you now to heal and save us? 

 

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

Will you not guard it against unkind baboons? 

 

10. Can life exist if there is no rain? 

Without freedom are not all things vain? 

 

11. Merciful, generous, can you not see 

How our hearts are of falsehood free? 

 

12. Is it in vain our substance we spend? 

Torture our bodies, moan without end? 

 

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

How comes it you cannot pity our plight? 

 

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

Didn't our forefathers have all we desire? 

 

15. If virtue and you abide as they say 

Grant us this one gift in our day! 

 

-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The Tamil original appeared in India. 

------------- 
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45. 45. 45. 45. பால பால பால பால க�காதர திலக�க�காதர திலக�க�காதர திலக�க�காதர திலக�    

 

நாம க�%� ெப�)ெதா$ ;ய-றி�ப� 

      னா�; ேனா�த2 கைலயிA ம7வவ� 

தாம க�B விய�ப� பயி�ெறா� 

      சா�தி ர"கட ெல�ன விள2%ேவா�; 

மாம க�%� பிற�பிட மாக�� 

      வா8)தி) நாளி4 வற$டய� பாரத� 

�ம க�% மன)B;� ேதயிவ9 

      .�ைம ேபா"%வ ெல�ற விரதேம.        1 

 

ெந0ச க�ேதா� கண�திA நீ2கிலா� 

      நீத ேமெயா ��ெவன� ேதா�றிேனா� 

வ0ச க�ைத� பைகெயன" ெகா$டைத 

      மா@"% மா# மனதி- ெகாதி"கி�ேறா� 

B0H ம�/மி� பாரத நா�;-ேக 

      ெதா$; ைழ"க� Bணி)தவ� யாவ�� 

அ0ெச ,�திைன1 ைசவ� ெமாழித4ேபா4 

      அ�ெபா ேடாB� ெபய�ைட யாாிய�.        2 

 

Kர மி"க மரா�;ய� ஆதர 

      ேமவி� பாரத ேதவிதி�[த4 

ஆரைவ�த திலக ெமன�திக8 

      ஐய ன45ைச� பாலக2 காதர� 

ேசர ல�"% நிைன"க*) தீெயன 

      நி�ற ெவ2க9 திலக �னிவ�ேகா� 

சிர ;"கம ல�திைன வா8�Bேவ� 

      சி)ைத _@ைம ெப#ெகன" சி)தி�ேத.        3 

---------- 

45. On Tilak Maharaj (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )45. On Tilak Maharaj (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )45. On Tilak Maharaj (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )45. On Tilak Maharaj (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. To Saraswati he had service great 

Rendered and mastered other nations' arts 

At which the great masters are struck with awe; 

Verily he is the sea of sastras, 
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Our Bharat, once Saraswati's birth-place 

Is this day a barren desert become; 

Heart-sore at Her plight, he has bound himself 

To a vow, to chase the meanness away. 

 

2. In the heart of Bharat ever shrined is he 

Who of justness is an embodiment; 

An eternal foe to deception vile, 

To extirpate it his heart doth ever rage. 

They that have resolved to serve Bharat-land 

Till the very last moment of their life, 

Hold fast to this Arya's name and chant it 

In love, as Saivites the sacred pentad. 

 

3. Dear are the heroic Marathis 

To Bharat-Devi who wears the Tilak. 

Like that very Tilak is he, the famed one, 

Bal Gangadhar Tilak, the Maharaj, 

A flaming fire is he to the hostile, 

Our Tilak the peerless Prince of Munis. 

I hail his glorious lotus-feet twain 

That I may come by Thought immaculate. 

 

-- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

 

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

work contains the Tamil original. Tilak was the political guru of our poet. 

---------------- 
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46. 46. 46. 46. ேகாகேல சாமியா� பாட
ேகாகேல சாமியா� பாட
ேகாகேல சாமியா� பாட
ேகாகேல சாமியா� பாட
    

 

கள"க�# மா�5 நட� க$/ெகா$ட த�ண� 

      கைட1சிறிேய� உள���B" கா@�தெதா� கா@தா� 

விள"க�ற� ப,�தி/ேமா ெவ�.Iதி�) தி/ேமா 

      ெவ�பாB விழி�ெம�ற� "ர�திலக� ப/ேமா 

வள��தபழ2 க�சென�றா%ர2%கவ�)தி/ேமா 

      ம-றி2ங� ஆ�சிெசI� அணி4க;�B வி/ேமா 

Bள"கமற யா�ெப-றி4 %$^வேனா வ4லா4 

      ெதா$ைடவி"% ேமா. ஏB� ெசா4லாி தாேம. 

------------------- 

46. Gokhale Swamy's Song (246. Gokhale Swamy's Song (246. Gokhale Swamy's Song (246. Gokhale Swamy's Song (2----1111----1909).1909).1909).1909).    

