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T All India Co-operative week _ was inaugurated |
Tll:ieru Sadiq Ali, Governor of Tamil Nadu on 14-11-81
at_ Valluvar Kottam. Thiru C. Ponnaiyan, Minister for
Law presided.
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The Honorable Chief Minister Thiru M. G. R., inaugurated
a feeder balancing da#ry at Erode on 10-11-81 and distributed

milk to children.

—_— m his B S
Quarters for Police were opened on 10-1]1-'81 at Erode by “‘
the Honorable Chief Minister, Thiru M. G. R.

Ten new bus routes operated by the Cheran Transport
Corporation were inaugurated by the Honorable Chief
Minister Thiru M. G. R., on 10-11-81 at Erode.
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SAROQJINI NAIDU’S

UNTO THE MOTHER TRIBUTE

The demons of Fear and Sorrow, with
their legions of beggarly cares and
pains and deaths, do ever encircle us.

: ** Poet Bharati has_fulfilled the

true mission of a poet. He has crea-
ted beauty not only through the
medium of glowing and lovely words
but. has kindled the souls of men
and women by the million to a more
passionate love of freedom and a
richer dedication to the service of the
country.

Poets like Bharati cannot be
counted as the treasure of any pro-
vince. He is entitled by his genius
and his work to rank among those
who have transcended all limitation
of race, language and continent and
have become the universal possess-
jion of mankind.” So said India’s

They are plotting to rob us of the
nectar pot.

Day and nighr they are assailing this
JSortressed city of a million halls,
this Body which thou hast given
10 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, our arts and work s

Our shrines and homes and dear ones.

Our. herds and flocks, our pastures and

| frelds, . . Poet laureate Thirumathi Sarojini
We f;’glmy mighty protection, O Nadiu in a message when the Bharati
dother.

On our lives and loves and songs.
Our dreams and willingsand acts,
We imvoke thy blessings,

We offer thee our all. We kiss thy
lotus feet, We surrender. Make

us immortal, O Mother.

—Bharathi.

BHARATI ON THE ENGLISH
AND FRENCH

‘VERNACULARS”

The Tamil language has a living
philosophical and poetical literature
that is far grander, to my mind, than
that of the “Vernacular” of England.

For the matter of that, I do not
think that any modern vernacular
of Europe can boast of works like
the Kural of Valluvar, Ramayana
of Kamban and the Silappadhi-
karam (Anklet Epic) of Ilango. And
it may not be irrelevant to add that
I have read and appreciated the ex-
quisite beauties of Shelley and of
Victor Hugo in the original English
and French * vernacular”™ and of
Goethe in English translations.

memorial at Ettayapuram was being
dedicated.

BHARATI’S PROSE STYLE
CAPTIVATES RAJAJI

Rajaji wrote about Bharati's
prose style as follows :—

' We may discover in the prose
of Bharati how to avoid meaning-
less trash, filling up pages by endless
repetitions, how to achieve crystalline
clarity and the vigour of a diamond
calibre and how to employ spoken
Tamil, free from grammatical errors,
to write and to draw pen pictures.
The Tamils may study in Bharati’s
writings the boundless potentialities
and grace which remain hidden in
that language. One may enjoy in
the works of Bharati, that gifted
child of Mother Tamil, his fertile
imagination, his burning patriotism,
his broad sense of justice and
humour which does not hurt.”

The late Thiru S. Srinivasa
Iyengar remarked =bout Bharati's
national songs as follows : ** Patrio-
tims is real and concrete when linked
to the witchery of liquid song.”




I am not exaggerating the feeling
of any Member of this Hovse who
is a Tamilian, or who knows Tamil,
or who is a patriot, or who is not
afraid of patriotism, when I say
that one wants no arguments to sup-
port this vote of censure on the
action of the Madras Government
in having acquiesced in or directed
the City Police to seize what will
remain, in spite of the Madras
Government’s activities, so long as
the Tamil language lasts or a Single
Tamilian exists, as the most price-
less and patriotic songs in that great
language.

“Sir, late Subramania Bharathi
was a man on whose tongue the
Goddess Saraswati can honestly be
believed to have danced the dance of
patriotism. If he had been born in
any free country, why in any country
of the world except India, that man
would hdve been made the Poet
Laureate of the country, would have
been given honours and titles by a
Government which knows how to
respond to the feelings of the people
and would have lived and died
among the most honoured of the
nation. But, Sir, being the slave
country that we are, he had to live
as an exile in Pondicherry, enjoying
the hospitality of the French Govern-
ment and die a broken wreck, be-
cause he found no use for himself
under the auspices of this Govern-
ment. But, Sir, martyrs and patriots
before him have gone to the same
fate. Subramania Bharathi lived and
died a patriot. I want to repeat,
Mr. President, that so long as the
Tamil language lasts, you may con-
fiscate all the copies which exist even
as our sacred Vedas were handed
down from generation to generation,
for aeons, without a single piece of
writing ,by the memory of our ancient
Hindu ancestors, even as Macaulay
was able to repeat every line of Mil-
ton’s Paradise Lost, I have no doubt
that, so long as a single Tamilian
lives, these songs will remain
the priceless heritage of the Tamil
race. I can inform this House, Mr.
President, after this ill-advised action
of the Government, we are starting
propaganda for getting by heart
every song of Subramaniya Bharati,
and although the Hon. the Law
Member and the Hon. the Home
Member may between them con-
fiscate every printed word of those
patriotic songs, human ingenuity
has not yet invented any machinery
which is able to confiscate thoughts
and memeories. Thoughts and memo-
ties will flourish, and wherever the

T Defenmce of

Bharati’s

Songs

Hon. the Law Member or the Home
Member goes they will hear only
these songs sung. and thev will have
to apply cotton wool to their ears il
they want to save themselves from
being polluted by hearing these
brave and patriotic songs.

“Sir, the origin of this action is
not even complimentary 1o this
Government. This government is
here governing the bulk of the Tami-
lians in whose language these poems
are written. These poems are
quarter of a century old. For nearly
twenty five years, these songs have
been sung throughout the Province,
and I appeal to my Hon. friend the
Chief Minister who, 1 know, is a
very good student of Tamil whether
he had not heard and enjoyed these
songs, whether he has not heard and
felt his pulse beat quicker, and his
blood run warmer in his veins, when
these magnificent, soul stirring songs
were sung. I am sorry my two other
friends who crossed the floor are
not here. If they were here, they dare
not contradict me when I say that
some of the election methods by
which they came to this very council,
which gave them the opportunity
to cross the floor and become Minis-
ters, where these patriotic songs
sung by boys and girls in public
meetings. Sir, do you know that in
this Tamil country, if you want to
get up a magnificent meeting, if
you want to sustain the interest
of the audience, the most usual
method is to get these songs sung?
I wish 1 had the voice to sing a few
of these songs here, which will melt
the hearts of these people.

?
“Then ,Sir what are these songs?
I am not going to dwell on their
seditious nature under your ruling.
I merely want to tell the House these
are songs, with the -like of which
one is familiar in English literature

such as praising the country, praising

S. SATYAMURTI

her natural beauties, praising her
great heroes and heroines, praising
lier great achievements, expressing
unmitigated love for the motherland,
expressing joy in her present and
hope in her future. Are these un-
worthy of any nation? These have
been prescribed. I have got copies
here and | can make a present of
them to the Hon. the Home Member
or the Law Member. | will make
a present of them to the Council
Library and if the police want them
they can go and search there and take
them. | shall read from the first
book of songs in order to convince
the House that there wuas no need
for the Government to confiscate
this literature:

Vande Maataram enbom

Maanila thaayai vanangudum
.enbom (Vande)

Jaathimathangalai-p - parom Uyar

Janmam  iddesattil eythinarayi-

num

Vediyar aaiyinum onre Anri
veru kulathavar aayinum onre

Eena paraiyarkalenrum Avar
Emmudan Vazhnadu ingiruppava
-anro?

Cheenathaar aay wviduvaaro?
pira
Desathaarpor -p-pola theengizhaip
paaro (Vande)

“We will worship our Mother,
we will not mind to which caste or
which religion, our fellow citizens
belong: if they are bom in this
country, all of them are our brothers.
Even if they are called Paraiyas
(Harijans), are they foreigners

Onru pattal undu vazhvu Nam-

) mil

indril anaivarkkum

thazhvu
vendum

Intha

Gnanam vandaal pin namakethu

vendum?

(Vande)

Ottrumai

Nanri therinthidal



“l commend these lines to the
particular attention of the Hon.the '
Law Member and the Chief Minister
and the Home Minister .If we are
united we can live; if we are not |
united we are all equally humiliated-
Treasury Bench and the Opposition
alike (Laughter) then I appeal to the
Tamilians. Have you heard any more
inspiring lines than these? I have
not.

Chenthamizh naadenum
pothinile Inba

Theen vanthu paayuthen
Kaathinile Engal

Thanthaiyar naadendra
Pechinile Oru

Sakthi pirakkuthu moochinile

(Chenthamizh)

*I do not know, Sir, if there is
any Tamilian in this House or out-
side whose heart will not melt at
these songs. I ask them to remember
this, that these songs are now dec-
lared forfeited to His Majesty by the
action of a Government which are
to a certain extent kept in those
treasury benches by us. The music of
it is so great that even a halting §
reader of those songs like myself 3
can make an appeal to the members
here.

