








PUBLISHERS" NOTE

In this birth centenary year of Bharati we deem itas
a rare privilege to publish this volume <<Bharati As A
Translator’’ compiled by Bharati’s brother Thiru
C. Visvanathan. As Prof.K.Swaminathan points out
in his foreword to this book, lovers of Bharati will,
we also hope, find interesting reading in the new
facet of the poet’s literary achievement. - 3

Recently we came upon the second edition of
Bharati’s ‘‘The Fox with the Golden Tail’’, a fable
with an esoteric significance as he calls it, published
from Pondicherry in 1914. With the consent of the
compiler, we have published the booklet as an
appendix to this volume. Though very small in size,
the booklet must have made a very effective impact
on the reading public of Bharati’s time and
fulfilled his object of *‘‘knocking down the most
colossal spiritual fraud of the age’’ and induced the
English educated men, whom he calls *“the greatest
gulls of any age or country’’ to wake up to the
realities of the situation.

But what prompted us to republish it now is not
only its high educational value, but also to show
that Bharati, through this fable, was able to identify
those hypocrites trying to <enslave’ us spiritually
as others were doing so economically. One is
struck by ths amazing proficiency in, and mastery
of English of the poet and his role as a satirist.

We express our indebtedness to Thiru C. Visvanathan
for providing us all the materials available with him
and to Messrs. N. Mohamed Sheriff and P.V.
Ramasamy for their unstinted efforts in getting this
bilingual edition through the press.



FOREWORD

Sri.C. Visvanathan, the brother of Bharati,
has faithfully preserved the scattered man-
uscripts and early publications of the great
poet and has during many decades helped
in every possible way editors, biograp
hers and commentators, himself content
to remain obscure like the root of a tree.

In this collection of Tamil poems and
their English renderings, he presents a
fascinating and hitherto neglected facet of
Bharati’s literary achievement.

As one well aware of both the value and
the difficulties of translation, | have great
pleasure in recommending Sri. Visva-
nathan’s work to the lovers of Bharati who
would find here one more reason
for admiring their favou:ite poet.

New Delhi - 66 K. Swaminathan
Nov. 20, 1981
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Introduction

It is a happy augury that the movement of discover-
ing Bharati and assessing his true worth is gaining
rapid pace. Quite a crop of writers has sprung up
in the country after the fashion of, and inspired by,
this harbinger of a new era in Tamil.

Translation of his songs in various languages and
literary criticism on modern lines have also been
attempted. But what has been done so far is only
very little when compared with what has yet tc be
done in this regard. One has to make a deep and
devoted study of this multi-faceted genius to have
a full and comprehensive picture of the magnitude
of his contribution to thought and literature, to the
cause of Indian Nationalism in all its aspects.

Of course, Bharati has bsen viewesd from various
angles and Bharati critics have expounded in their
works the eminence of Bharati as a Poet, Patriot,
Politician, Journalist, Social Reformer, Prophet and
Philosopher. In this compilation | have attempted te
draw the attention of the reading public to another
role of Bharati’s—that of a translator. It seems that
even in this field very few can equal him.

| am not concerned here with Bharati’s Tamil trans-
fations from Sanskrit and English works, which are
many and varied. This volume consists of his English
translations of 16 pieces—(l) 7 of his own poems:;
(1) 3 of Nachiar’s Tirumoli and 4 of Nammalvar’s
Tiruvoymoli and (111)2 from Arunagiri’s Tiruppugal.
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This is intended for English-knowing Tamilians and
Tamil-knowing Englishmen. The originals are given
side by side with the translations, for only then will
the latter be fully appreciated.

Translation from one language into another, parti-
cularly poetry, bristles with difficulties because of
the vary nature of the process- William Cowper in
his famous LETTERS writes as follows,while dealing
with the difficulty of a satisfactory translation:

1. There are minutae in every language, which
transferred into another, will spoil the version.
Such extreme fidelity is in fact unfaithful.

2. There is something in his style that touches me
exceedingly and which | da not know how to
describe. This property of it, which depends
perhaps altogether upon the arrangement of his
words and the modulation of his sentences
which it would be very difficut in a translation.

3. Itcost mz all the morning yesterday and all the
evaning to translate a single simile to my mind.
Th= transitions from one mamber of the subject
to another, though natural inthe Greek, turn out
often as intolerably awkward in an English ver-
sion, that almost endless labour and no little
address are requisite to give them grace and
elegance.

These sentiments are universal and all translators
have expressed the same difficulties in their work.
Let m2 giva bzlow ths feelings of two of the out-
standing translaters of Bharati’s poems.

Rajaji in his foreword to “THE VOICE OF A POET"’,
a collection of English rendering of 22 poems of
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Bharati,published by the Bharati Tamil Sangam.
Calcutta, in 1951, writes as follows:

“*The realities of life are idealised by genius and
given the form that makes drama, poetry and even
great prose. That form perishes when translated from
one language into another. The material part of the
narrative or the thought can of course be conveyed.
but poetry does not lie there. It is not possible in a
translation to reproduce the exquisite art of the poet,
the rhythm, the sparkle or the lilt of the original’”.

It is significant to note that, strange as it may seem
in the context, Rajaji has himself translated 18 poems
of Bharati and published them in Young India in
December 1928 and January 1929, while he was
its Editor, as Gandhiji was in jail at that time.

It was also the occasion when the Madras Govern-
ment banned Bharati’s poems in September 1928.
This thoughtless, repressive measure of the Madras
Government must have provoked Rajaji to translate
these poems of Bharati in order to make known to
the world the nature of Bharati’s works and to con-
demn the Madras Government.

In her work "POEMS OF SUBRAMANYA BHARATI”,
discussing the method of translation, Dr. Prema
Nandakumar writes, ‘‘Bharati remains the despair of
his translators. With a poet like him, who handles
so many metres, from the most popular to the most
sophisticated, with such astounding ease and assu-
rance, the genius of the English language would not
permit anything like an exact rendering of idea,word
‘and rhythm. The prudent translator is thus obliged
to hedge, to negotiate between the Scylla of a too
literal version and the Charybdis of a true, free ren-
dering. This is what | have tried to do.”’
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But inspite of what has been stated above, the work
of translation has been going on in all countries and
in all ages. For translation is a powerful medium for
communication and for understanding the great
geniuses of the world. This is confirmed by what
Goethe is reported to have written to Carlyle ‘“Say
what one will of its inadequacy. translation remains
one of the most ‘important worthwhile concerns in
the totality of world affairs’’.