 

While witnessing the flawed dance of Morley 

In poor me effloresced and grew a fruit;  

Would it grow ripe or perish premature? 

Should it grow full ripe, would it still reach me?  

Would it be snatched by Curzon the monkey? 

Would squirrel-rulers nibble it away?  

Could I get it and eat it with relish? 

Would hiccough beset me? Who could predict? 

 

-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The Tamil original was published in India. 

----------------- 

47. 47. 47. 47. கவிைத# காதKகவிைத# காதKகவிைத# காதKகவிைத# காதK    

 

வாரா@! கவிைதயா� மணி�ெபய�" காத5! 

ப�னா9 ப�மதி ஆ$/பல கழி)தன, 

நி�ன�9 வதன� நா� ேந�ற" க$ேட 

அ)தநா9 நீெயைன அ;ைமயா" ெகாள,யா� 

மானிட� %ழா�தி� மைற*ற� தனியி�)B 5 
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எ$ணிலா இ�ப�B இ�2கட4 திைள�ேதா�; 

கல)Bயா� ெபாழி5ைட" களி�தவ) நா�களி- 

��ெபாழி- %யி4களி� இ�%ர4 ேபா�ற 

தீ2%ரA ைட�ேதா� .9ளிைன� ெதாி)திேல�; 

மலாின� B�த� வா9விழி ெயா�ப  10 

 

நிலவிய ெதா�றிைன ேந�)திேல�;%ளி�.ன- 

Hைனகளி4 உ�மணி1 ெசா-க9 ேபா4 த$ணிய 

நீ�ைட� தறிகிேற�;நி�ெனா/ தமியனா@ 

நீேய உயிெரன� ெத@வ�� நீெயன 

நி�ைனேய ேபணி ெந/நா9 ேபா"கிேன�. 15 

 

வானக� த�த� ம/�தி/� ேபா8B 

ம-றத னிைடேயா� வ0சக� ெதா/�9 

K8)திைட� ெதா$ைடயி4 ேவதைன ெச@தன. 

நி�ெனா/ களி�B நிைனவிழ) தி�)த 

எைன�Bய�� ப/�தவ) ெத@திய Bலகி-  20 

 

ெகா;யன யா*F� ெகா;யதா� மி;ைம 

அ;நா �9ளிைன அய4சிறி ேதகி" 

கைள)B பி�வ)B கா$ெபா,த ஐயேகா!” 

மைற)தB ெத@வ ம�)Bைட� ெபா-%ட� 

மி;ைமேநா@ தீ��பா� Kண�த� �லக� 25 

 

.�ெதாழி4 ஒ�# ேபா-#B� எ�பா9 

ெத�திைச" க$ெணா� சி-+�" கிைறவனா� 

தி�)திய ஒ�வைன� Bைணெயன� .%)B,அவ� 

பணிெசய இைச)ேத�,பதகிநீ! எ�ைன�   

பிாி)Bம- றக�றைன ேபெசாணா நி�ன�9.  30 

 

இ�பம� தைனI� இழ)Bநா� உழ�ேற�, 

சி�னா9 கழி)தபி� -யாெதன1 ெச�.ேக�! 

நி�ெனா/ வா8)த நிைன�.ேம ேத@)தB. 

கைதயிேலா� �னிவ� க;யதா0 சாப 

விைளவினா4 ப�றியா K8)தி/ ��ன�� 35 
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த�மக னிைட “எ� தனயநீ யா�.ைல� 

ப�றியா� ேபாB பா��Bநி4 லாேத! 

விைரவிேலா� வா9ெகா/ ெவ#�.ைட ய7*ட�ல 

Bணி�ெதைன" ெகா�# ெதாைல�தA� கடனா�.  

பாவமி2 கி4ைலெய� பணி�பிஃ தாக5�!” 40 

 

தாைதெசா-% இைளஞ� தள�ெவா/� இண2கினா�. 

�னிவ�� ப� றியா �;)தபி�,ைம)த� 

��னவ� 3றிய ெமாாீயிைன நிைன)B�, 

இ��.க8 �னிவ�"%ன இழியதா மி7*ட4 

அைம)தB க$/ெந0 சழ�றிட4 ெகா$/�. 45 

 

வா9ெகா/ ப�றிைய மா@�திட A-றன�, 

ஆயிைட ம-ற7 வ�)தவ� ப�றி 

இைனயB 3#�.“ஏடா!நி-க! 