*“1 have listened to Hon.the Law
Member shouting here yesterday;
he has not even read these songs.
but still he has forfeited the book.
1 can understand if the Government
has chosen one of those songs or
two and said that those songs should
be forfeited. They have not done
anything of the kind. These two
volumes consist of some of the most
moving songs on our religion and
letters, apart from pure patriotism.

What they sang: I shall finish by -
referring to similar songs in English
literature which Englishmen sing
in their country which they sing
even in our own country in private
dinner parties and other places.
They sing of the glories of England”
“Britain shall rule the waves, Britain
shall never be slave, but Indians
shall always be slaves. That is the
burden of their songs,if they are to
be judged by the results of theactions
Lord Tennyson Sang:

Their mighty wings stretch from

At her girdle clash
The golden keys of the East and . o east to west
) West! Their nest is'in the sea, but they
Her mailed hand keeps the keys ) shall roam
‘ of such Like eagles for the prey.

Teeming destinies .
Then England’s message in Parker’s

words:
e

Wiliam Blake wrote. .

- English

Then Courage,all brave mariners
And never be dismayed

Then be bold work for gold
When the stormy windsdo blow.

Lord Tennyson says:

The fleet of England is her all in

all
Her fleet is in your hands
And in her fleet her fate.

[ want to point out three capital
differences between the English
nationalistic literature and ours.
nationalistic  literature
boast of its own strength and speaks
of the confusion and destruction of
their enemies. ““God save the King,
send him victorious happy and
glorious and confound his encmies.”
That is the Englishman’s song. The
Englishman’s  psychology is that
God has to deal with only two cate-
gories, England and her Subject on

' the one hand and her enemies on the

other.That is. God must give up all.
His other work and constantly save
England and confound her enemies
on the other. Whereas the message
of Subramania Bharati is the message
of all races, of poets. philosophers
and seers of all nations.

“Let India be free and happy and

the other nations of the world be

free and happy. Isit for preaching

. this message of peace on earth and

goodwill to all men that the Madras

% Government which does not under-

stand the ABC of patriotism or
nationalism have ventured to lay its
profanehandonthis sacred literature?
We are constantly told that we are
a nation of many races and creeds.
Bharati was a Brahmin by birth,
and I appeal to non-Brahmins in
the South -several of them were

his friends and [ do not want to name

them - to say whether throughout
his literature, there is a single trace
of caste or communal bias or superio-
rity or inferiority. He talks only of
It}dl_ans as a whole, he knows no
distinction of class or creed, race or
religion. He is the most cosmopolitan
that I know of among modern
authors. Is it for preaching this
harmony among men that his books
are sought to be forfeited by this
Government? It seems to me that
this action of the Government can-
not be justified on any basis what
ever, either of duty or of reason.

Courtesy: YUVA BHARATI
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and significant as the term is, it is a
 warm tribute not only to the poct
but also to the people for the people
# had had their monarchs and minis-

. iers, their warriors and saviours,
¢ their seers, and saints, miracle-mon-
! gers and priests, but had no poets

Charming

and from ages past there were poets
in abundance, poets who SuPpl'ﬁ
mented the scriptures’or who popr-
shed the palaces by their poetry,
but poets who sang for and about
the people in the people’s tongue
were very very rare. The poet’s voice
did the function of the temple bell
or the palace drum but rarely did
that vcice represent the innermost
thoughts of the people and when

at times poetsspoke about the people,-

it was to point out to them, how
greedy and wordly they have become,
how impermanent and illusory this
world is, how sinful is silver and how

‘ungodly is gold, and such like ser-

mens that supplemented the royal
rod and the whip of the aristocrat.
Poets became in'due course one more
important item in the Royal para-
phernalia, one more policeman, who
filed the case here and asked the
high heavens to deliver the judgment
later on. These poets spoke in a
different tongue altogether and were
far from the people. They despised
the crowd from where they rose
and used their poetic genius to gain
admission to the royal palace, and

noble exceptions to this sorry rule,
and they are the poects least known
to the people of our days.

Poets either became vendors of
virtue in verses or became pleasure
merchants, and they found it hard
and unprofitable to become the
People’s Poets. That is the reason
why we find no out.tanding people’s
poct after the Sangam Age in Tantil-
nadu. . .

Virtue itself came to be considered
an investment for a happy life in
another world. Hence, poets who
came after the advent of this false
and pernicious theory began to
extol the particular bank of dis-
pensation for which they were the
self-appointed agents. Like the clever
banker, or the active insurance
agent, these poets began to pour
forth rhymes in abundance, about
the soundness of their Bank, about
the delightful dividends and the
bright prospects. If one poet gave

when once there, they went on weay - the people a sweet song about the

all sorts, provided his gold was pure.

The poets of the Sangam period are

ing wordy wreaths. for monarchs of powers of Garuda of Maha Vishnu,

up rose another to supply us with a
sacred sonnet about the stately bull

of Siva, or the beautiful peacock of
Muruga or even the ugly buffalo of
the all powerful God of Death,
Yama. All these poems were of the
highest order,” looked at from the
artist’s point of view. There was
rhythm,  diction, similies, meta-
phors, parables,all in abundance
except reason. These poets thought
that the temple bell did not work ~
well and thougt it their duty to lend
their poetic strengh to supple-
ment the sound duty or no duty,
it was such a paying job that there

‘was a rush in that direction. Poets

assumed an attitude of superiority
they enjoyed the commonman’s
confusion, they tried to compromise
contradictions and beautify absur-
dities,they were loud in their denun-
ciation of things worldy; the worth
lessness of human life, the littleness
of mankind and they presented a
poetic picture of the unknown warld
heaven up above the clouds, and
the hell underneath the earth. The
telescope was in the Wwomb of science.
Hence, heaven existed, and the poets
entertained the people with imagi-
nary descriptions about the theologi-
cal worlds! The ignorant stood-




: ‘.: fine poems about the
of the flower, the rhythm in rivers,

@ the art and not the thought.

It is not easy to take up the role
= of a people’s poet. Bharatirose equal
o to this stupendous task. It is easy to

: become the poet of the classes. Some

B sweet sonnets about the silvery moon j ;

B swimming in a sea of blue, some

& poems about the twinkle of the stars,
fragrance

lyrics about the love and verses

about valour these are enough to i

secure a place of honour in the poets’
gallery. But to discharge the duties
of a people’s poet, one has to cross
hurdles of hatred, take many a dive
into dangers and should not think
about patronage and popularity.
Though a select circle of friends knew
and _ spoke about the poetic gznius
_ -of Subramania Bharathi, the people
as a whole were almost unaware
of their poet till at a later stage, and
‘then top, it was the poems of a politi-
cal colour that was presented to the
people, and not the poems, which
a people’s poet alone can conceive
and deliver .We had had poets in
abundance. The shepherd sleeping
inside a temple forgetful of his home
and vocation, the goddess returning
after her midnight supervision, the
smile on her lips on seeing the simple-
ton, her curious idea to make him a
poet. the gentle pat and the touch
of the divine rod, the wonderful
result these were known to the people.
One becomes a poet, because of the
divine touch, and it is his duty
to sing devotional songs to a parti-
cular deity or to all. This theory
held the ground so strongly that the
people were not prepared to meet
the people’s poet, even when one
came forward. The people will cast
a look of contempt and suspicion
on one who says boldly. “I am the
people’s poet. I sing for them and
about them because I am one of
them.” There would be no recogni-
tionand the more radical his poems
are, the more vehement will be the
opposition. And in this dangerous
ground, we find Subramania
Bharathi, taking steady steps victo-
riously.

Bharathi was born on the frontier
of two eras. The feudal order was in
full force in his homeland. Ettya-
puram had a palace surrounded by
huts. Age old castes were still in
power. He himself was a Brahmin
by birth but side by side with feuda-
lism and Sanathanic order of Society,
modernisim was peeping in. Indust-

rial revolution was dawning, the old
[l il RS e
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order met the new with sorrowful

eyes, and there was a challenge in
the look of the new era. Bharathi
was born during that period and
mone could have imagined that he
will become the warrior in the duel
between the old order and the new.
for in the old order of things his
was a comfortable place.

He was born, moreover, in this
land of paradoxes, a land where
arrogance and humility, cruelty and
kindness march together, where
there is energy in abundance and
absurd contemplation strong enough
to dissipate the enmergy, a land of
some dazzling ideas and millions of
mute people, a land where there is
apoplexy at the centre and andemia
at the extremes, the land of courage
as well as fear, the land of faith as
well as despair. Byron and Burke
landed here just then, only to meet
Bharatam and Bagavatham. The
booming of the gun became familiar

a new land peopled by men and
women of a new type altogether. He
found the people enveloped in fear.
Fear was written on their very faces.
They were afraid of anything and
everything. Not only did they fear
the foreigner and his gun but their
own brethern chanting some slogans.
They were afraid of ghosts and

‘ phantoms.

Such a people cannot become the

to the ears of the people and the age=standard bearers of freedom and a

Jong temple drum was mnot silent in
such a land of paradoxes and per-
plexities.

Bharathi was born, and in such a
land history moves but slowly and
it needs a strong push if it should
move at all. Bharathi’s claim to
greateness rests chiefly on this: he
gave the push as the people’s poet.