As regards Bharati’s translations, | am sure that,
after one goes through what is contained in this
volume, one will certainly endorse the following
observations of the late Professor P. Mahadevan in
his work’ ¢*BHARATI—a Memoir”—*‘Pride of place
should be given to Bharati’s rendering in English of
a few of his own poems. Some of them are won-
derfully compact verse-forms, not merely without a
flaw, but polished with a brilliance, which itis a joy
to contemplate. Others are in free verse or prose—
poetry and offer us models of translation, in which
Bharati steers clear of the extremes of pedantic
paraphrase and licentious paraphrase’’.

®

My grateful thanks are due to Pro fessor K. Swami-
nathan, M.A., B. L., B. A., (oxon), former
Principal of the Government Arts College, Madras
and the present Chief Editor of the Collected works
of Mahatma Gandhi, New Delhi, for his readily
accepting to write a foreword to this volume.

| am also thankful to M/S. ANNAM (P) Ltd.,
Sivagangai, for their excellent printing and get up
of this book.

C. Visvanathan






1905—1906—Active participation in politics. Comes
in contact with Sri V.O.Chidambaram Pillai.
Attends Congress Session in Calcutta. Meels
Sister Nivedita and accepts as her Gnéna
Guru.

1807— Becomes Editer of INDIA Weekly, (Temil)
Bala Bharata (English) in April. Attends Surat
Session of Congress ard lends support to

Tilak.

1908 — ‘Swzdesa Geethangal® published. {INDIA®
ccmes under Gevt. surveillence.  Left for
Pondichery on the acvice of friends.

1908—191C—<INDIA’ published frem Pendicherny
VIJAYA (Daily), SURYODAYAM (Weekly).
BALA BHARATA (English Weekly). KARMA-
YOGI (Temil Monthly) publishes, the Govt.
comes down heavily cn the journals. The
Journals close down.

1909—Bharati’s secend book < JANMA BHUMI®
released.

191C—AUROBINDO AND V.V.S.AIYAR come to
Pondicherty, ‘KANAVU’ (‘SWACHARITAI’)

released.

1912—Translates Bﬁagavat Gita into Temil. Kannan
pPattu, Kuil, Panchali Sepathem(Part—1)
released.

1918—Returns>_1o British India. Arresied erd remen-
ded to police custody on 2Cth November.
Released after 34 days. Stay at Kadayem
and Ettayapuram.

1919—Meeting with Mahatma Gandhi.

1920—Joins Swadesamitran as Sub-Editor.

1921—12th Scptember Bharati passed away after
brief iliness.
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1. AGNI THE GOD - WILL
(An Affirmation)

Lo! He is rising on’ the altar of our sacrifice,
Agni, the All-Will ablaze, and He leaps forth
on all sides, chasing the defected shadows of the
Dark Realm.

Lo! He ascends unto Heaven, lifting up His
golden arms, And Dawn, the maiden, whose form
is knowledge, descends with love to meet him,
the flame, the flame.

1o! He opens wide his jaws., the son of
strength, the priest of our sacrifice. He has come
to drink our claries. and our honies, well-pleased
with our works.

Lo! He blazes up shouting, the messenger of the
gods and the General-in-chief of their wars. And
he has made our life His sacred shrine, the
valiant son of Virgin Eternal.

Lo! The Gods stand in front of us to receive
our oblations. Now: indeed there is no death
nor foe. Now indeed we have found the supreme
good. -
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Welcome! Ye Gods, take all our offerings—our
milk and ghee, ourrice and soma wine, Shining
ye stand forth, O Immortal Powers. and accept
our works for ascent. :

Blessed are we and, free from all evil, we have
attained to eternal felicity, for the gods have
drunk oursoma-wine and have given us Light, their
highest gift.

And fire, our flaming priest, has now pervaded the
three worlds in us—our bodies, vitalities and minds.
And ths gods have stretched forth their hands for
our grasping. And their blessing we have received.

Lo! The whole world is a sacrifice; everywhere
the Immortals shine; everywhere is blazing the
flame, the flame. This delight will last for ever,
for immortality is ours already-

Comes now, let us sing; Live the Immortals, live
the sacrifice and may humanity reach the good:
Live the earth and live the heavens and may He
live for ever, the Flame, the Flame.

15
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2. KRISHNA — MY MOTHER
(June 26, 1915—New India)

The Realms of Life are Her bounteous; breasts;
and consciousness, her milk of endless fdelight;
which She yieldeth unto my lips unasked; such
grace is my Mother’s.

They call her Krishna! Ah: She has clasped me in
fond embrace with her arms of ethereal space:
And placing me on her lap of Earth, she loves to
tell me endless stories, strange and mysterious.
And some of the tales | call by
ihe name of pleasures, evolutions,
victories, yet others come to me
as pains, defeats and falls; stories,

all these, that my  Mother
recounts  to suit my various
moaods and stages, lovingly

told, ever entrancing.

And many are the wondrous toys and dolls_ which
my mother showeth me:

There is one that is named the Moon, and it
sheds a nectar-like flood of light, And there are
herds of clouds, many-coloured toys, yielding rain.

There is the Sun too, foremost of my play - things,
the beauty of whose face | have no words to depict.
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Toys, toys, toys!—

A heavenful of stars, sparkling
like tiny gems. Many a time,
but in vain, have | essayed to
count them all, And then
those green hills, that never
stir from their places, silent
toys offering speechless plays.

Rivers and rivulets, fair and playful, that
wander all over the land and, in the
end, flow into that marvellous toy,
yon Ocean, wide and boundless —
seeming, with dashing billows, spouts
of spray and its long, continuous
chant wherein my mMother’s name is
ever sounded; Om, Om, O...m.

Groves and gardens, abounding in
many - hued gems of flowers; and
delicious fruits, hanging on the
trees, strong in essence. rich in
form. Ah, the world is full of
such exquisite play— things. All
these my Mother has given
me.