நி-க!நி-க!��ன�யா� நிைன)தவா#   

அற�Bைண� B�.ைட� த�றி7 வா8"ைக 50 

 

கா-#� .னA� க;�.- கிழ2%� 

இைனயப4 5�ப� இத� கேண Iளவா�; 

ஆேற8 தி2க9 அக�றபி� வ�திேய4 

பி�ெனைன" ேகாறலா�”\ைழேயா ;7*ைர 

ெசவிIறீஈ �;சா@� திைளயவ� ெச�றன�. 55 

 

தி2க9பல ேபானபி� �னிமக� ெச�ற 

தாைத� ப�றிேயா� தட�திைட� ெபைடெயா/� 

ேபா�தின� பலெவா/� அ�பினி- ெபா��தி 

ஆட4க$ டயி��தன�. ஆ-ெறாணா த�%ெச�#  

“எ)தா@!எ)தா@!யாதேரா ம-றிB! 60 

 

ேவதG லறி)த ேமத% �னிவர� 

ேபா-றிட வா8)தநி� .க8"கிB சாAேமா?” 

என�பல 3றி இர2கின�;பி�ன� 

வா9ெகா/ ப�றிைய பா@ததிட4 விைழ)தா�. 
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ஆயிைட �னிவ� அக�பைத" Bைர"%� 65 

 

“ெச4லடா! ெச4க தீ"%ண� திழிஞ! 

என"கி7 வா8"ைக இ�.ைட� ேதயா�; 

நின"கிதி4 B�ப� நிக,ேம4 ெச�ற7 

வாளினி� ெந0ைச வ%�B நீ ம;க  

எ�றிB 3றி இ�)தவ� ப�றித� 70 

 

இன�ெதா/� ஓ; இ��யி� கா�தB. 

இ�னB க$ட இைளயவ� க�B�. 

“ஆவா!மானிட� அ�ைமயி� K8)B 

.�னிைல ெய@திய ேபா8ததி4 ெந/2கா4 

ெத� ம� கி�றில� சிலபக4 கழி)தபி� 75 

 

.தியதா நீச� ெபா@ைமெகா9 வா8வி4 

வி��.ைட யவரா@ ேவ#தா ெம�#� 

அறி)திலேரேபா� றதி-களி" கி�றா�. 

எ�ெசா4ேக� மாையயி� எ$ண�� வ0ச�”.  

திமி2கில *டA� சிறிய.� மதிI� 80 

 

ஓேர8 ெப$;�� உைடயேதா� ேவ)த� 

த�பணி" கிைச)ெத� த�"ெகலா� அழி)B 

வா8)தன� கைதயி� �னிேபா4 வா8"ைக! 

............... 

............. 

------------ 

 

47. Welcome Muse, th47. Welcome Muse, th47. Welcome Muse, th47. Welcome Muse, the Beloved (16e Beloved (16e Beloved (16e Beloved (16----1111----1909, 23.1.1909) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1909, 23.1.1909) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1909, 23.1.1909) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1909, 23.1.1909) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

Welcome my bejewelled beloved, hailed as Muse! 

Many days and months and years have rolled by 

Since I straight beheld your gracious visage. 

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

We revelled in the sea of endless joy. 

During those days of our idyllic union, 

Among wafted voices like Kuyil's from groves, 

There was none so sweet-throated as your own; 

Nor could the flowers, so many, ever boast  10 

 

Of a lustre matching your eyes'; waters 

Of the cool springs gushed not with the coolness. 

Of your words -- gems of purest ray serene. 

Alone with you, deeming you as my life 

And my deity, I served you many days. 

As a thorn sticking in the throat pains him 

That quaffs a cup of nectarean drink. 

When I was oblivious of myself 

Immersed in the bliss, of your company, 

Came indigence to me, aye, the vilest 

Of the vile on earth to besiege me sore.  20 

 

When for a while he absented himself 

And had the thorn removed and returned, 

The golden jar of nectar had gone, alas! 

To rid my penury when I undertook 

One of the jobs in which the futile are 

Engaged, by enlisting myself under 

The service of the lord of a village 

Situate in the South and him did serve, 

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

 

You the treacherous one, abandoned me. 

I wallowed in misery, totally robbed 
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Of all your gracious joy ineffable. 

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

The very memory of my life with you Wore away. 

Thus is a fable related: 

A saint cursed to become a pig, addressed 

His son thus: "Son, when I into a base pig Turn 

suffer me not to live wretched; 

To cut that body abominable  40 

 

With a sword, shall indeed be your duty; 

No sin you commit, as you obey me." 

To this, the son did consent reluctant. 

When the saint turned into a pig, the son, 

The words of the Muni remembering, 

Much grieved at the present form of the great 

And glorious saint, rushed to knife the pig. 

Then spake the sanctimonious pig thus: 

"Sirrah, cease, desist, stop. This life indeed 

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

 

Wind and water and esculent tubers 

And such other countless joys here abound; 

Go; after six or seven months come back; 

You may then kill me." With disgust he heard 

These words and moved away by shame besieged. 