Bharathi was not merely the bard
of Nationalism. He was certainly
the morning star of reformation only
because he was the peaple’s poet.
He was angry with the foreigner,
and wanted his country to become
free but that was not his goal,
that was not to be his end. It was but
the beginning .He wanted to free
his country men from all shackle§,
wanted them to ris¢ up in the esti-
mation of the world, wanted to see

6

land peopled by such nature cannot
lift its head high, and look straight
at the world, even if the foreign
power is driven out. Hence Bharathi
wanted his countrymen, to drive
out fear from their mind to shed off
qunon'ty complex. He instilled into
their minds hope and courage, he
Placed before them their own hidden
powers and pointed out to them,
how that innate power is being
wasted, the slumber of the masses,
their gross ignorance, and super-
stition, their inferiority complex
and their caste prejudices. Bharathi
saw clearly, and he determined to root
out these evils, and none but a peo-
ple’s poet could have been so deeply
interested in these problems. But
Bharathi knew fully well, that it was
the age of the common man the era
of democracy and he wanted the
people to fight for freedom. Hedid




L2
.S
WO tas
A B &N

not delivér mere
to the divinities, nor did he send
poetic appeals to the princes of the
land. He addressed the man with
the plough, the woman at the cradle,
and even the children at the play
grounds. He did not, like the poets
of a bygone age, point out ancient
scripts in support of freedom, but
placed before the masses, the world
events of importance the freedom
movements of distant lands. He an-
nounced to the people, the dawn of
freedom in Italy through the mar-
vellous ressurrection of the masses,
thanks to Mazzini the patriot. He
painted- in glowing colours, the
—pietur€®f France after the revolution,
and placed a brand new picture about
Russia, free from the shackles of
Czardom. Free Belgium, Free France,
Red Russia these were the pictures
“thdt he placed not the theological
lands of Indra or Brahmaand having
placed these pictures, he also pre-
sented them with a pen picture of
countrymen’ at Fiji islands, and like
Shakespeare he asked, “Look at
this picture and at that!” That is the
people’s poet. One who is not afraid
of pointing out the follies and
foibles of his own people, one who
is not afraid of showing to his own
people, how slow they are in thought
and action whereas peoples of other
lands were moving fast and faster to

. a nobler sphere of activity and life.
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He was not afraid of the privileged
.Class, and did not falter to place the
full facts before the people.

As the people’s poet it was his
duty to unmask cant and hypocrisy
wherever it was to be found, and he
did that with remarkable courage

and enthusiasm.

There is an attempt by interested
parties to enlarge the portrait of
Bharathi the National Bard, not
entirely because they love that
portrait but because, they think that
that portrait’s immensity will conceal
from the public eye, the other port-
rait, the portrait of Bharathi, the
people’s poet.

Bharathi’s poems are no mere
hornets. The people’s poet was not
afraid to lay bare the absurdities of
ancient systemsand thoughts, and in
almost infuriated tone, he asks those
who champion the cause of conser-
vatism in very strong words, “Fools!
Do you argue, that things ancient
ought, on that account, to be true
and noble! Fallacies and Falsehoods
there were from time immemorial,
and dare you argue that because
these are ancient these should pre-
vail, 7”7

“In ancient times, do you think
that there was not the ignorant,
and the shallow minded! And why
after all should you embrace so
fondly a carcass-dead thoughts. Live
in the present and shape the future,
do not be casting lingering looks to
the distant past for the past has
passed away, never again to return,”
so says Bharathi and therein we
meet . He gave a moral code for the
-masses, not unrelated to. life, as
some of the ancient codes were.
He boldly differed from the ancient

icodes and placed before the people, |

"a new vision altogether. He refused

to allow the thought of Maya
-philosophy to have a hold on the
people. He ridiculed ~that theory
strongly and infuriated the Ashra-
mites, but he was not afraid of the
consequences. “A people immersed
-in such a thought,” Bharathi sa_:d,
" “will’ become inactive, unprogressive
and such a people will become
- worthless”.

Hunger and poverty and igno-
rance, he will not tolerate, and he
rises his powerful voice against the
tyranny of the rich, and threatens
the whole world with due conse-
quence even if a single individual is
made to starve. He wants the people
to lead a full life, develop their

-faculties, improve their commerce,

industrialise their land and enjoy
all the benefits of the new era. His
-religion is not to be priest craft and

;slogan shouting;his religion is service,
to humanity and brotherhood in the
broadest sense.

The task that lies before the people’s
poet, is a mighty one. It is his task to
make the people realise new truth,
take a new path, and get a new pro-
cess of valuation altogether .It is his
task to release the people from the
clutches of the Astrologer, and place
before them the Astronomer. His
is the task to drive out the Alchemist
from the people’s mind so that the
chemist can come in. His is the task
to push aside the priest so that the
teacher can get a place. The people’s
poét has the mighty task of driving
out the influence of the wiracle
monger so that the Medical man
can find a place in the order of
things. Superstition is to be fought
out so that science can flourish. In
short, the people’s poet has the task
of a revolutionary and more difficuit
than that of the revolutionary for
the people are apt to mistake the
tyrant for the saviour and the saviour
for thetyrant.He fought with courage
and though the battle is not over yet,
and though he is no more alive
he has given an armoury of thought
enough for the successful termination
of the fight, and the best and lasting
tribute that one can pay to this peo-
ple’s poet, is to continue the fight,
the fight for freedom of the people,
in its fullest and noblest sense. And
there are men for the job and it will
be finished. :

(Radio talk of Perarignir Anna in
1948.

Courtesy: Anna Publishing House.)
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TRUTH

Ever will I trust in thee, O Truth,

In the temple of my heart shalt thou ever shine.
Keep thou my vision, true star of our stormiest nights,
_Mother of Liberty, maker of strength,

Bride of the four-faced Lord who made these worlds.
O thou, white River of Bliss,

Soul of Being and its only light,

Hold thou my iongue,

Ever will I trust in thee, O Truth ;

Not all the fiends of the triple worlds shall prevent me.

In the temple of my heart shalt thou shine for ever.

BHARATI'S CONCEPTION OF INDIA.

In Bharati’s dream India's two projects were
nearest to his heart : eradication of untouchability
and emanciption of women. The caste system
was decried by him time and again. He himself
refused to observe many of the obscurantist prac-
tices enjoined upon the Brahmin caste, and took
to inter-dining with all castes, something of 2
revolutionary move in the early decades of this
century. While he wore no sacred thread, he
performed the sacred-thread investiture for an
untouchable boy in Pondicherry. A telling simile
in the poem ‘Drum’ drives home this point :

A white cat has been living in our house,
When it kittened a litter each a different shade !
One was an ashy kitten, another was wholly black;
A third was snaky-sheened, the fourth was milky-
white
A pack of different colours, equal otherwise ;
Was one hue superior, and lowly another ?
Beat the drum announcing people’s equality ;
Beat the drum denouncing caste-creed divisions !

From an article on Bharati by K. R. Srinivasa
Iyengar published in Hindu on 12-9-1976.

VINOBA’S BHARATHIAR

Acharya Vinoba in an interview said that he
first read a book containing the essays of Bhara-
thiar, (Vinoba always referred to the Poet only in
this form) while he was in the Vellore Jail. He has
recollected Bharati in the following words :—

“In an essay on Education, Bharathiar speaks
about man. Science is discovering many new
kinds of living organisms, he says, germs that
cause cholera, germs that cause plague, etc. But
let us realise, says Bharathiar, the greatest of all
living organisms is man himself. He flourishes
over and above all other organisms. He is the
greatest of all. This thought that man is the
supreme organism, [ got from Bharathiar...... ”

o Second‘ Bharathiar felt a sense of Kin-
ship with the whole universe, not only human be-
ings and animals.

" The crow and the sparrow are our tribe 7

~ Continued Vinobaji, not only living beings,
inanimate objects also.

“The sea and the hills are our crowd.

The universal feeling 1 got from Bharathiar.’

“ Third® Bharathiar was a nationalist no
doubt. But his nationalism was rooted in our
tradition of Ahimsa. He emphasised Bharathiar’s
poem * Love Thine Enemy ™ as in the best tradi-
tions of the country’s philesophy.
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*“Let me write the songs of a n: tion
and I care not who makes its iaws,”
said a wise man. For, the songs of
today lay down the laws of tomorrow

. and poets are the unacknowledged [

legislators of the land. The poet
blazes the trail, which the politicians
follow, plodding along. In India's
struggle for independence, the banner
of freedom has been held aloft by a
gallant galaxy of poet-patriots, two
of whom stand foremost, Tagore
and Bharati.

It was Shelly who said that poets
learn in suffering what they teach in
song. The patriot in Bharati writhed
in agony, under the oppressive yoke
of foreign rule and the poet in him,
burst out in song, that was at once
a call and a challenge: His words
were power and his songs were fire
his music moved the people to mutiny
and roused them to revolt.

His song “as a heart cannot bear™
(O5Ers Qur s Hamaiu)isa
scatchingindictment of the slavishlife
the people had reconciled themselves
to. “Obsessed with fear, and laden
with sorrows, they had fallen prey
to a thousand superstitions. They
shuddered at the very sightof a sepoy
and skulked away when someone
carrying a pistol pass:d by. In docile
servility and cowardly sycophancy.
they meekly got up to pay dutiful
homage to anyone who dressed with
flamboyance and walked with a
swagger. “‘The heart cannot bear,’
the poet lamented, “to see these
great people torn by strife and dis-
unity, petty differences and sque-
mish disputes setting even the son
against the father and sowing the
seeds of a feud, that was to cast its
shadow for generations to come.