Nice things to eat and songs all
sweetness to hear, and companions
gifted like me, with minds to
play with and become one with;
and these fair girls, enkindling
love, the passion of flaming
delight like fiery nectar, killing-
sweet.
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Yet more playmates—

Tha winged birds, the beasts
that walk the earth, and
countless fishes of many a
kind, there, in that thunde-
ring sea. What a tale of
raptures, too many even to
think of!

And endless sciences and arts she has ordained
and, nobler than all these, divine wisdom for
my serious hours.

But when the lighter mood is on me and | would
fain laugh and be merry, many are the jokes
she has planned to amuse me with; the lies
of the priests, the comic feats of kings, the
hypocrisies of age and the silly cares of youth.

Whatever | demand she gives, my Meaother. Aye, she
hastens with gifts, ere | tell her |’d like to have
them. With high grace does she protect me, and says
she will make me 2 yogin, like Arjun, my brother
in race, Always and in all places, my work shall
be to sing of the bounteous love of my Mother. And
a long and shining life and other matchless glories,
she will grant me as reward—Krishna, my Mother.
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3. IN EACH OTHER'S ARMS

(Note: In the following verses the Supreme Divinity, styled here “Krishna’"
is Imaged as the beloved woman, and the human soul as the lover - C.S.B.)

Thou to me the flowing Light

And | to thee discerning sight;

Honied blossom thou toe me,

Bee enchanted | to thee;

O Heavenly Lamp with shining ray.,

0O Krishna, Love, O nectar — spray
_With falt’ring tongue and words that pant
Thy glories here | strive to chant

Thou to me the Harp of gold

And | to thee the finger bold;
Necklace shining thou to me
New-set diamond | to thee;

O mighty queen with splendour rife
O Krishna, Love, O well of life,
Thine eyes do shed their light on all
Wherev’r turn, their beams do fall

Rain that singeth thcu to me;

Peacock dancing | to thee;

Thou to me the juice of graps

And | to thee the cup agape;

O spotless Beauty, Krishna bright,
Perennial fount of deep delight,

O Love, thy face hath grace divine

For there the deathless Truth doth shine

Silver moonlight thou to me,
Exulting Qcean | to thee,

Thou the basic harmony

And | the song that moveth free;
Dear as eyesight, Krishna, mine,

O Massed-up, sweet, immortal wine
Unceasing yearns my mind to scan
Thy endless charm, but never can
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Inlaid perfume thou to me,
Petalled blossom | to thee,

Thou to me the Inner Thought
And | to thee the word it wrought;
O honeyed Hope, O Krishna fair,
0 Joy, O’er flowing everywhere.
O Star of love, do teach me, pray,
To sing thy praise in fitting lay,

Deep Attraction thou to me
Living magnet | to thee,

Thou to me the Veda pure

And | to Thee the Knowledge sure;
Voice vibrant of the world’s desire
O Krishna Love all-quickening fire,
In utter stillness lere | see

Thy face that yieldeth ecstacy

As life to Pulse and gold to rings,

As star to planet, soul to things,

So, Krishna, Love, art thou to me;
Thou, the force, | Victory

And all the joys of Heaven and Earth
In thee, O Krishna, have their birth
Ethereal glory, endless Might

O Heart of Mine, O Light, O Light!
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4. LAKSHMI, THE GODDESS OF WEALTH
(An Affirmation)

Come, let us affirm the Energy of Vishnu, the
Jewel of the Crimson Flower and end this want;
Where the mind ever struggles in the fumes of
paltriness,

And Reason so faints that the noblest truths
do but vex her

We can endure thisno more. So let us take
refuge in the feet of the Mother, Lakshmi

The discourtesies of the low, the kinship with those
who have failed;

The extinction of endeavours like lamps that
are drowned in a well;

The denial of fruits even when the seven seas
are crossed;

To such things does want subject us, this worst
of Earth’s tyrannies; Down with it.

She is born of the inner Ocean of Milk,

She is sweet like the nectar of Heaven, twin-born
with her;

And her shining feet repose aptly on lotus petals,
Multiple riches she holds in her hands, which
are four, the Goddess whese eyes are

gleaming azure;

Ruddy her forim and verdant is her love.
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Seated beside Love, in Heaven, on the bosom of
Vishnu Himself, on Earth her dwellings are many:
We find her revealed

in festooned halls of marriage;

Amid flocks, and in jewezlled palaces;

In the Hero’s arm, in the sweating toil of labour
And, ay! on tha crown of knowledge.

Extending the light of her bounties.

Come, let us sing her praises, bless her feet,
and climb the heights of power;

Behold her in gold and in gems, in flower

and incense;

In the lamp and virgin’s smile; 3
In luxuriant woodlands, groves and ficlds.
In the wiil that dares

and in royal lineaments.

And firm let us seat her

in our minds and speech,

Her who is revealed in underground mines
And the slopes of hills, and depths of seas;
In the righteous sacrifice;

In tame and in talent, and novelty;

In statue and portrait,

in song and in dance.

Dedicate unto her grace all knowledge that you have;
Attain to her splendours, and vanquish dire want.
Rise high in the world by joyous affirmation
of Lakshmi, who is revealed

In conquering armies and the traffic of the far-
sighted, in self-control and ay! in the harmonious
lays of her poet-votaries; Come let us affirm the
Energy of Vishnu, the jewel of the Crimson Flower.
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5. LOVE THINE ENEMY

Love thine enemy,

Oh! heart of mine

Love thine enemy.

Hast thou not seen the shining flame
Amidst the darkening smoke?

In foeman’s soul lives Krishna, whom
As love the wise invoke.

Dost know that limpid pearls are found
Within the oyster vile?

Hast seen on dunghill,

too, sometimes

The starry blossoms smile?

The heart that fans its wrath, shall it
The inner peace possess?

The honey, poison-mixed, shall it
Be wholesome nevertheless?

Shall we, who strive for Life and Growth
Lend thought to sad Decay?

“Thine evil thoughts.recoil on thee”’

So do the wise ones say.

When Arjun fought, ‘Twas Krishna whom
He faced. disguised as foes;

«Twas Krishna, too, that drove his car

In charioteering pose.

Strike not the tiger threatening thee

But love it, straight and true,

The Mother of all hath donned that garb
Salute her there, there too

Love thine enemy, heart of mine, Oh!
Love thine enemy.
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6. THE KUMMI OF WOMEN’S FREEDOM

(The ‘KUMMI’ dance is perhaps peculiar to Southern India and is
danced by women in a circle. The song that accompanies this picturesque
dance is also called ‘Kummi‘ (C.S.B.)