Many months rolled by; the son of the Muni 

Was aghast to behold his porcine father 

Gladly frolic with his sow and piglets, 

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

"Father, oh father, whay may  60 
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This be? Can this ever square with the life 

You lived, hailed by saints in Vedas well-versed? 

Words as these he spoke and stood. sorrowing. 

He desired to kill the pig with his sword. 

Then the saintly pig atremble spake thus: 

"Stop, go away, you wretched evil one! 

This life unto me is sure very sweet! 

If you feel aggrieved at this, take your sword 

And plunge it in your bosom and perish! 

This saying the saintly pig ran away  70 

 

With his family go guard their dear lives. 

At this the young man began to muse thus: 

"Alas, when men from their state fall into 

A plight wretched, they are for quite sometime 

Unaware of it, all bewildered! 

After a few days they begin to feel 

A fascination for their novel life, 

As false as base; they delight in this, as if 

They had never known of any other life. 

Thus thought-defying Maya cheats us all.  80 

 

Like the fabled saint, that sexless one throve 

With a whale-like body and a cur's mind, 

Surrounded by wives seven in number. 

I served him, forfeiting my sense of pride 

And wallowed like the saint in the fable. 

O Goddess of Poesy, forgetting 

Your love I lived; thereafter this poor one 

Roamed many a country for a few years; 

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

 

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

That had lost its captain, on Time's ocean 

I suffered wave-tossed and was bewildered; 

I came to know what pain and pleasure were. 

Height and depth, light and darkness, good and bad, 

Esteem of countrymen and blame, friendship 

And enmity: These I learned to assess. you 

Damsel-Poesy, all these days 

Even in my dream, you would not grace me 

With your beauteous face of lustrous smile. 

Like a sword deprived of its keen splendour,  100 

 

Like a face robbed of its joy, like the land 

Of servitors shorn of all liberty, 

Like sastras divorced from truth--mere garbage--, 

Utter darkness pervaded my whole life. 

Time passed, my thought grew averse to this life. 

I longed for the life of renunciation; 

Those are the true renouncers who receive 

Pain and pleasure with equal thanks, 

When taste-buds blunt, 

one hates toothsome morsels;  110 

 

Will any call that one a renouncer? 

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

Is that renunciation? Why spin words? 

Six or seven months passed; it dawned on me 

That between my poor self and the great state 

Of renunciation, the gap was vast. 
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What was there for me to do in this world? 

I could not come by the state that is next 

To renunciation and much sought by 

The resolute of mind; I would not set  120 

 

My mind on sensuous meanness praised by 

Countless men; I would not deem it proper 

To do away with the blame-worthy body 

By giving up life through suicide. 

'Of the various joys known to mankind, 

If something untinged by animalism 

Could be gained, it would be worthwhile to work 

For it with unabated zeal and zest.' 

Thus I thought and at that very moment, 

Oh gracious Damsel of sweet Poesy!  130 

 

I thought of your love. If a man that lay 

Accursed, a stone for centuries on end, 

Should regain his human form and become 

Aware of his wondrous transformation, 

How happy would he be? I, the poor one 

Felt even so. Again I felt like him 

Who, a hero, eager for battle, was 

Released after shameful imprisonment, 

And was blessed to fight for a righteous cause. 

O bejewelled Kuyil! Your smiling lips,  140 

 

Your deep eyes, your clear forehead, the sweetness 

Of your words, the thrill of your touch: 

All these Again took shape in my thought and again, 

Oh great Glory! I sought refuge in you! 
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Pray, protect me; if I should lack your grace, 

I--a sinner with nothing else on earth 

To support me--, will die in misery; 

Think on this and deign to be merciful. 

The majestic poet who in Sanskrit 

Composed Sakuntala of global fame  150 

 

And the great authors of Tamil Cilampu 

And the epic of divine Rama's life 

Were all endowed with hearts filled with your grace. 

Should you think that I cannot rank with them 

I do not aspire for that eminence; 

Sovereignty of your heart ill-becomes me: 

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

With a word of yours very like a fruit; 

I will abide by it and that will do. 

If you with your cool and flower-soft fingers  160 

 

Soothe my head, I will dwell in happy pride. 

Of the loved union -- full and free--, you had 

With me in the past, I will not dare think. 

Gone are my youthfulness and clarity; 

While young all men are gods; as days roll by 

They decay. O lady whose eyes are like swords 

I, the poor one, am again bent upon 

Serving your good self with a melting heart. 

Muse ---loved and jewelled--, I bid you welcome! 

It is your duty to bless me with grace!  170 

 

-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 
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Note: The Tamil original was serialised in India. However, so far only a portion of this 

poem has been published. Even here the words of the bard have been tampered 

with. For the first time the entire poem as published by Bharati is brought to the 

notice of the public by the Tamil University. 