TOOK CUDGELS AGAINST
FALSE VALUES

His poem on the pretentious pat-
triots and presumptuous heroes,
rings with denunciation of deceit and
revels in the exposure of hypocrisy.
The dumb drjven masses who had
sold themselves to slavery, the false
crowd that indulged in facile talk and
heroic fibs to cover and camouflage
its cowardice, the crowd that talked
when it should have toiled, that
feared where it should have fought
and sighed where it should have
struggled, the crowd that grovelled
in the dust and revelled in its own
impotence, that was the crowd that

One’s own deed is the touchstone of

One’s greatness and littleness

Bharati singed with his sarcasm and
scorched with his scorn. He called
upon the people to shed fear and
fight falsehood. “Even were the
skies to fall on your head, have no
fear” was the message of courage,
this crusader against injustice put
in his song. Even as he struggled to
destroy the false values that had
corroded society and  corrupted
man’s mind he sought to build up
new values, to forge and fashion new
bonds of sympathy, understanding
and love. As Longfellow said, he
was a poet with hate of hate, scorn
of scorn and love of love.

It is when we drink deep at this
fountain of love, that we feel that out
of clay, we have been made into men,
and from men we have risen as Gods.
It is this gospel of love that binds the
highest with the humblest, the lowest
with the loftiest and creates a com-
radeship that is strengthened by
common endeavour and unity of
purpose. It is in the rapturcs of this
love that Bharati sings of the oneness
of all, that all are one kin and all
one kind, all the people of this
august land, and all of the same
worth, all of the same value, all the
monarchs of the mighty land. A
society that will rise above its calls,
that will refuse to demean itself into
divisions of caste, that will respect
the tiller and the toiler and will
no longer burn incense to the idle
rich, a society where virtue shall be
strength and earnest endeavour scek
to promote the abiding good—
this is the new order of which
Bharati dreamt, for which he worked
and prayed.

Respect the Pnét, But Dont’ Discard
Progress

The India of his dreams would
have its roots in the past, in the rich
culture and noble traditions that had
sustained the country for thousands
of years. “This was the land where
our forefathers lived happy, purpose-
ful life and thought a thousand
thoughts, fertile in their imagination,
rich in their idealism and faithful in
theirrealism.Shy and bashful maidens
have revelled in the cheering coolness
of the rivers of this land, and the
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benign moon beamed with joy at
their virgin delights. These damsels
had ripened into woman hood to
fulfill themselves as mothers and
with the sweet words, they spoke, fed
their babies with the wisdom of our
land. This was the land studded
with temples that rose high, offering
unto the Gods the humble gratitude
of men for the life of fulness and
fulfilment that they lived there™.

He had set our Five-Year Plans to
Music

But Bharati was no poet of the
past, he was indeed a poet of the
future and heralded an era where,
enriched with our experiences, we
should march forward towards fresh
advances in every sphere of life.
Love of ancient culture and the
yearning for modern progress met
and mingled in Bharati’s melody.
“There was no use”, he counselled,
“in secretly regaling ourselves with
colourful tales of the prosperous past.
wen pauTs BwHGMGBen U™
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We should catch up with the most
progressive advances in arts and
sciences, in thought and literature.
Our past shall equip us, not envelop
us; it shall inspire us, but not imprison
us.

If Bharati was an idealist dreamer,
he was also a practical planner. He
was not like the nightingale that sat
in the darkness and sang to cheer
its own solitude with sweet songs.
His songs were not mere invitations
to romance and rhapsody. They
were also the blue prints for progress
‘Let us walk amidst the silver snows
clad mountains, while our ships sail
all the western seas. Let us bridge
the gaping gulfs and harness the
turbulent waters of Bengal to nourish
our crops. We shall delve deep into
the land and coax the hidden
treasures of the earth to bring us
prosperity. We shall dive deep in the
Southern seas and fish for pearls as
bright as wisdom . Let. us exchange

the tasty wheat grown on the banks . =
of the Ganges for the tender betel’ *

leavesof the banks of the Cauveri:



We will reward the melodies of the
Marathas with the soft, shining 1vo-
ries of Kerala. We will pay tribute
to the glory of the Rajput_heroes,
with Mysore Gold, we will have
wealth from cotton and silk, and
make earth heave with the fulsome
weight of the fruits of our labour.
We will span the seas and scan the
skies; we will watch the stars and
probe the Mars. We will cherish the
truth and nourish the arts and sing
- ip ecstasy of Bharath, the land of our
birth””. In Bharati’s poetry, we can
find Independent India’s Five Year
Plans, set to music.

NOT THE NARROW LOVE OF
TAMIL

This patriot who spanned out
wide country with the poet’s metie
and measure, who had his feet play
with the waters of the seas that met
at Kanyakumari, and held his head
high amidst the snow-clad Himala-

yas, swelled with abounding pride

and abiding love for the language
that lured him o poetry—Tamil.
Bharati is an illustrious example of
a nationalist who did not love his
country less, but loved Tamil more.
“The mention of Tamil Nadu fills
our ears with sweet honey.”

Qephgllp pr6L_crgy b
GurSallGaw @erusg
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The very name of our forefathers
breathes into us, a new power .Tamil
Nadu, rich in valour and full with the
Vedas, where labour and learning
unite at the altar of love—this was
the land that produced Valluvar
and presented him to the world; this
language that sang of living truths
in lilting music: this the people who
matched the mountains with their
mighty valour, who roamed the seas
and planted little Tamil Nadus in
lands far -away, at the back of the
beyond”. Bharati was a true Tamil
and therefore, a great Indian.

and serene, soothing and soulful, that
uplifted the lover and the loved
and carried them forward to greater
heights of devoted ,dedicated affec-
tion, that embraced humanity and
reached out to divinity. “The crow
and the pigeon are my kin,” claims
the poet, His love of freedom and
spirit of equality, were born out. of
this oneness, of this deep identity,
his infinite capacity to see one in all, -
and all in one. The lowliest being was
to him as important ,as the most
favoured or fortunate, It wag ndt
mere poetic flourish, revolutionary
bravado or anarchist frenzy when he
declared, “should even one man go
without food, we will pull down the
whole world.” }
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In Bharsti, then, we have the poet,
the philosopher and the passionate
lover, all rolled in one. He loved his

Bharati is a poet of love—a love language, his nation, no less than he
that does not confine or choke itself loved God and humanity. But, to love,
within narrow limits, a love that flows he must be free: to cooperate, he must
§ more and becomes fuller. His was a be equal: to create, he must be fearless;

_passion pure and powerful, strong to be divine, he must be human .
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The songs of Mahakavi Bharati
sung under the inspiration of Vira
Chidambaram Pillai at Tirunelveli
promoted National awakening. The
songs sung after 1908 at Pondicherry
effected universal self-awakening.
The ten years of political exile in the
French territory (1908-1918), en-
larged his views and visions and
transformed him under the inspira-
tion of Sri Aurobindo Yogi, into a
universal poet ofintuition and intros-

ection. His tuneful songs gained
in cosmic vision of the divine
splendour. The rising grace of the
sun, the tossing dance of the moon-
lit waves, the zephyr-kiss of evening
blossoms, the soothing shade of
groves and orchards, transported
the poet’s soaring inspiration to
Parnassion heights of ecstasy. Even
the hurdles and hardships of the
lonely poet prompted his muse to
spiritual exaltations :

““ No worry about life !
Brothers, accept my creed of choice-
less awareness.

The means of living, Nature grants.
Yours is to love and live in joy.’

The poet cultivated the cosmic
Vision to see all in the self and the
self in all. His soul identified itself
with the Cosmic Soul.

** The crows and sparrows are our
clan
The seas and hills are our kin

We behold none but ourselves
Wherever we turn our eyes

This cosmic vision brings us
delight

Beat Ye drums of victory

We've felled Demon FEAR.

We've split apart serpent Untruth
We drink the ambrosia of self-bliss

Death that stalks in dark
ignorance

Runs trembling before us
Blow bugles and beat drums of
victory!

ended the tyrant’s rule, restoring
Dharma Rajyam. The Kannan
Pattu so much appriciated by Sri
Aurobindo, is full of elegant grace
and suble humour. The splendour
of his soul burst out into verses of
beauty and harmony, inspiring subtle
patriotic verve. ‘ While subjects are
itching for war, Kannan revels in
dance, music and drama. But when
the time is opportune, King Kannan
wields his disc quickly felling cruel
tyrants and restoring righteous rule.
Then the Nation thrives in glory.

Kuyil Pattu invites echoes from
Keats and Shelly. In dulcet tunes,
it depicts the vague hypocrisy lof

Songs jingled behind him as he politicians implied in the complica-
trod through the groves and lonely tions of love between the Kuyil,
lawns, mutts and temples of Pondi- Kurangan (monkey) and maadan
cherry. The crown of his poetic (bull). This love idyll keeps us

his non:cooperation policy as the
unique panacea for the freedom of

India. In 1917 the tyranny of the
Tzar was put down by Lenin who
raised the red communist flag of
labour bearing sickle and hammer
as a symbol of the Republic of
toilers in fields and factories.

Bharathi’s Swan song Bharatha
Samudhayam is a National Upani-
shad. It is a charter of freedom
and equality to mankind.

In one word freedom—that is
the soul of Bharathi’s inspiring
songs.