We sing the joys of freedom;

In gladness we sing.

He that shineth in the soul as light shines.
And in the eye, even He is our Strength.

Dance the Kummi, beat the measure;

Let this Iand of the Tamils ring with our dance;
Now we are rid of all evil shades;

We've seen the Gogcd.

Gone are they who said to woman; Thou shall not
open the Book of knowledge;

And the strange ones who boasted saying

“*We will immure these women in cur homes””’
Today they hang down their heads.

The life of the beast that is beaten,

tamed and tied down,

Fain would they lay it on us in the house,
but we scornfully baffled them—

Dance the Kummi, beat the measure.

The dog they sell for a price, nor ever consult his will,
Nigh to his state had they brought us—would

rather they had killed us at a blow—

But infamy seized them.

Dance the kummi, beat the measure.
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And they talk of wedded faith;

Good, let it be binding on both;

But the custom that forced us to wed we’ve
cast it down and trampled it under feot,
Dance the Kummi; beat the measure.

To rule the realms and make the laws

We have arisen;

Nor shall it be said that woman lags behind
man in the knowledge he attaineth.

Dance the kummi, beat the measure.

To know the Truth and do the Right,
Willing we come;

food we’ll give you; we’ll also give
a race of immortals.
Dance the kummi, beat the measure.
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7. UNTO THE MOTHER
(A Song of Sacrifice)

Some call thee Matter; others have named
thee Force; As Nature some do adore thee;
others know thee as life; Some call thee Mind;
Yet others have named thee God. Energy
Supreme, O Mother, by grace accept our
sacrifice, Drink this excellent soma-wine
that we offer thee and let us behold thy
dance of Bliss.

Some chant thy name as loving light;
Deep Darkness art thou called by others;
To some thou art known as joy; while
others name thee as Pain.

Supreme Energy, O Mother Divine, by
grace accept our humble oblations, so
that we may enter into thy state of
the Immortal.

O thou true nectar, healer of wounds
and maker of delights,

O deathless fire, O source of light and
force.

Luminous theught is our soma-wine

We have pressed it for thee from the bright
leaves of earthly life by the force of will,

Drink it, O Mother, for we long to behold thine
exultant dance and sing ourselves into

gods.
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The demons of fear and sorrow, with
their legions of ibeggarly cares and
pains and deaths, do ever encircle us.
They are plotting torob us of the
nectar pot; Day and night they are
assailing this fortressed city of a million
halls, this Body which thou hast given
us.

They are damming the River of Life;

They are shelling our beautiful
-domes of the Mind.

Mother, we sing thy praises;

Protect us, dispelling our foes.

For our laws, ourjfarts and our[works
Our shrines, and homes and dear ones,
Our herds and flocks,

our pastures and fields,

We beg thy mighty protection,
OiMother.

On our lives and loves and songs,
Our dreams and willings and acts,

We inveke thy blessings.

We offer thee our all.

We kiss thy lotus-feet

We surrender. Make us immortal,

O Mother.
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8. FROM NACHIAR, THE TAMIL POETESS
1. To the Cuckoo

O Cuckoo that peckest at the blossomed flower of
honey-dropping Champaka and inebriate, pipest forth
the melodious notes, be seated at thy ease and with
thy babblings, which are yetno babblings, call out
for the coming of my Lord of the Venkata hill. For
He, the Pure One, bearing in his left hand the white

summoning conch, shows me not his form. But he
has invaded my heart; and while | grieve and sigh for
his love, He looks on indifferent, as if it were all play.

| feel as if my bones have melted and.ay and my long
javelin eyes have not closed lids for these, many days;
| am tossed on the waves of the sea of pain, without
finding the boat that is named the Lord of the highest
realm. Even thou must know, O Cuckoo, the pain
we feel when we are parted from those we love.
He whose pennon. bears the emblem of the golden
eagle, call out for his coming, O Bird!

| am a slave of Him whose stride measured the
worlds. And now because He is harsh to me, how
strange that this south wind and these moon beams
should tear my. flesh, enfeebling me. But thou,
O Cuckoo, that ever live in this garden of mine, it is
not meet that thou shouldst pain me also. Indeed
| shall drive thee off, if He who reposes on the
waters of life come not to me by thy songs today.
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2. | DREAMED A DREAM

| dreamed a dream, O friend:

He fixed tomorrow as the wedding day. And,
He, the Lion, Madhava, the Young Bull,
whom they call the master of readiness

came into the hall of wedding decorated with
luxuriant palms. | dreamed a dream, O friend;

And the throng of the Gods was there with Indra,
the Mind Divine, at their head. and in their shrine
they declared me bride and clad me in a new robe
of affirmation. And Inner Force is the name of the
Goddess, who adorned me with the wedding
garland — | dreamed a dream O friend;

There were beatings of the drums and blowings of
the Conch; and under the canopy hung heavily

with strings of pearls He came, my lover and my
Lord, the vanquisher of the demon Madhu, and
grasped me by the hand—I dreamed a dream, O friend!

Those whose voices are blessed, they sang the Vedic
songs — The holy grass was laid all round the

sacred fire. And He who was puissant like a
war-elephant in its rage, He seized my hand

and paced round the Flame.
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3. YE OTHERS!

Ye Others cannot conceive of the love that |

bear for Krishna. And your warnings to me are
vain, like the pleadings of the mute with the deaf.
The boy who left his mother’s home and was
reared by a different mother — Oh take me forth
to His city of Mathura, where he won the field
without fighting the battle and leave me there.

Of no avail now is modesty; for all the neigh-
bours have known this fully. [If you would indeed
heal me of this ailing and restore me to my

former state, then know ye this illness will

go if | see Him, the maker of illusions, the youthful
one, who measured the world. Should you really
wish to save me, then take me forth to His home
in the hamlet of the cowherds and leave me there.

If the rumour spreads over the land that | have

run away with Him and gone the lonely way, leaving
all of you behind, my parents, relations and friends,
the tongue of scandal ye can hardly silence them.