------------------ 

48. 48. 48. 48. �" ேகாவி�த��" ேகாவி�த��" ேகாவி�த��" ேகாவி�த�    

{[%றி�.]: ‘%� ேகாவி)தசி�ஹ விஜய�’ -- எ�பB 1941ஆ� வ�ட� பதி�பி� 

தைல�. ஆ%�.} 

 

ஆயிர� ெத,G- ைற�ப� தா# 

வி"ரம னா$/, Kர�" க�தா� 

ஆன)த .ர�தி லா�)தினி தி�)தன� 

பா0சா ல�B� பட�த� சி2க" 

%ல�திைன வ%�த %�மணி யாவா�  5 

ஞான� ெப�2கட4, ந45ைச" கவிஞ� 

வான�K8) Bதிாி�� வா9ெகா/ த/"%� 

Kர� நாயக�, ேமதினி கா�த 

%�ேகா வி)த சி2கமா2 ேகாமக� 

அவ�தி�" க�டைள அறி)Bப4 திைசயி��  10 

 

பா0சா ல�B# பைடவேலா� நாெடா#� 

நாெடா#� வ)B ந$^கி� றாரா4. 

ஆன)த .ர�தி4 ஆயிர மாயிர� 

Kர�க9 %�வி� வி��பிைன� ெதாிவா� 

3;வ) ெத@தின� ெகா,�ெபாழி 5ன2கF�  15 

.�னைக .ைன)த .Bமல�� ெதா%திI� 

ைப)நிற� விாி)த பழன" கா�சிI� 

“ந4வர வா%க ந�மேனா� வர*” எ�# 

ஆசிக9 3றி ஆ��பன ேபா�ற 

.$ணிய நாளி- .க8வள� %ரவ�  20 

 

தி�ெமாழி ேக�க1 ெசறி)தன� சீட�க9. 

“யாதவ� 3#�? எ�ெனம" க�F�? 

எ�பணி விதி�ெதம ேதேழ8 பிறவிI� 
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இ�.ைட� தா"%�?” என�பல க�தி, 

மாேலா� தி��ன� வ)Bக$ ^ய��ேத   25 

ஆ"கிைன ெதாிவா� ஆவெலா/ B;"%� 

ேதவைர ெயா�தன� தி/"ெகன� \ட�B 

ஏறிநி� றBகா$! இளைமI� திறA� 

ஆதிப� தைகைமI� அைம)தேதா உ�வ� 

விழிகளி4 ெத@வ� ெப�2கன4 Kசிட�  30 

 

தி��; L8)ேதா� ேதHகா� தி��ப 

_"கிய கர�தி4 Hட�மி8) தி�)தB 

3றநா ந/2%ேமா� ெகா-ற" 3�வா9 

எ$ணிலா Kர� இ7*� ேநா"கி 

வானி� றிற2கிய மா)திாிக� �ன�1  35 

சி2க" 3�ட� திைக�தி�) தா2" 

ேமான�- றட2கி �;வண2 கினரா4 

வா9[னி கா�; மா�சியா� %ரவ� 

தி�*ள ேநா"க0 ெச�.வ�. ெத@வ1 

ேசயித ழைச*ற1 சின)ேதா� எாிமைல"  40 

 

%�#த4 ேபா4ெவளி" ெகா$டன தி�ெமாழி: 

“வாளிைத மனித� மா�பிைட" %ளி�ப 

வி��.கி� ேற�யா� தீ�கிலா விடா@ெகா9 
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%�ேகா வி)த" ேகாமக� நா�;ய 
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----------------- 

 

48. Guru Gobind Singh (3048. Guru Gobind Singh (3048. Guru Gobind Singh (3048. Guru Gobind Singh (30----1111----1909, 61909, 61909, 61909, 6----2222----1909, 131909, 131909, 131909, 13----2222----1909, 201909, 201909, 201909, 20----2222----1909.)1909.)1909.)1909.)    

    (Thir(Thir(Thir(Thiruuuu T.N.Ramachandran ) 

 

Vikrama of Seventeen fiftysix, 

'Annus mirabilis!! ..... Guru Gobind, 

The elixir great of mighty victors 

Flourished at Anandpur in joyance great. 

Ha, he was the jewel of a Guru 

Who fashioned the race of lions of Panchal, 

An ocean of wisdom and a poet Of melodic harmony. 

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

 

Of this soterial Lord of the wide world -- The Prince 

Guru Gobind Singh-, drew to him 

Aye, day by day, from all the directions 

The valiant warriors of brave Panchal. 

Afire with a desire to know the hest 

f "Heroes' Guru", thronged they in thousands 

At Anandpur; thither did they gather 

On that hallowed day, to drink in the words 

Of the divine Guru ever-glorious. 

