














FOREWORD TO THE FIRST EDITION

For the last one hundred years thel Tamil genius
Las not expressed itself at its real best in any depa-
rtment of life, much less on the creative side, in song
and literature. The reasons are many, both political
and sociological. This is worth exploring, if only to
liberate the stream of creative fancy from the sands
of a decorous but false tradition in education and
approach tolife. Creative artists like B. R. Rajamier
and Snbrahmanya Bharati are like oases in the
desert, — as if the endless waste of sand gets wearied
of itself and produces a spot of green for the sheer
joy of reaction.

The Tamil genius rejoices in scholarship, in clea-
rness and purity; and in the incisisve analysis of its -
own precious accum<lations. Where it is creative it
becomes metaphysicol, laden with a rapture whose
significance and pleasule are only to the chosen few
who have transcended the mind-consciousness. (Our
songs even in their most lyrical moments have always
the mystic touch. The quest after the Eternal gives
our melodies a stellar gleam.

Subrahmanya Bharati’'s poetical genius is the
happy result of a cross fertilisation, the clash and
contact between two great cultures. They say the
oyster breeds the pear! in a moment of irritation.
Subrahmanya Bharati poured forth his partiotic
 songs in a like moment of conflict, suffering and
struggle, when his sensitive and vigorous nature
keenly felt the slavery of his country and man’s


















A PROFESSOR’S VIEW

 Professor P. Mahadevan, in his book °Subramania Bharats,
Poet and Patriot— A Mcmoir’ says, ‘Agai and Other Essays.
reveals Bharati’'s mastery of the English language. There is a
rare combination of purity of style, mature poise of thought,
and familiarity with the classics. both ancient and modern,
which are reflected in the grace and dignity eof all he wrote.
Over and abovc all is a sense of humour that lights up his
style with warmth. colour and charm. He writes with
unpremeditated ease, and without straining- after effect.
Thus, in prose and verse, in Tamil and English, he achieved
‘a level of axpression which is artistically varied, yet adequate
and satisfying. In him, the Tamil genius showed once again
its power of fusing reason and imagination in the highest
forms of literature. and in more than one tongue’

With these words I commend the book to all those who
love Bharati the poet,—a devotee of Tamil, and a lover of
English, Sanskrit, ‘and some other languages. The wide
horizons he created for himself made much of his poetry
/ superb. He wore coloured glasses, undoubtedly, which gave
him a roseate view of much that is drab and unworthy:
but he never wore any blinkers. His eyes were on the top
of his head; and he cvuld see up above, and in all directions
around, but he could not see the useless and the shoddy,
except when he bent his proud head down, which he rarely,
so very rarely, did.

Finally, I wish to commend the esthusiasm of my live
wire friend, Mr. V. Sundaram (now Collector, Tirunelveli)
whose range of interests and versatility seem to me to be
amazing. He wrote to me:

<1t is well known that Bharati was the bard of our
struggle for freedom in this part of the country. His songs
have become a part of the myth, history, and legend
associated with our epic struggle for freedom, While
Bharati’s songs have moved millions in this part of the




























































































































































THE SERVICE OF GOD ; 49

The Earth is not for us a reformatory, but our rich
heritage. Suffering is the good lesson deserved by those
who serve not God and love not His ways. To the
Godly—Shreyas, the Good. Our symbols are images of
the various attitudes of being and loving, not the cross
of pain, not the agony of deatn.

The seed of the Hindu Church is good song and good
cheer. Agni and Varuna love tender meat and the juice
of the soma-plant. Shiva and Vishnu, holier and higher,
are pleased with flowers and fruits. But none of the
Gods has any use for human blood, except the Durga of a
few extinct cults among the lower classes and certain
exalted schools of allegorical Mysticism.