And He, the deceiver, is haunting me with his forms.
Oh, take me forth at midnight to the door of the cow-
herd, Nanda, whose son is the maker of this havoc,
this mocker, this pitiless player and leave me there
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Oh, grieve not, ye mothers, None can know this
strange malady of mine. Of the colour of the blue
sea is a certain youth— the gentle caress of His hand
will heal me, surely;

On the bank of the waters He ascended the Kadamba
tree and He leaped to his dance, the dance of war,
on the hood of the snake. Oh take me forth
to the bank of that lake and leave me there.

There is a parrot in this cage of mine that ever calls
out his name ¢*Govinda, Govinda’’ In anger | chide
it and refuse to feed it. ‘Oh, thou’ it then cries its
shrillest, ‘Oh, thou who hast measured the weorlds’.
I tell you, my people, if ye really would avoid the tap
of scandal in all this wide country, if still ye would
guard your weal and your good fame, then take
me forth to his city of Dwaraka, of high mansions
and decorated turrets and leave me there.
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FROM NAMMALVAR’S TIRUVAYMOLI
(The Gospel of Spiritual Freedom)

Leave all

So Leaving,

Render your life

Unto the Master of Liberty.

O dear soul of Mine: O great Life that made
and pierced and spouted and measured

All this immense space, O Glorious Life that
made the oceans, dwelt therein and churned,
And stopped and broke them,

Thou who art unto the gods what Gods are
unto men, O Soul unique of all the worlds,
whither shall | go to meet Thee?

Thou great cowherd that hath wedded my Soul
Thou that tearest all my violence by Thine Illusion
Thou who art Death unto the Demons and the Cruel
ones, For thy banner Thou hast the mighty Bird,
For thy mattress the Great Serpent, thousand-hooded
O Lord of the Ocean of Milk!

| know not how to adore Thee, for Theu art my Mind
and my Speech and my Deed, Thou art myself.

True Thou art me, Thou art the hells also,
What matters it then whether | acquire

the high delights of heaven or | go to hell ?
And yet the more | realise that | am Thou,
the more | dread my going to hell.

0, Thou who art seated firm in the high
delights of heaven, by grace bestcw

Thy feet to me.
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Hymn of the Golden Age

‘Tis Glory, glory, glory; for life’s

hard curse has expired,

swept out are pain and Hell,

and Death has naught to do here.

Mark ye, the Iron Age shall end; for we
have seen the hosts of Krishna; richly do
they enter in and chant His praises and
dance and thrive.

We have seen, we have seen, we have seen,
seen things full sweet in our eyes, Come

all ye lovers of God, let us shout and

dance for joy with oft-made surrenderings
Wide do they roam on earth singing songs
and dancing, the hosts of Krishna who wears
the cool and beautifull Tulsi, the desire of
the bees.

The Iron Age shall change; It shall fade, it

shall pass away. The Gods shall be in our midst.
The mighty Golden Age shall hold the earth and
the flood of the highest Bliss shall swell for

the hosts of our dark-hued Lord, dark-hued

like the cloud, dark-hued like the sea, widely
they enter in, singing soag; and everywhere
they have seized on their stations.

The hosts of our Lord, who reclines
on the sea of Vastness — behold them
thronging hither Meseems they will tear up
all these weeds of grasping cults. And
varied songs sing, our Lords own hosts,
as they dance, falling,

sitting, standing, marching, leaping and
bending.

And many are the wondrous sights
that strike mine eyes. As if by magic
Vishnu’s hosts have come in and firmly
placed themselves everywhere.

Nor doubt it, ye friends and demons,
if such be born in our midst, ta s
Ye shall never escape. For rif_O
will slay and fling you a i

aan
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These hosts of the Lord of the Discus, they
are here to free this earth of the devourers

of life — disease and hunger, vengeful hate
and all other things of evil. And sweet are
their songs, as they leap and dance,extending
wide over earth. Go forth, ye lovers of God,
and meet these hosts divine; with right

minds serve tham and be saved.

The Gods that ye fix in your minds,

in His name, do they grant you deliverance.
Even thus to immortality did the sage
Markandeya attain. Let none be offended,
but there is no other God but Krishna.

And let all your sacrifices be to them

who are but his forms.

His forms He has placed in the various
worlds as Gods to receive and taste the
offerings due.

He, our divine sovereign, on whose mole-

marked bosom the Goddess Lakshmi rests,

His hosts are singing sweetly and deign to

increase on earth. O men, approach them,

serve and live.

Go forth and live by serving our Lord,
the deathless one. With your tongues
chant ye the hymns the

sacred Riks of the Veda, nor err in the laws
of wisdom. Oh, rich has become this earth in
the blessed ones and in faithful who serve
them with flowers and incense and
sandal and water

in all these rising worlds they have
thronged and wide they spread, those
beauteous forms of Krishna — the unclad
Rudra is there, Indra and Brahma and all.
The Iron Age shall ceased to be, do ye
but unite and serve these.
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LOVE — MAD
(July 1915, Arya)

(Thea realisation of God in all things by the vision of Divine Love. The
poatic imag2 usadin tha following verses is characteristically Indian. The
moata3rofalosa-strickan girl (symbolising the human soul yearning to
marg2 into tha God-haad) is complaining to her friends of the sad plight
of har child, whom love for Krishna has rendered ‘mad’; the effect of the
madness being that in all things she is able to see nothing but forms of
Krishna, tha ultimate spirit of the Universe.)

Seated, she caresses the Earth and cries,
‘This Earth is Vishnu’s’;

Salutes the sky and bids us ¢ “Behold!

the Heaven He ruleth.”’

Or standing with tear-filled eyes cries loud,
‘Oh, sea-hued Lord”

Ah! helpless am I, my friends, my child

He has rendered mad.

Or joining hands she fancies ‘the sea
where my Lord reposes!’

Or hailing the ruddy sun she cries ‘Yes,
This is His Form;’

Languid she bursts into tears and mutters
Narayana’s name.

| am dazed at the things she is doing,
my gazelle, my child, god-like.

Knowing, she embraces red fire, is scorched
and cries ‘O Deathless!’

And she hugs the wind; ‘Tis my

own Govinda,’ she tells us.

The smells of honied Tulsi, my

Gazelle - like child, Ah me!

How many the pranks she plays for

my sinful eyes to behold?
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The rising moon she showeth ‘Tis”
‘the gem-hued Krishna!’’