Freedom he sang-freedom from

bonds
Of caste and creed ! Let us join hands
With joys of love and liberty

genius was-attained in three immor- spell bound. In this land of golden plenty.
No more fear ; No more poverty

tal creations (1) The Vow of Panchali
(2) Kannan Pattu, (3) Kuyil Pattu. The coming of Mahathma All are one ; All men and women
We have heard and enjoyed these Gandhi to Pondicherry transformed Enjoy here the joys of heaven
master pieces from his gifted voice. the militant politician V. V. S. Iyer : .

All the three implicates the end of into an earnest votary of truth or Sri Aurobindo declared that Pondi-
tyrants and impostors and the dawn Ahimsa. Bharathi adored Gandhiji cherry was the place thosen for his

of India’s freedom. Panchali’s vow as the saviour of humanity and hailed Yoga Siddhi and its influence shall
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was His
Sri Autobindo
landed on the Pondy Port (4-4-10)

pe world-wide. Bharati

votary and I too.

with a vision and mission. Then
came the Hero V.V.S. Ayyar. The
Poet, Yoginand the Hero (PYH)made
Pondicherry a Pilgrim Centre. Sri
Aurobindo heard from us the history
of sages like Swami Ramalingam and
Tayumanavar and cultivated great
spiritual regard for the Tamil nation.
Bharati and friends opened a study
class for Vedas and Indian Classics.
He translated the Vedic hymns into
Eaglish and Tamil. His English
translations of the hymns of Andal
and Nammalvar were published in
the ARYA edited by Sri Aurobindo.
V.V.S. AYYARconducted Bharata
Shakti pooja during which Bharati
sang his Shakti Songs and devotecs
danced. : =

We take rcfug'e at They feet, O Kali,
- Kali

-

Grant us these urgent boons, ‘To none are we slaves.

universal Meother ™ :
. ) ~ Blow conches of Victory beat drums
Let our lives be free from worries. and dance

Grant us dynamic energy and We declare to mankind all are equal

courage_ souls.
) ) Glory to tillers and toilers ; down
Give us wealth and health, light and idlers.

learning. Salutations to farmers and factory -
) with labourers. .

Give us dawn-like peace and sun-
like . smiles.

Let our body be strong and sword- Mr. Pillai blessed his spiritual verve
_ ) proof. as he sang with the Harijan Kanaka
Bring victory to our endeavours. We surrender to Thee O Muthu
Strike at the root of fear and Mari our National Deity
o cowardice Grant us a pure mind and strong

Make us Thy victorious heroes muscles.
) ) . _ Hail Bharathi, Our dear mother land
Vira Chidambaram Pillai once visit- Hail Bharathi, thy rhythms of hope
ed him at Pondicherry. Bharati tend

feasted him and delighted him with a Self-visioned splendid dawns .
significant song :

Where angels play on earthly lawns.

Our sacrifice is crowned with victory
We have attained _vf‘reedom, blissful

el freedom
Y-

x ® *
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The two primordial forces that Realising this “truth Syubra- This principle is practised by the
have been shaping human history mania Bharathi said in his auto- French people ;" wherever you go
are hunger and sex. The principal biography : in Paris, you can see a curious
force that built the mightiest empire Love gives joy to mankind ; placard, which says: “France Wel-
in history was the Britisher’s hunger  the woes of mankind disappear Comes Lovers.” Love liberates man

for food. « The Empire so built up through ,love, fTom an egocentric universe and
down the centuries was kicked off " makes him a devotee of someone or
by Edward VII because of his Human love produces poetry, music, Something beyond himself.
love for a widow. sculpture and the other arts,
) Therefore, oh Man, make love,
Hunger cannot be sublimated ; ‘ Subramania Bharathi, who lived

it can only be gratified by supply It is the paramount pl;asufe of this in Pondicherry for years, had an

of food; but sex can be sublimiated earth, insight into French Culture, into the
by changing the direction in which By love you can remain immortal, French passion for liberty and into
sex acts ; it can be transformed into Rid yourselves of sorrow and thereby the audacities of French Poetry
sacrifice or devotion or even Gnana. - make death itself a lie. called- vers libre - He also knew that
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these great qualities sprang out of o
the French love for love. So, he
sings —

Like the two eye-lids that guard the :
eyes

Let us guard the pleasures of love.

i

Of Heroism born out of love, he !
sings in ‘Pengal Vazhga’ (Long
Live Women) as follows :—

Slap your shoulders and dance, }
‘Glory to the Mother’, |

Sing hallelujas to the love-parrots;
At the bidding of slender waisted
X girls,

We wifl attack a thousand hills ;
Sing * Glory to the Mother’ and
sing it to Thala

And play it on the golden flute ;
We will mount the air and assail
Heavens,
if beloved girls, at a wink of their
eyes, bid us do so.

In one of the parables written by
Bharathi, there is a fascinating dis- *
cussion between a buffalo and a
bird. The buffalo asks, ¢ How is it
that men and beasts have nothing
of the joy, the liveliness and the
dance that mark the lives of birds ?’
The bird replies :(—

“We, birds, have greater love—
pleasure than beasts and men,
That is why we spend our lives
happily, singing, laughing and
caressing.

In Kuyilpattu, Bharathi fre-
quently emphasises the idea that
there can be no pleasure with-
out love and there can be no life
without pleasure. In fact, the re- |
current lines in Kuyilpattu are :—

Love, Love, Love,
If there be no love,
Death, death, death.

But the love that Bharathi
praises is not free love. He says :—

It is said in Europe the principle of
free love is growing fast,
They declare that all women at their
pleasure may live with all men,
Their words are words of cowards,
Free love means false love.

Genuine love, according to
Bharathi, will put an end to all
conflicts and wars.

Bharathi’s grievance against the S5
Indian Society of his times was that
people instead of nourshing genuine




love were trying to destroy it.
According to Bharathi, their hatred
of genuine love was false and was

sings :

the result of jealousy. He

If they see love portrayed in drama
or poetry,

Our countrymen applaud and

; praise it ;
If the same love is manifested inside
the home or at the edge of-the well,

They grunt and groan against it

And try to kill it outright.
*  In Bharathi’s philosophy, love
is a precondition to the attainment
of divnity. He sings :—
Look! Itis the loving wife who is
Sakthi,
Through her, Godhood can be
attained.

In his autobiography, Bharathi
speaks of the calf-love which struck
him in his 10th vear. A nint-year
old girl seems to have made him
mad with love. He laments :—

As T pierced the fish-like eyes of that
) Gazelle like Girl
Cupid’s arrows pierced my soul.

He says that the flowers his grand-
father had offered in Pooja to his
Deity would be picked up by him
and taken by him to his beloved

-
-~
~

~his own words :

At this stage, Bharathi, the author
of the short story intervenes with

Nobody can do anything to oppose
love,

It is like a forest fire ;

It will either have to burn itself out

Or by an act of God be extinguished

By a heavy downpour of rain.

Men cannot put it out by pouring
water thereon.

Bharathi transforms the frustration
of love also into the-intensities of
Bhakthi.

He becomes the beloved of
* Krishna and sends his maid Thangam
to her lover Kannan. Intense
moods of challenge and frustration
alternate in a wonderful poem of
Bharathi. The beloved says :—

‘“Oh, my dear Thangam,

go and tell him T will broadcast to

the entire town,

All that he told me, after taking me

to a lonely spot at the riverside
long long ago.

Tell him, too, all the tricks he plays
with his shepherd maid and
all his wiles

girl with great devotion and the There is nothing great about learning Will not pass muster with the women

beloved would seec the flowers and
blossom with a smile.

As this love-worship was going
on, Bharathi’s father got him
married to another girl. In a song
of great poignancy, Bharathi says :

I found myself utterly unable to
oppose my father’s act,

Nor did I realize to what extent
the fire of love had burnt my heart,
My love and my duty were at
loggerheads.

" All this frustration is sublimated
into the theme of a short story called
* Chandrikaiyin Kathai.’ - There,
Bharathi crgates the character of
Deputy Collector Gopala Iyengar
and makes him fall in love with a
servant maid belonging to the
Shepherd caste. Gopal lyengar is
made to speak as follows :—

Clbpid stands enthroned in my heart

and teaches me a new lesson :(—

nothing great about training,
nothing great about character,

it is Love that is sweet in itself ; the

rest is  husk.
The only thing of substance is
. Love.’

Veeresalingam Panthulu, who was
listening to Gopal Iyengar, retorted
by saying :(— Oh! Your Love and
your Potatoes !.’

Gopal lyengar replied : —
“Love is a thing of the celestial world
The loveofthis earth may change but
not the nature of love ; .
What Savitri and Sathyavan, Laila
and Majnu and Romeo and Juliet
: had
Is the thing I call love. )

It is an indestructible and eternal
. - principle,
Even if the Himalayas were to float in

_ the seas,
Love cannot be falsified.

That is the kind of love I have for ‘will make Bharathi li

this servant maid.

of the heroic Marava caste.

As the beloved is speaking in such
defiant words, frustration intervenes
and changes her entire mood, and
she sings :

Once you are born a woman on this

. earth

You have to undergo great torture,
. my beloved,
As he comes playing a tune or-his
bamboo  flute,
gets infatuated
with it

My foolish -heart

And can never forget it.
All that time my heart thinksof that
wicked sinner

And gets intoxicated.
If you get me his final reply today,
then there is God to look after me.

The originals of these songs,
which have been inadequately trans-
lated by the author of this article,
are examples of some of the most
exquisite lyrics in Tamil poetry and

ve as long as
Tamil lives. .