We perish not at the feet of error’s fortresses.
Where we arrive, error exists not. For we serve God,
and He can never reward His service by humiliation and
death. In His service we enter into a greater, a richer. a
prouder, and a happier life. When men find God, the
earth becomes a Paradise. Where the son of the Hindu
God—Parvati Kumara—is present, no Herod, no
Pharisee. Men and Gods serve each other, and truth is
adored, glorified and victorious, not crucified. The way
to Cod is not by washing away sins, but by bringing
light where darkoess was. We reach purity, not by
suffering, but by illumination. Of course illumination is
often found by saffering but illnmination can be had in a
different and higher way—by trustfulness and by
straightness. :

But a nominal Christian may not have a true idea of
the Christian faith, even as a nominal Aryan may be
absolutely untouched by the teachings of the Vedas and
the stories of the Puranas. The shaven crown does not
always indicate the saint, and the holy thread but rarely
shows the Brahmana.

But where the two Ideals may be really operative,
the results produced are bound to be diametrically
opposite. Well has Mrs, Besant pointed out that the
West is in need of the teachings of the East, and the East
is in need of the practicality of the West.

The Bible saves. The Veda immortalises.


















FATALISH.

Does fatalism lead to inertia, and consequent deca-
- dence ? Certain people say that the East ‘fell” by its
fatalism. @Wbhat they mean is that Asiatic nations
have, during the past few centuries, been thrown into
the shade by the superior commercial and political
organisations of the West, and also that the Asiaties
have, during the same period, lagged behind the Huro-
peans in public ‘‘education’’. But we were much
worse fatalists than now, at the time when Arabia
could impose‘her culture on Europe by superior force
of arms. Chandragupta, Vikramaditya, Akbar,
Shivaji—were not these men confirmed fatalists?

But is fatalism tenable scientifically ? Is it a fact?
Now 1 am writing these lives. Is it true that I could
not possibly have helped doing so? In external nature
all things are preordained. That is everyday experience.
Are human affairs subject to the same law? Am I as
helpless in this world-current as a straw on the mad
waves of a torrent ?

B e 6 o

"1 will not attempt to answer these questions
scientifically. I shall only invite your attention to the
fact that on any hypothesis of the Universe, materialistic
or other, the human being is strictly a part of the world.
I cannot believe that the world law may be suddenly
reduced to the play of chance and uncertanity by the
freakish and accidental whims of one of tiniest centres of
world-activity, viz., the human personality.

. Man' is like the finger that writes ; God is the
directing spirit. I believe this and therefore I am a
fatalist. Free Will, which God has given me as a
gift, does not negate fatalism. My will is free or not,
as God chooses. Anything is free or not, as God chooses
to make it.

1t has been observed that the ineonscient behave
more wisely than the conscient. As wisdom is the
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NAMMALWAR Y3

trustworthy and full of inconsistencies. We are told
that the infant was mute for several years after his
birth. Nammalwar renounced the world early in life
and spent his time, singing and meditating on God,
under the shade of a tamarind tree by the side of the
village temple.

It was under this tree that he was first seen by
his disciple, the Alwar Madhura-kavi—for the latter
also is numbered among the great Twelve,—‘lost im
vhe sea of Divine Love.”” Tradition says that while
Madhura-kavi was wandering in North India as a
pilgrim, one night a strange licht appeared to him in
the sky and travelled towards the south. Doubful at
first what significance this phenomenon might have
for him, its repetition during three consecutive nights
convinced him that is was a divine summons and where
this luminous sign led, he must follow. Night after
night he journeyed southwards till the guiding light
came to Kuruhur and there disappsared Learning of
Nammalwar s spiritual greatness he thought that it was
to him that the light had been leading him. But when
he came to him, he found him absorbed in deep meditation
with his eyes fast closed and’ although he waited
for hours, the Samadhi did not break until he took up
a large stone and struck it against the ground violently,
At the noise Nammalwar opened his eyes, but still
remaipned silent. Madhura-kavi then put to him this
enigmatical question, *If the little one (the soul) is
borne into the dead thing (Matter), what will the
little one eat, and where will the little one lie?”, *to
which Nammalwar replied in an equally enigmatic
style, “That will it eat and there will it lie”.

Subsequently Nammalwar permitted his Disciple
to live with him and it was Madhura-kavi who wrote
down his songs as they were composed. Nammalwar died
in his thirty-fifth year, but he has achieved so great a

% The form of the question reminds one of Epictetu’s definition
of man, “Thou art a little soul carrving about a corpse’”’. Some of
our readers may be familiar with Swinburne’s adaptation of the
saying ”’A little soul for a little bears up the corpse which is man”.
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