Or seeing the standing hill, she cries
‘Oh come High Vishnu’ .

It rains; and she dances and cries

*He hath come, the God of my Love’
‘O the mad conceits He hath given my
tender dear one!

The soft-limbed calf she embraces,

for ‘such did Krishna tend,’

And following the gliding serpent,
explaining ‘That is His couch”’

| know not where this will end, this
folly’s play in my sweet one,
Afflicted, ay, for any sins, by Him, the
Divine Magician.

Where tumblers dance with their pots,
she runs and cries *Govinda.’

At the charming notes of a flute,

she faints, for ‘Krishna, He playeth.’
When cowherd dames bring butter,

She is sure it was tasted by Him.

So mad for the Lord, whe sucked out the
Demoness’ life through her bosom.

In rising madness she raves,

<All worlds are by Krishna made.’
And runs after ash-covered folk;
forsooth they serve High Vishnu!

‘Or she looks at the fragrant Tulsi and
claims Narayana’s garland.

She is sure for Vishnu, my darling,
or in, or out of, her wits.
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And in all your wealthy princes she

but sees the Lord of Lakshmi.

At the sight of beautiful colours she cries
*O my Lord world - scanning.”

And all the shrines in the land,

to her are shrines of Vishnu.

And in awe and in love, unceasing, she
adores the feet of the Wizard.

All Gods and saints are Krishna —
Devourer of Infinite spaces!

And the huge dark clouds are Krishna;
all fain would she fly to reach them.,

Or the kine, that graze on the meadow
and thither she runs to find Him

The Lord of Illusions, He makes my dear
one pant and rave.

Languid she stares around her or gazes
afar into space;

She sweats and with eyes full of tears,
She sighs and faints away;

Rising, she speaks but His name and
Cries ‘Do Came O Lord’.

Ah, what shall | do with my poor child
0’ erwhelmed by this maddest love?

99



Hp s
(215 BABTsiT)
T

wey el hm wasTCLUrGe — RMm

Hosw Qwhss searbCurGe — sefli

oy wig 55 SerbSurGs) — (3)am(wpVLom ey i
ausil 9|Zmr s 5 FSDCUTGa) — &y BHCLUTrGC

9| &%VaLsD Gl b HH CusTEUTEaR — aum

L|VaI T & W& H ([ ST SUTEa) — Senr

I BHEF VHSS FCUTC — HarsparGor
s YfAss revnGurGe — Sewr
sLeVwL el L FubGurGey — Herid

Sfew S50 S uTd 95 Bt @eTsrrTi!

2
slenw WS 515 CsTevs g 61U 6L mm
Aenflsww wig 6515 &rsH ol 6L 1y
sV QBBLUMUS saflss il n 65 HwrCe
&6 &L dlesfliin) el Gl er
Sulflsd Sjsmss sHwL_ G5 AL 6T
sHEWT DYPEGL Goflss o yefl wkvurGs
Zou) warS® 5L Uy 551 5550
2 wmuyb B)HLOS SHESPES BT
Y@ darEmastt uSlsHMAG Ho5 elurGs
9 plevar LGS SArLy mags Bler
WS G ED5H HIfEs e s
S|lgm UDL &E5E SHSH (1D P ey BlerwrGuwm?

60



Hymns to Kumara — The son of God, whose
name is the 8Sacrificial Fire.

(From Arunagiri’s Tamil verses)

1
SO BE MY SONGS

Like a child unto the barren womb;

Like a mine of new-found treasure,

Like a floor of diamonds, so be my songs.

Like the wilful embrace of Love’s soft bosom,
Like a string of the purest gems,

Like a garden of fragrant blossoms,

Like the River that descends from Heaven,

Even so bz my songs.

Like the daughter of the Ocean,

Like eyes unto poets,

Like a stream full to the brim, easy to drink of,
Like the taste of the nectar of Thy beauty,
So be my wondrous songs of love, By the Grace, O Lord.

2
WHEN WILT THOU DEIGN?

To chase out the Iron Age,

To smite and banish disease,

To still the fire of care devouring my heart,

To change my bitterness into sweetness,

To wipe all foulness from my life,

And to bathe me in the river of Thy mercy,
When wilt Thou deign?

That | may gather in my roving mind and hold it fast,
And dispel its darkness by placing there the lamp
of Thy beauty,

And keep it ever alit,

May mass my vision

And sing for ever Thine immortal traits,

When wilt Thou deign?
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THE FOX WITH THE GOLDEN TAIL

A FABLE
WITH AN ESOTERIC SIGNIFICANCE
By
C. SUBRAMANIA BHARATI
1914
@

PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION

This second edition of the ‘“Fox’’ is not of my seeking
at all. I[tis, so to speak, forced on me by the importunity
of some lacal friends whom the spirit of the age impels to
do something towards knocking down what has been aptly
described as the most colossal spiritual fraud of the ages.

It is admitted on all hands that the ancient Hindus had
scaled the extremez heights of spiritual realisation. But |
think, howaver, that the Hindus of the last generation,
especially the English educated men, have been the
biggast gulls of any age or country. And we, of the pre-
sant g2neration, are resolved that the swindlers shall no
longer pursue thzir trades peacefully in our country. And
this is the ‘‘esoteric meaning’’ of the fable.

Pondicherry C. S. BHARATI
24th February 1914.



Once upon a time, there was an old she-fox whom her
fellow-foxes of the Fox-land detested very much, for she
was very plain-spoken and very proud. And so they cut
off her tail as a sort of punishment. -

She said: *‘Oh my dear brethren, won’t you make me
your ruler?”’ On hearing this, all the foxes laughed a big
laugh and drove her away with jeers and scorn. She then
purchased an artificial gilt tail and having fastened it to
her back, emigrated to the ancient land of Asses and
Apes.

The Asses asked her ““Who are you?’’ She said ‘‘l am the
great she-fox of the golden tail, the wisest among all the
foxes of Fox - land. They asked me over there to be their
ruler. But | did not care for that position. | have a con-
tempt for the intelligence of foxes and | have become a
great admirer of the wisdom of the Asses, especially the
older ones. And | have decided that it is better to be an
humble pupi! among the Asses than a great teacher and
ruler among my own kind. Oh venerable Asses, teach
me your wisdom.”’