]



It is right that Subramania
Bharati is universally regarded as
thc\Poet of the New Age. He
ushered in a new era in poesy both
by way of content and expression ;
- and it is not surprising that all the
poets who came after him show the
imprint of the great pioneer. Bharati
sang about burning problems of
the day, the chiefest among which
was the resurgent nationalism of an
enslaved people. He also sang of
social evils and of the emancipation
of women. He discovered a new
diction and fashioned new metres:
he minted new metaphors ; he in-
vented new modes in order to give
expression to these new - ideas.
Very rightly he is regarded as the
Singer of the New Epoch.

However the present writer
would like to stress a different, even
opposed, view-point . on Bharati,
partly because it is true to experience
and partly also because a fresh
view-point, not sufficiently talked
about, needs to be given added
emphasis. The view-point the pre-
sent writer would like to stress is
- that Bharati may well be regarded
as perhaps the last of the great
classical poets. This is not to say
that there is no novelty in his poetry;
no poet can wear the mantle of a
post urless he has something fresh
to say and Bharaii’s poetry is brist-
ling with an aggressive novelty.
However it is proposed to show
during the course of this article
how much of classicism one can
find in his most ambitious work the
** Panchali Sapatham ™.

The choice of the story for
versification would strike the reader
as a significant indication of the
classic turn of the poet’s personality.
The plot of Panchali Sapatham is
taken from thé Maha Bharatha,
one of the great epics of India.
Maha Bharatha has been treated in
considerable detail in verse by
Villiputurar, a poet of no mean
eminence, several centuries earlier.
Parts of the Maha Bharatha story
have been versified by other classical
poets. Stories of Lord Krishna’s
life have been the subject matter
of a considerable number of works
in Tamil. It is not uncommon
of course for greai poets to borrow a
classical theme for versification or
dramatisation ; many of Shakes-
peare’s playsare based upon Greek
epics or the history of England and
Kamban chose the Ramayana as
the theme for his monumental work.

A. V. SUBRAMANIAN

THE LAST OF THE
PoeT1g.

(LA
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It is in encellent literary traditionperhaps the well “:nown nationalist
that Bharati took up this classical fervour of Bharati that has prompt-
theme as the subject matter of his ed these critics to read such a signifi-

most ambitious work. Great poets S20ce in the poem. The present

are innovators, not copyists ; like

Shakespeare, like Kamban, Bharati

did borrow a classical theme from a P

hoary source, but he lighted up a
banal, over-worked idea with the
lustre of his own creative genius.

Some critics would prefer to
read a very modern inner signifi-
cance in the Panchali Sapatham ;
they feel that Draupathi represents
Bharata Matha and the insults she
suffers at the hands of Dussasana
represent. the indignities suffered
by the personality of the Nation at
the hands of the imperial power.
The present writer does not feel
there is much warrant for such an
interpretation of the poem. It is

Lé

writer finds little in Bharati’s epic

that can be construed as of modern
olitical significance. For one thing
Duryodhana -can by no stretch of
imagination be compared to a
foreign imperialistic power ; the
latter every where is motivated by
economic gains while Duryodhana’s
besetting weakness was the greenest
kind of envy. Nor can we dis-
cover anything in the history of the
country to correspond to the Panda-
vas’ inexcusable indulgence in gamb-
ling, with the country and even the
queen as the stakes. ’

The motivating urge behind the
poem being a moral proposition
that envy is pure evil that it warps
the mind of the most cultivated man
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gives a clear classic flavour to the
poem. The plot of the poem is
drawn from an ancient source ;
the characters are all of a classic
mould, they hidve become legends
in this country. These alone would
put the stamp of a classic on the
work. But one finds every where
in the poem classic touches not
discernible in his nationalistic songs,
for instance, take the descriptions

Iqng passages in which Bharati
describes the city of Hastinapura,
the new building in which the gamb-
ling was to take place and the on-
set of evening are of a clearly classi-
cal mould. The last is, incidentally,
a passage of a haunting, ethereal
beauty where Bharati begins as a
portrait—painter and ends up as an
authentic mystic who peers into the
secret heart of things ; in the opinion
of the present writer, it is one of the
best things that Bharati ever wrote.

. the blind king Dhrtarashtra,

Apart from the long description
there are protracied conversations,
wordy quarrels, and acrimonious
debates which again mark off the
poem sharply from modern ettorts.
The poet and the readers in olden
times had all the leisure to compose
and savour long passages in which
ideas may be repeated, if only to
convey a fresh- metaphor. As
examples onc may cite the long
and contentious dialogue between
the father and the son and the
debate by proxy between a leche-
rous, power-drunk Duryodhana and
an indignant Panchali.

"~ And classic fashion, there is
every where a tendency to moralise.
Issues are viewed always in the light
of rectitude and propriety in the
Pandava camp and by the elders in
the Kaurava camp, not excluding
who
is portrayed by Bharati as a_good
person with ethical leanings. There
is a criticism by western scholars
1hat there is too much sermonising
in Indian works, that Indians are
compulsive moralists forever preach-
ing homilies. This must certainly
b~ admitted as the truth and as
fair ceitieism ; for whole works of
philosophy like the Gita and the
Sanat sujateeya are found inserted
in .the body of the great epic and

. . : > two out of the eighteen parvas consti-
with which the poem is replete ; the™ gn P

tute moral teaching from Bhishma
to Yudhishtra. And  Panchali
Sapatham of Bharati is cast in this
epic mould ; by way of comparison,
I can cite the Kuyil Pattu, his other
long poem. Search as ome might
it is not possible to find homilies in
it ; there is no moral teaching, there
are no disquisitions indeed, 'there
seems to be no central motif for the
poem at all.

In thg use of metres, too, v.2
find that Bharati has treated this

bt

¢ ficd and occasionally recondite.
v is very different from (because it is

poem differently from his other
works. Most of his nationalistic
and even religious compositions are

songs meant to be sung in contra-
distinction to vrittas. ; he has used
vrittas in composing the
Panchali Sapatham. The vrittas
are of a varied pattern selected to
express varying moods like Duryo-
dhana’s anger and the sorrow of his
father. The diction employed, it
will be noted, is throughout digni-
It

higher than) that employed in his
“modern ” poetry. This is in keep-
ing with the exalted nature of the
subject matter and the sentiments
manifested and this high diction
is one more potent factor reinforcing
the classic unmodern stature of the
poem.

This is notto say that the poem
has no modern touches. No poet,
as has already been stated, can gain
entry into the Hall of Fame unless
he has something new to say even

about banal, well-worn ideas. In
the opening passage of the poem
where the poet describes Hastina-
pura, the reader is struck by the very
different manner in which it is done-
different from that found in other
classical poems. It is the custom
of poets to paint the country and
the capital city in the most idealistic
colours : in them one can find only
ideal conduct, ideal relationships.
There is no crime, there is no evil
to be found. Even Kamban’s
Ayodhya and the kingdom .of
Kosala are portrayed that way—
as an ultima Thule of moral recti-
tude. But not Bharati. In his
Hastinapura there are good and bad
people, living together, men of true
penance and austerity and cheats
and hypocrites who lived on the
gullibility of the people. Having
shown a flash of realism here the
poet proceeds to introduce classical
touches by describing the valour
of the city’s fighters and the fabu-
lous wealth of its bazaars, in the
hyperbolic language familiar to the
student of old Indian poetry.

Having sung hundreds of songs
that had an urgent burning message
for his harassed countrymen, Bharati
decided to produce a poem in the
grand manner after Ilango and
Kamban and perhaps Villi. He
selected a significant episode from a
great epic and using exalted diction
and classic metres he wove a tapestry
of raw emotions and fierce clash of
wills, of super men and larger-than -
life situations to produce a truly
classic work of art.
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“vital changes in our disposition, .
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Poetry in Tamil, as in‘afly other
language, is no accident of history
or an apport materialised in a seance.
It is an inheritance and is the fruit of
several centuries of human striving
for perfection in artistic expression.
The Tamil poem is grounded on the
traditions of a great language that
has grown over 2,000 years and even
more. So when we say that there is
something new or revolutionary in
Bharathi’s poetry, what is exactly
meant is a freshness in approach
and a new technique in expression.
To_ be precise Bharathi sang his
lyrics out of a contemporaneous
urge and compulsion forced from ¥
within, in reaction to the environ-
mental actuality.

P

In the realm of Art, any ideolo- °
gical change has always been preced- 2
ed by a powerful technological
change. The influence of the wes-
tern civilization set mew standards
in social life and brought about

conduct and comprehension ! Asa
sequel there arose a new awakening
of the Indian people for liberty and
freedom from  foreign  rule.
Bharathi was exposed to all these
revolutionary pulls and their mani-
festations. He saw various forces
working for an effective demystifi-
cation of privileges and social irra-
tionality. The preachings of emi-
nent reformers and various missions
for a classless society and their
determined effort to usher in a new
era of equality and fraternity, accele-
rated Bharathi’s speed. Gifted ¢
with a rare power of expression and =
an admirable capacity for the poetic

protest, Bharathi came out with all -
his progressive might and sang in -
the voice of a rebel, with all the zeal
and vigour of a social rebel. Still, |
in the midst of all these revolutionary

out-pourings; what Bharathi had ,
imbibed through his vast learning,
through his environment, and
through his inheritance, got quietly _
into his sub-concious especially the
abundant heritage that he took in
Mi &\

from the great and unlimited tradi- .

tional oral culture of the Tamil

people. This had an equal impact

upon him, equal and apposite to the )

revolutionary ideas that he drank

with avarice. These two forces

out of their synthesis was born ' T LA S N
B i’ nan. A . - RN N
barathis Kapnan. . ° . >, N, Director, Traditional Tamil Arts “<-. %, ™\

It is an interesting fact that in : N Government of Tamil nadu AR

Tamil as inmost other Indian ,\\ s
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intermingled in his very being and




languages,
closely integrated with religion and
some of our greatest lyrics are asso-
ciated with music and dance fostered
in our temples, mainly related to
worship. So it is that the concepts
and thematic ideas of religion have
permeated ‘Bharathi’s art in its
finest form and his Kannan bears
ample testimony to this harmonious
blend.