The fecund groves and gardens, fresh flowers  20 

 

Of iris-hues and green fields extensive Blessed and 

smiled and thus joyous greeted them; 

"We bid our people a hearty welcome". 

"What may he say? How may he grant us grace? 

What may he bid us do to sanctify our lives -- 

Seven of the past, and seven, future-?" 

Thus they did muse and like anxious Devas 

Stood before him who was Vishnu Himself 

And looked up to him to know of their task. 

On a sudden ascended and there stood  30 

 

On the pedestal, a form wrought of youth 

Valour, and aye, regal authority. 

From the eyes flashed forth divine flame immense, 

A shield of halo encircled the crown, 

A sword, keen and kingly, emitting fire, 

- No tongue on earth can describe this terror -- 

Was held aloft by the uplifted hand. 
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Him the heaven-descended holy magus, 

The pride of lions in a spell of trance 

Eyed in sheer silence bowing low their heads. 

To the sword-tip, the majestic Guru  40 

 

Pointed and made bare the holy intent 

Of his hallowed heart; divine words gushed forth 

Like the rumbling of an angry volcano 

As his divine red lips parted to speak: 

"I wish to plunge this sword into the hearts 

Of men and there bathe it; O ye chelas! 

Full many a bloody sacrifice seeks 

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

Is there amongst you any that is willing  50 

 

To have his heart ripped open, that the thirst 

Of Devi may be quenched by ruddy drops 

That fall drenching earth? Him the chelas heard 

And stood for a moment in mute terror. 

A small second in stillness sped away. 

From out of the assembled myriads 

Came forth a hero and humbly spake thus: 

"Gem of Guru! Rent by your kingly sword, 

As food for God of excelling Dharma 

That as yet is unslaked, I offer to die.  60 

 

May you this votive offering approve". 

The sacred visage was wreathed in smiles. 

Into the temple the kingly Guru 

Went with him; very soon, the gathered crowd 

Witnessed blood streaming forth as from a tank. 



162 

 

Lo, the Sad-Guru comes from the temple 

Like a flash, and lightning-like he shoots 

Before the assembly; with the triumph 

Of the first sacrifice, his visage beams. 

The Guru--King lifts aloft once again 

The blood-soaked sword and articulates thus:  70 

 

"I did desire to deep implunge this sword 

Into the hearts of men; o ye chelas! 

Devi demands yet another sacrifice. 

Is there any another, aye, amidst you 

Who can dare appease Kali with his blood?" 

Hearing this a second hero walked forth 

As a willing victim; him the Guru 

Led into the temple; there performing 

Sacrifice again, the Guru returned. 

The crowd beheld the blood and quaked in fear.  80 

 

Again, yet again, and aye, once again. 

Five were by the supreme one sacrificed. 

Men who are merely in dharma well-versed 

Are not to be reckoned as truly great. 

They indeed are the great ones who expose 

Their bosoms to the sword-thrust and perish 

That Dharma may thrive well; these are the true; 

These are the ones truly liberated. 

Amid the hundred thousands of devotees,  90 

 

To identify these few, the Guru-- 

An ever-glorious sea of mercy--, 

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

Could offer their dear lives, the happy truth 

Dawned on him: "Countless are they like the Five." 

The devotees thought the Five goodly gems, 

The five that shed their blood, preciously red, 

Had truly gained valhalla, the Veer-Swarg. 

As them the Guru from the teinple fetched, 

Loud did roar the devotees in sheer joy;  100 

 

Great was their wonder; wiping their eyes twain 

They looked deep at them, again and again, 

"Hail, hail Gem of Guru, hail Guru-Lion!" 

Thus they hailed him in hymn and solemn strain 

And danced in joy. He, the incarnation 

Of Grace, smiled; it was like the lustrous smile 

Of the goodly sun. He embraced the Five, 

The blemishless Muktas, and on them poured 

Benedictions; then to the assembly 

He spake in words resounding as the sea:  110 

 

"Behold, Kali and our auric Devi 

Of Bharat are but one as you well know. 

My loved ones, five times did I, aye, fare forth 

To sacrifice, striking terror in you. 

It was but a make-believe; would I ever 

With my hands take the life of any one 

Of you? I concealed all the while the Five 

Thus putting your mettle to cruel test. 

Now am I convinced that you indeed are  120 

 

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

The test but attests your great courage true; 

Rid of sorrows, my heart revels in joy." 

The Dharma that the Guru did preach 

Grew in glory as the Way of the Chelas. 

To this day the adherent of the Way 

Is called Khalsa. Khalsa means the Great Way 

Of Guru-mukh Sangat, the Society  130 

 

Of the Liberated while yet alive. 