On hearing this, all the Asses, especially the old ones,
brayed for joy. And they began to speak to one another in
their homes and councils, ‘*What thinkest thou, brother?
While the ordinary foxes pretend they are much wiser than
we and behave haughtily and contemptueusly towards us,
the wisest Fox of them all has discovered that we., we the
Asses, are the noblest and most thoughtful among
animals and she has come to be a pupil among us. Yet
the Apes in our own land have been mimicking the ways
of the foxes and foolishly despising our great and ancient
asinine institutions and traditions. Oh what will the
Apss say now? Thass wicked Apas! The arrival of the
Fox with the goldzan tail will once for all stop their poison-
ous chatterings and they will hereafter cease teasing and
humiliating us by their so-called criticism of our time-hon-
_ oured Ass-traditions.”’



And the Asses had rightly judged their fellow-countrymen,
the Apes. For the latter also were greatly impressed by
the strange act of the Fox of the golden tail. ¢*Whatever
a fox says must be right’* so argued many of the Apes,
«¢and if the wisest of them all comes and pays homage to
the culture of the Asses, we have reason to pause and
consider if we have been quite right in laughing at our
compatriots in such an outrageous manner as we have
been doing."”’

But a few advanced Apes thought to themselves, ‘<Non-
sense! How can wa give up the conviction of a lifetime
and begin to respsct these Asses on the assertion ofa
single old fox, while all other foxes still treat them with
op=n contempt? What the foxes do, we must do. And if
there is a split among the foxes themselves, we can‘t help
it. We shall merely cling to the doctrines of the majority
of the foxes.”’ Thus thinking, they kept themselves aloof
from the new movement of Assiatic Revival.

But the Reavival itself progressed wonderfully, thanks to
the winning ways of thz Fox of the golden tail who grad-
ually dropped her old pride and intolerance but substituted
instead the worst type of cunning and sedulous flattery.
The Apes bent their heads low before the triumphant
march of Assiatic reaction, and the Asses put on ponti-
fical airs. Naturally, all this moved the simple hearts of
the Asses, especially the older ones. very deeply and the
emotions of joy and gratitude rose to such a high pitch
among the long-eared ones that they soon elected the old
Fox as their leader and High-priestess and gave her the
improved title of the Golden Fox.

The Golden Fox was much delighted at this favourable
turn of affairs. **After all,”” she thought, *‘it is some-
thing to be a ruler even among Asses. Of course old age
is an intolerable nuisance and so is the enforced company
of tha long-eared spacies. But then | have got this conso-
lation that I can make those d—d foxes see that | am not
an ordinary person and that | am as eunning as the cunn-
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ingest of them all. While other foxes merely strive for
economic advantages in this Ass-land, | have easily gained
a spiritual domination and this includes your economics
and everything else. And the Asses call me the Golden
Fox, confound their dear, stupid heads!’’ Her position
among the Asses subsequently induced the emigrant
Foxes to show her some outward respect and sometmes
even take her advice on economic matters. All this
success soon made the Golden Fox lose her head. Her
rule over the Asses gradually became more and more
harsh, arrogant and whimsical, so that she soon began to
tire the patience of even the most patient of her asinine
followers. Discontent began to spread, especially among
those who were her personal attendants.

One morning a middie-aged Ass whispered to an old
comrade, ‘‘What thinkest thou, brothe:? The Golden
Tail of the Golden Fox, | say, is a false and artificial one.
She does not always wear it. | have seen her removing
it and depositing it into a box before going to bed, each
night. What sayest thou to this?’’

««Pooh!” said the old Ass who was famous in"the land
for his great mastery of Assiatic culture and erudition.
«<\We, older people, know itlong ago. Itis the usual
custom of the foxes. All of them, even those that have
ordinary tails instead of golden ones as our leader, put
them off before sleeping.’’ And the old one laughed
scornfully at the ignorance displayed by his younger
comrade.

The middle-aged Ass did not know what to say in reply.
So he went home without further parley although he still
had his own doubts about the accuracy of his old com-
rade’s observation.

As time went on, other Asses also began to get suspici-
ous about the genuineness of the golden tail and every-
where in the learned and erudite Ass-circles there were
murmurings about the intolerable rule and incredible
pretensions of the Golden Fox.
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Fhe Golden Fox then thought thdat she must slightly
change her tactics and so hit on a new device to rekindle
the waning loyalty of her followers. She knew she could
always depend on the allegiance of the Elders of the long-
eared community. So she induced the chief of the Elders
to prevail upon a typically asinine member of the commu-
nity to make an vnconditional present of the latter’s two
colts to hersslf, so that, sh2 dzclared, she might convert
the little ones into golden-tailed Asses by initiating them
in all the subtleties of the culture of the great Fox race
and by certain other mystic processes.

‘“Oh,’” she said, “‘after | succeed in making their tails
golden like my own, you will see that all the animals will
hold them in the highest reverence and treatl them as
Divine beasts. It will add to the glory of the entire Ass
tribe. And great miracles will be wrought by them such
as were never heard of before in the annals of Ass-land.”’

This sensational announcement and all the flattering
hopes it held out to the vanity of the long-eared race
pleased the latter beyond all measure. A bargain was
soon struck and two little ones were entrusted to the care
an_d guidance of the Golden Fox. The firstthing she did
with the new wards was to have their [ittle tail secretly
cut off and mzke them wear big hoops so as to hide this
loss from the scrutiny of her not over-scrutinous followers.
She also made the liitle ones to always confine them-
selves to a small room in her own house and there sit with
their backs turned towards the wall whenever there was
company. She then proclaimed to the Asses that the tails
of her young wards were slowly changing, that they had
already become partly golden and that when the process

was perfected they would be exposzsd to the sight of the
whole world.

in the meanwhile, she ordered the more devoted and
faithful Asses to come and offer daily worship te the little
ones who were already alleged to be well advanced on
the path to the Super-Ass condition. Great was the sen-
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sation which spread in the®Ass-land, on account of these
miraculous proceedings. :

The older Asses were eagerly expecting the great day
when the little Golden Asses, that were to be, would
attain the Adept stage and the miracle of it all would cnce
for all elevate the Ass-race to the highest point of spiri-
tual glory.