Bharathi was greatly nfluenced.

by the age old Indian philosophical
principle of the essential unity of the
individual spirit with the Universal
Spirit which is without beginning
or end but is an infinite variety of
modes and grace of manifestation.
Kannan or the concept of Krishna
1s one such and Bharathi was drawn
towards this in an intense affinity
because the theme .of Kannan by
Its very nature has limitless poten-
tialities for poetic vision and lyrical
expression. He visualized Kannan
asa friend, as a mother, as a father,
4s a servant, as a king, as a disciple,
as a preceptor, as a child and of
course as tfie lady love and the
lover and also as the saviour and
his family God ! The tradition of
the Kannan cult lent itself to all
these modes and moulds in his
poetry and the charming episodes
centering round this human God
bewitched him so much that in
some of these songs Bharathi’s
poetry reaches the lyrical zenith both
in diction and form. :

lyric p;)etry has been

goes straight into the heart like an
arrow skilfully shot.

It is true that Bharathi has
followed Manikavachakar, Aandal,
Sukabrihmmam, Ramalingar = and
others in his treatment of celestial
love. But it must be said to his
credit that in so doing, he has
forged in the fires of his creativity
many new and charming variations
upon the old rhythmic forms with
all the glow and shine of his poetic
genius.

Consequently, these songs on
Kannan are far different in kind
and timbre from other lyrics on
the same theme. They are replete
with the liberties and competence
that are born out of Bharathi’s
absorption in his Divine love and
his awakening into musical raptures
over it. That is why in the midst
of an enticing mysticism, there runs
an under-current of deep and intense
personal love which is all embracing
and comprehensive as the omni-
potent subgect itself !

. . Kannan being a well known
poetic privi- theme and the language being simple

The traditional
leges involved in extolling Kannan direct and musical, these songs have

as the supreme lover or the beloved been reigning over our music con-
were fully availed of by Bharathi certs and dance recitals gloriously
and in his poetic process the inhe- during the last three decades and
rent charm of the theme and the more. They have had a tremendous
linguistic rituals often lure him to jnfluence on the elite and the commo-
transcend the accepted norms of the ner alike. Many of these Iyrics have
orthodox grammarian and his yard been the listener's favourites over

stick. The great Tamil scholar and the Radio and the Television. They
literary critic V. V. S. Tyer, while have been rendered by reputed
commenting upon Barathi’'s Kannan musicians on commercial discs.

observes ‘In the field of the Qur children have learned them in
Bhakthicult, plaving the role of the their music classes. There is hardly
sweetheart is like walking on the a school function without Bharathi’s
razor's edge and even in Bhaga- Kannan either in the congregation
vatham, there are places where no or in the dances by children. In the
less a person than the great Sukabrih- academic field also, Tamil scholars
mam has transgressed. Therefore. have done elaborate research in
let us not find fault with Bharathi their thematic content as well as
for not holding the balance. What their structural variety. Our films
we should enjov in Kannan, is the have used them lavishly and many
lyric-cry and Bharathi’s poetic ex- have proved real hits !
cellence.’ .
o What is the secret of this univer-

This is how V. V. S. lyer pre- sal popularity of Kannan songs ?
ludes the earlier edition of Bharathi’s Even though the subject is old
Kannan. It is not my intention and even conservative, the poet has
here to analyse in detail each one breathed freshness into it through
of these songs on Kannan. It his revolutionary approach and
would be an attempt to bail the sea |yrical inventiveness. Not only
with a spoon. Generally speaking, that. Being a  people’s  poet,
Bharathi’s lyrics on ‘Kanpan .are Bharathi has done all his poetic
outstanding examples - of ‘the lyric innovations in a language spoken
form in Tamil where the initial by his common -brethren, whose
rhyme vibrates the artistic sense of hearts he articulates jn these songs.

return and its companion in the That is why, like all great poetry,
artifice, namely, the rhythm, trans- Bharathi’s Kannan appeals to all

mits all“its'lilt and the entire song hearts!

[Giazs



1882 December, 11 C. Subramaniam was born, in Ettayapuram.

1887 .. .. Death of Mother.

188797 .. .. Schooling at Tirunelveli.

1893 - ' .. Title “Bharati ™ (Saraswati) conferred.

1897 - .. Marriage with Chellammal.

1898 .. . Death of Father (Chinnasami lyer).

1898—1901 i Sch(t)oling at Benares. Passed Entrance Examination of Allahabad Univer-
Sity. )

1901—1904 .. Court Poet to Raja 6f Ettayapuram.

1904( 3 months) .. Tamil Pandit in Setupati High School in Madurai.

1904—1907 .. Sub-Editor, “*Swadesamitran” from 1906 also edits fiery nationalist Tamil
weekly “‘India”, Tamil Monthly “Chakravarthini’ and English monthly
“ Bala Bharata.”

1908 .. .. First Book—*"" National Songs—published first prose work ** Gnana
Ratham ” written and serialised in “‘India.”

1908 Aug. .. Voluntary exile in Pondicherry, “India ” too shifted to Pondicherry.

1909 .. .. ““Vijaya” Tamil daily thunders from Pondicherry, Bharati intensifies activi-

ties ; Starts “Karma Yogi” Tamil monthly ; plans multi-lingual cartoon
monthly. Government bans “India’s ” entry into British territory.

”
1910 .. .. “India™ ceases publication. Other Bharati papers also come to grief.

1911—1918 .. Bharati concentrates on books. 1912 very busy year as poet. ‘‘Panchali
Sabatham > Part I published, 1912. Aurobindo, V.V.S. Aiyar, Kulla
Swami and other Yogis and patriots provide happy company.

1918—1920 .. War ends, Bharati returns from exile, , - arrested on way to Cuddalore, aqd
after 21 days released. Spending some time in Kadayam, wife’s place in
Tirunelveli. Rejoins ““ Swadesamitran ’, Madras. :

‘A CHRONOLOGY OF BHARATI'S LIFE B

1921 June .. Hit by Triplicane temple elephant, narrowly escapes death. Recovers,

1921 Septcmber, 11 At 39, after brief illness, the great soul leaves the mortal coil.
(night 1-30a.m.) .
(i.e. September 12, 1921)
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The place of Bharati as a great
Poet, even a great World Poet, of
the 20th Century, may be properly
adjudged as his greatness in three
successive levels or spheres of Life.
The first level is, ofcourse, the basic
one, for it marks his dynamic influ-

- ence on the literary life and tradi-

tions of the Tamils themselves.
He is basically the full-blown Poet
of the Tamil Renaissance, bringing
up the twenty-five centuries or more
of their age-long literary life and
Culture and traditions in proper
relation with the wider sphere of
their activities in the life and
thoughts of India and the world
abroad. This is what lifts him to
the next level of greatness, that which
makes him one of the foremost, if
not the foremost among the Poets
of India-a Poet of Freedom as well
as of the Freedom Fight and also a

Waye
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Poet Visionary of Renascent India.
It is again this second level that
raises him to the third, for he lived
and thought and sang in an age
that was not only the Age of India’s.
Freedom Fight—it was in essence
pre-eminently the age of the awaken-
ing and the upsurge of the suppress-
ed and the oppressed Nations and
peoples all over the world towards a
New Freedom as equal partners in a
world Brotherhood and Sisterhood
of Nations.

Though a Poet of all Times in
the first two levels, so far as the
third level of the World arena is
concerned he was literally the poet
Representative of his age, the age

other great Poet Visionary of India,
Rabindranath Tagore and like him,
dived deep into the spiritual lore of
India’s hoary past, singing and danc-
ing in the joys of spiritual ecstasy
as well as deep meditation. Again
like the other great Fighter for the
Freedom of the peoples of the world,
Whittier and in consonance with his
own great Disciple and Successor in
Tamilnadu, Bharatidasan, he raged
incessantly against social iniquities,
superstitions and the outworn cus-
toms and institutions of a Medi -
eval age of Slavery in the near past
that ran counter to the Ideals of the
Moderns as well as those of the
Real Past ; the Ancients in India and

of the Renaissance of the East-of the East.

Asia and Africa and the othér dis-
tant corners of the civilised world.