The Arya graciously decreed the Five 

To be the founders of Muktas Sabha"; 

Thus was constituted Khalsa the Sang. 

"With wilted spirit they have not perished yet; 

The renowned people of hoary Bharat; 

Loss of manliness, they have not yet suffered; 

Valour and devotion are still their lot." 

The Saint declared these to the world. 

A leader unique, divine, glorious, 

Like Krishna of yore, he did birth assume.  140 

 

Behold! As he with pure heaven-bred words 

Uncontaminated by dirt of earth, 

Chose to bestir, She wasn't dead, the Mother -- 

The resolute One of eternal youth -- 

Sure would she rise to defend the honour 

Of Her clan. This the world from the Saint, learnt. 

As the First One fashioned the universe 

With elements five, so too the great Saint 

With five disciples wrought the lustrous race 

Of Bharat; Dharma throve, aye, thus revived.  150 
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The nominal men who tyrannously 

Wielded a sinful sceptre shook with fear. 

Goddess Liberty -- Magna Mater --, smiled. 

In Vikrama -- seventeen fifty six --, 

Guru Gobind Singh of wondrous glory 

Summoned his princely disciples, and held 

A durbar -- a rare sight of great marvel --. 

The King of Saints was seated on the throne 

Of wondrous beauty; the five disciples 

Dear as life, him encircling stood; them he  160 

 

Robed and garlanded with his divine hands; 

He assigned unto them seats of honour 

And blessed them, dear as precious orbs of eyes, 

In melting love, and then, the gathering 

He addressed: "Behold this, the first Khalsa! 

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

Well the nation and its Dharma." Thus he. 

From the river that flowed nearby, the Lord 

Fetched water sweet, in a small iron-pail. 

He stirred it with the tip of his sword 

The while chanting mantras; he stilled his mind;  170 

 

With heart oned with Shiva, he did 'japa', 

Into that solemn durbar, there came 

Great Goddess Victory in joyous leaps. 

Did he merely stir with sword the water 

Of river? He did in truth, stir to life 

The waning skills of the race of Bharat, 

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

He made the Five of tapas, stand before him  180 

 

And on them the holy water sprinkled 

To rid them of all blemish; the Guru-- 

Grace-incarnate--, touched their eyes. 

Behold this, O ye of the world! That very moment 

The godly one touched their eyes, the goodly way 

For the whole nation, was flung open. 

Initiated were the chelas all, 

Spake the Lord thus: "My loved ones, this Diksha 

To you administered, is called Amrit; 

It is indeed a rare beatitude; 

Great grace is the lot of all Dikshitas.  190 

 

Now hearken to your Dharma: One only 

Is God; all men in the world are brothers; 

All are equal and are with freedom blessed. 

O ye disciples! From now on, ye all 

Are but one in family, deed and all. 

Wipe out divisiveness; division 

Indeed is death; may they all, all, perish, 

The fell devisers of divisive castes 

Amongst Aryas. You are all of that one caste  200 

 

Wrought of heroism, ushered in to hail 

Dharma and Godhead, Truth and Liberty. 

It is your caste that shall quell injustice 

And shall annihilate all cruelty, 

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

Be cut; never shall your caste throw away 
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Iron-bangle, breeches and girded sword... 

Your caste shall ever foster brotherly friendship. 

No king but God shall rule you; men indeed 

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

 

Thus shall thrive the Republic of your caste. 

For ever hail you Motherland divine 

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

Thus he spoke and them blessed in great delight. 

His feet his chelas hailed aned roared in joy. 

As the flag hoisted aloft by the King 

Guru Gobind wafted, the world extolled; 

Wholly perished the reign of Aurangzeb. 

 

-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

Note: The Tamil original was serialised in India. 

---------------- 

49. 49. 49. 49. ெவ-ய இ;ெவ-ய இ;ெவ-ய இ;ெவ-ய இ;    

 

இ;ேய# சா�பிAற உட4 ெவ)ேதா� 

      ஒ�#ைரயா தி��ப ஆ5 

�;ேயறி ேமாதியெத� ற�9 �கிைல" 

      க/0ெசா-க9 ெமாழிவா� ேபால" 

க;ேய# மல��ப)B ேமாதியெத� றினியாைள" 

      கா@கி�றானா4 

வ;ேய# ேவெலனெவ7 விழிேயறி 

      ெய�னாவி வ�)த4 காணா�. 

---------------- 

49. The Dread Thunderbolt (2749. The Dread Thunderbolt (2749. The Dread Thunderbolt (2749. The Dread Thunderbolt (27----2222----1909)1909)1909)1909)    

 

While one who is burnt by its close passage 

Of a thunderbolt says nothing, another 
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Whose head is struck by a few hailstones 

Castigates the merciful clouds with harsh words; 

Even so, that one berates his loved one 

For throwing at him a ball of flower petals 

Totally ignoring my deep suffering, when 

I am wounded by the spears of her lovely eyes. 