.But the parent who had more access to the little ones
than others soon found out the real secret and felt greatly
laggrieved and humiliated at the fate of his colts who had
fallen into the unbearable degradation cof being tailless
Asses. : He therefore protested to the Goldem Fox and
asked her to restore his little ones to himself. Trouble
ensued and it was greatly feared by the High-priestess
and other leaders of the Assiatic Revival that the whole
fraud would be exposed and they would be covered with
endless shame.

The Chief Elder, who had, by this time, passed the stage
of the dupe and become a willing participant in the
schemes of the Golden Fox, easily prevailed upon the
parent to give up his fears. promising on behalf of the
Golden Fox that the little ones would be sent to Fox-land
and given a thorough training in the great Fox-Cuiture
and no furthar outrage to the parental sentiments would
be committed thenceforth.

This satisfied the parent and the Golden Asses that were
to be were accordingly sent to Fox-land. In the mean-
while, the tongue of rumour samehow spread the entire
story throughout the length and breadth of the ancient
land of Asses and Apes. The Apes began to heap scorn
and irony on the hsads of the poor Asses. **So you would
fain manu- facture Golden Asses, would you?’” chatte
red the Apes, ‘‘And the Golden Fox is going to elevate
your children to the Super-Ass state! Super-Ass indeed!
Tail-ess, tail less .........
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fnformation reached the parent from Fox-land that his
little ones had their long ears also cut off under orders
from the Golden Fox and many other worse degradations
were also mentioned, unworthy not merely of the sacred
Ass-race but of any animal however vile it might be. “*Ah,
the shame of it! How we have been duped! Asses and no
tails! Asses and no long ears! Alas, my dear little ones!
Why did | ever listen to the perfidious brayings of the
Chief Elder? Why did | ever trust the Golden Fox? Ah,
my children, they will next cut off your dear silver noses.
And you are so far away from me, removed by miles and
miles of forests and seas.’”” Thus lamented the parent and
finding that the Golden Fox was in ne moed to return his
little ones to his custody and that all his comrades were
either unwilling or unable or both to render him any assis-
tance in this matter, he wentto a large-hearted and wise
Bull—one of the stray remnants of a race which was very
numerous in the land long long ago and besought his
counsel.

The parentwas especially wrathful against a ccmpatriot
of the Golden Fox, who was her chief accomplice and
executed on the little ones all the degradations required
by her and many other unutterable infamies for which she
apparently gave her sanction. He had once prayed to the
Golden Fox to remove his little ones from the foul asso-
ciation of her accomplice. But she paid no heed to his
prayers and turned him out heaping contempt and abuse
on his poor head, and calling him the stupidest Assin
the whole of Ass-land.

The Bull listened to all this and advised the parent to seek
redress in courts of law. And the Bull promised him every
assistance that such an unfortunate Ass deserved at the
hands of a nobler animal. And the parent went to a court
of law accordingly end asked that the Golden Fox be
compelled to restore the custody of his children either to
himself or, in case the Court should consider him too
much of an Ass to be entrusted with the care even of his
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own little ones, to any other person whom the Court
might deem fit.

This bold step adopted by the Spacimen-Ass encouraged
many other m2mbers of the community to come out and
opzanly denounce tha ways and pretensions of the Golden
Fox. The wave of asinine resentment andrevenge was
set in motion and, excepting the old ones like the Chief
Elder, very few remained faithful te the Golden Fox.

One morning, the Golden Fox discovered to her amaze-
ment, that her personal attendant had committed a noctu-
rnal burglary and run away with her golden tail. There
were crowds of Asses standing outside her house waiting
to see har walk out without any tail, golden or other.
The judge dacided that thz Golden Fox should restore the
{ittle ones to their parent, viz. the Specimen - Ass.

The Golden Fox then took a shert trip to Fox - land. The
Asses were expecting that when she returned she would
bring the little ones with her. Butno. She came alone
and of course, she wore no gilt-tail thistime. She had
also dropped all pretensions to modesty and good man-
ners. She defied openly the laws of man and of gods.
The old spirit which cost her tail in her early days took
possession of her soul ence again. She heaped words of
very bitter contempt and very violent hatred on the Ass-
race which she had once praised as the noblest, wisest
and loveliest on earth.

She now began to humour the Apes, calling them the
dearest creatures on earth and delivering a series of
fectures on topics which were dear to the Apeheart, such
as the following:—

1 The superiority of tail-less animals over all tailed
ones, always excepting the Foxes.

2 How, even among the Foxes, a tail-less one is
superior to the rest.

3 The paramount importance to Apes and Asses of
voyages to Fox-land.
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imals—the Asses. (A jeremiad
against |ong pars@\white noses etc.) :
5 How #8h Ass into Ape.

—————— %

6 How to cg Ape into a Fox, etc, etc.

in a mood to be won over by old
e | rem =mbared thz2ir old wrongs, how
in jth=" ¥5 the Goldzn Fox used to vilify and mock
th:m and s2 on; so thzy drove hsr out with scorn and
contampt. Sh2 than made a last desperate effort to win
back th2 allegiance of the Asses. But there is a limit
evan to Asinine folly and credulity. They too brayed
scorn at her. In the m2anwhile the authorities of the law
pressed har to bring ths little ones to the Ass-land and
d:liver tham to thair parent. But she had so far disfigured
thz littls ones that sh2 could not dare to obey that order.

So she secretly fled away to the Republic of Bees and
Ants, whare warrants from Ass-land could not be executed
and it is undarstood that she has started a new cult there
whosz chisf doctrine seems to be thatthe land of Bees
and Ants will become a paradise the day on which they
elect an old and tail-less she-Fox as President of their
Rzpublic—a cult to which she has given the strange title
of Foxo-Bees-Antism.

@]

OPINIONS
ON THE FOX WITH THE GOLDEN TAIL

Dr. Nanjunda Rao, B.A., M.B.C.M., F.C.S.
writes: ‘‘It has a high educational value. A
careful study of the booklet will do good to
all the children in our country, young as well
as old.”’

Prof. K. B. Ramanathan, M.A., B.L., L. T.,
F.M.U. writes: “‘It hits off very cleverly the
weaknesses of our men and none of us come
off well. And if we should be a self-complacent
lot and not have any gift of humour, we should
owe you a grudge.”’
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