 

- Prof. R.E.Asher 

 

Note: Bharati's 'Inana Ratam' was serialised in India. This poem is recited by 

Chittaranjan, the younger brother of the heroine of 'Inana Ratam.' Bharati has also 

given the meaning of this poem in simple prose. 

--------------- 

50. 50. 50. 50. ஜாதீய கீத�ஜாதீய கீத�ஜாதீய கீத�ஜாதீய கீத�    

 

நளி�மணி நீ��, நய�ப/ கனிகF� 

%ளி��) ெத�றA� ெகா,�ெபாழி- பHைமI� 

வா@)Bந� கில%ைவ வாழிய அ�ைன!  (வ)ேத) 

 

ெத$ணில வதனி- சி5��தி/� இர*� 

த$ணிய4 விாிமல� தா2கிய த�"கள� 

.�னைக ஒளிI� ேதெமாழி� ெபா5*� 

வா@)தைன, இ�ப�� வர2கF� ந4%ைவ,  (வ)ேத) 

 

ேகா; ேகா; %ர4க9 ஒ5"க*� 

ேகா; ேகா; .ய�Bைண ெகா-றமா� 

நீ/ ப4பைட தா2கி�� நி-க*� 

3/ தி$ைம %ைற)தைன’எ�பெத�? 

ஆ-ற5� மி%)தைன,அ��பத2 3�/ைவ 

மா-றல� ெகாண�)த வ�பைட ேயா�/ைவ  (வ)ேத) 

 

அறி*நீ,த�ம�நீ, உ9ள�நீ, அதனிைட 

ம�ம�நீ,உட-க$ வா8)தி/� உயி�நீ; 
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ேதாளிைட வ�.நீ ெந0சக�B அ�.நீ 

ஆலய) ேதா#� அணிெபற விள2%� 

ெத@வ1 சிைலெயலா�,ேதவி,இ2%னேத.  (வ)ேத) 

 

ப�B� பைடெகாF� பா�வதி ேதவிI� 

கமல� திக8களி- களி�தி/� கமைலI� 

அறிவிைன ய�F� வாணிI� அ�ைன நீ!  (வ)ேத) 

 

தி�நி ைற)தைன, த�னிக ெரா�றிைல! 

      தீB தீ�)தைன, நீ�வள0 சா�)தைன; 

ம�* ெச@களி� ந-பய� ம4%ைவ, 

      வளனி� வ)தேதா� ைப)நிற� வா@)தைன 

ெப�% மி�ப �ைடைய %#நைக 

      ெப-ெறா ளி�)தைன, ப4பணி �$டைன; 

இ�நி ல�Bவ) ெத��யி� தா2%ைவ, 

      எ2க9 தா@நி� பத2க9 இைற0Hவா�!  (வ)ேத) 

--------------- 

50. The Song o50. The Song o50. The Song o50. The Song of the Nation (19f the Nation (19f the Nation (19f the Nation (19----3333----1909). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1909). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1909). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )1909). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )    

 

1. Mother! Thou art rich with splendid waters, 

Ambrosial fruitage, cool fragrant winds, 

Gardens galore of jasper greenery. Vande Mataram... 

 

2. Moon-thrilled nights, fragrant trees with cool blossoms, 

Lustre of smile and mellifluous words are thine. 

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

 

3. Billions and billions of thy voices resound; 

Thy countless phalanxes stand in order; 

Is it not lack of sense, should they call thee weak? 

In excelling might thou wilt surely secure 

Beatitudes and drive away hostile forces. Vande Mataram ... 
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4. Thou art Buddhi: Thou art Dharma! 

Thou art The Bosom and the Arcanum therein! 

Thou art life animating Body! 

Thou art the Strength of Shoulder, Love of Heart: 

Divine and beautiful icons that grace 

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

 

5. Goddess Parvati who wields ten weapons, 

Lakshmi gladly throned on lotus, Vani 

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

 

6. Thou art sheer divinity, peerless One! 

Thou art blemishless; Thou art blessed with 

The wealth of waters; Thou wilt grant us 

The rich yield of fields; green in hue Thou art 

Fresh and fecund; Thou art joy; Thy face is 

Lit by a lovely smile; richly bejewelled 

Thou dost our life ever sustain on earth. 

Our great Mother we hail Thy golden feet. 

 

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran 

 

Note: The Tamil original appeared in India. It was re-published in Karma-Yogi 

in February, 1910. This is a second rendering of Bankim Chandra Chatterji's poem, 

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

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

translated Bankim Chandra's poem twice. 

----------------- 