Bharati was an admirer of the

2

Bharati was a Poet of the Youth
and the New Womanhood and the
Renascent New World of the Future.
Like the great poets of the French



soil of the life—experiences of the
people of Tamilnadu and India and
also on the pristine glory of the
Ideals of the India of Asoka, the
India of the Upanishads as well as
thoseof theTamilnadu of the Sangam
Age and the Age of the great World
Sage Poet, theillustrious Tiruvallu-
var. He was at times as mad as
Keats in his chase of the Naked
Beauties of Nature in a sheer

5 W AN
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‘ g /’@/é Materialistic spirit and also lost
Va 2, E/ﬁ himself in pensive sadness over the

. g f insufficiencies and failings of his
Wz

= £ age and society and environments.
VR~

Revolution, Shelley, Byron and
Keats, he was a Votary of the eternal
ideals of Liberty, Equality and
Fraternity and combined the quali-
ties of all those three poets in him-
self. We see him often floating in
the clouds of phantasy like Shelley,
but unlike Shelley. and more like
Tagore, he had his firm grip on the

=2 But these never held him long, for

; EZ Jike Byron he was a Fighter in the
\Q Field of Li‘ as well as in the Battle-
Y/ fields of Freecom and like Shelley,

he too was a visionary of the distant

WY Future. Hence instead of losing
v WP . himself in pessimism over the sur-
ey 7 rounding ills of Life, he rose in
1 (
!
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them and also propheticallv invited
his generation to join in his battle
for the coming victory and the forth-
coming Glory of a Golden Age.

A\
/ Bharati was as impatient and
furiovs over iniquities at home in
Tamilnadu or India as over those in
the distant regions in the wide world.
He welcomed the Dawn of the New
Age of Freedom abroad in other
climes with the same gusto and
fervour as he did, even in antici-
pation,in the case of Tamilnadu and
India.

In his long poem, the Vow of
Mazzini, we see him ardenlty join-
ing the crowd of Italians and taking
Y} Vthe vow along with the Italian

' patriots arrayed under the leader-
ship of Mazzini in the cause of a
New United Italy. We see him

heroic and prophetic fury against

Poem ot All 11me cursing all Tsar-
doms and describing the resounding
Fall of the Forest Trees of
Tsardom caused by the Storms and
Lightnings and Thunder flying from
the Fiery eyes of the Goddess of
Revolution, the Mighty Mahakali.
The poem also welcomes in the same
breath, the coming of a New Millen-
nium, of a New Paradise on Earth
in the form of the New Soviet
Russia.

Though Bharati was writing in
Tamil, and living and singing in the
land of Ind, any Italian or Belgian
or Russian who may have a smatter-
ing of Tamil Just enough to hear
the Sounds and feel the rhythmic
rise and fall of the above songs of
international import, would indzed
be proud of this great Poet of All
Nations and would even regret that
this poet was not born an Italian
in Italy or a Belgian in Belgium
or a Russian in Soviet Russia.’

There is an English proverb,
* Nobody is a prophet at home’.
In Tamil itself we echo this in the
saying ‘the Jassamine flower in
our own courtyard conveys no
fragrance to us’. But this is not
indeed true of the poet Bharati.
He was as much a prophet at home
in India or in Tamilradu as he is in
regard to the Nations of the world.
For as aforesaid, his very greatness
as world poet is one deeply rooted
in his greatness as a poet of India
and as a Poet of Tamilnadu. If his
world poetry is a trumpet-call from
the top of the Mount of Poesy, in
the arena of India it is a bugle—
song that thrills the heart of every
Indian while in his own soil
of the Tamil region, it is

rising in ire against the atrocities of nothing less than the ringing tones
imperial aggressors and at the same of a society—singer or a singer of an
time admiring the heroic stand of army on the march that brings lite-
the petty state of Belgium against rature from the shelves into the
the enormous Juggernaut of the active life or the rattle of battle in
Destroving Oppressor. Above all, the open field.
Bharati appears . before us as the \
Fearless Prophet and the Harbinger Mahatma Gandhi has described
of a New Glory (Scarcely seen by Kabir and Tulsi (what is almost
any other poet of the world at the equally true of Kamban in Tamil
time, probably even by any in the and Ezhuthachen in Malayalam)
land of the Glory itself) in his ever— as Saints and Poets that have brought
~ Immortal Song, the New Russia. religion and poetry from temples or
courts into the forum or the street
e This one poem alone, if nothing or the hearth. This is far more
“else remained, would be more than true of Bharati than of any other
‘enough for the world of the Future poet before or since that one knows
/to hail Bharati as a World Poet.of. For the Tamil language of his
For no lines of poetry in any poetry is as near to the speaking
language of the World, Past, Present idiom of the Tamils as a poetic or a
or Future, can rise to the almost literary style can transform itself
o . Superhuman heights of Fury asinto. This is true of his poetry
: i well as Ecstasy as the lines of thisalso. After the stilted artificial and
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monotenously repcated figures of Ereeqom is now the talk every where,

speech long in vogue in the Medi -
eval ages of Tamil as well as other
Indian languages, one feels the free
air of the atmosphere of contem-
porary real speech and real life in
the new poetry of Bharati. It is
indeed a coming back of Age of the
Poesy of the Upanishads or of the
Sangam. Further, he sings rather
than writes his poems ; his songs
themselves run and cry and dance,
rather than read.

This is indeed in line with the
age—old Tamil tradition of the
Three Tamils, the Reading Idiom
or lyal, the Singing and Hearing
Idiom or Isai and the Dancing,
Actingand Seeing Idiomor Natakam.
It should not be forgotten here in
this context that the great poet of
Bengal, Tagore and the great succes-
sor Bharatidasan of Tamil are in
happy company with Bharati in
keeping to this three-fold aspect of
the Art of Human Language.

If it is remarkable that poet
Bharati was prophetic in his hailing
of the Glory of the Russian Revolu-
tion before the normal Russian
citizen himself could have been
aware of it, it is far more so with
regard to his unerring Judgement of
the full greatness and glory of
Mahatma Gandhi when that glory
had just begun to blossom. For
Poet Bharati lived fully orly in the
days of Dadabhai Navroji, Gokhale
V. O. Chidambaram and Tilak
dying in September 21, 1921, he
could have been conversant only
with the opening fringes of the
great Gandhian era. Yet his poems
on Gandhi, especially that entitled
* Hail, Our Great Leader’ uncan-
nily depict the Mahatma as the
Leader of All Time and as the
Father of India that he was to
become.

Our Independence came only
on 15th August, 1947, a full quarter
of a century or more after the
demise of the poet—prophet Bharati
who could have only dreamt about
it ‘but who yet sang about it with
his heart dancing with joy and with
an ardour and fevour thst the very
contemporary witnesses of the event
could scarcely have felt or emulated.

For he sang it as Pallu, literally
the song of the Agricultural Labourer

- **Dance we our Pallu, Dance we our
. song
In abandoned Jubilee
Since we have obtained our Freedom

The equality of all is now quite
assured !’

In the song Freedom, again he
literally dances and sings as a revell-
ing labourer would do :

“ Here is Freedom to the Pariah

(Outcaste)

As well as to the Accursed Puliah.
(Untouchable)

Also to the Fishermen and the
Hillmen

And to the Warrior ™

He sings of our Indian Republic
even as the best and the most far—
secing among us would like to see it
or view it as an achievement in the
near future, for he sees it as a
thoroughly socialist, if not commu-
nist one. where Living Democraly
would reign supreme
* Hallelujah to the Society of the

: Land of Bharata !
To the Society that shall be quite
novel to the World

We shall enact a Law that

If a single person would have to go
without food

The whole world should be destroyed

All shall be as one Family
All shall be of the same Rank
All shall be the Rulers of this Land.”

His prophetic utterances with

* regard to Tamil are equally remarka-

ble. The glories of Tamil History
or those of Tamil Literature as we
know, but as could not have been
known in his days, were seen and
described by him due to his prophetic
or poetic vision.

The history of the South, espe-
cially, Tamilnadu had not been
written properly in the days of
Bharati—its later researches must
have been slumbering altogether in
quite a scattered manner in the
archives of the scholar in his days.
Yet in his poem on the  Sentamil-

nadu, he gives us & full list of the-

Overseas exploits of the Tamil
powers of the bygone ages. ’

Oh ! She is the Mother land of those

That marched on Pushpaka, Simhala

and - Chavaka,

And proudly planted in those lands

) abroad

Their emblems of the Tiger and the

Fish ;

Oh! She is the Tamil land that sent
Their fame aloft over China, Misra,

‘the Yavana -
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Spreading their Arts and Crafts and
Trade
And their Divine Wisdom besides.

Oh ! the Tamil land, the prowess
Of whose potentates subdued the
proud heads

Of the Himalaya Mounts and broke
The insurgent Kalinga’s dark rage.

In my Tamil historical work the
Battle fields of South India, I
made the great poet’s poems the
preface to my recounting of these
historical phenomena. One of the
foremost of the votaries of Bharati
in Tamilnadu expressed his surprise
on the poet’s prophetic insight into
the darker regions of historical
research.

The greatness of the glorious
poetry of Ilango was properly gauged
only after his great work along with
its old commentaries were fully
made available to the Tamil people
through the labours - of savants-
like Dr. U. V. Swaminatha Iyer.
Yet we find Bharati the poet mark
him out as one of Tamilnadu’s fore-
most Jewels along with the illustrious
Tiruvalluvar and the immortal
Kamban.

“*We have not, search far as we may ~

Found any poets equal to Valluvan
or Kamban
Or Ilango any where in all the earth.

The world has known devotees
sing the praise of God in Churches
or Mosques or Temples. India has
been seeing Devotees singing the
praise of Gods and Godly Men
alongthe streets in a march(Bhajana).
Possibly Tamilnadu alone, in the
form of Bharati’s songs, has known
of the songs of Freedom, songs of a
Happy Life to come, songs on the
Glories of the Tamil Literature and
songs on the precious sweetness of
the Tamil tongue itself sung by
young and old in streets and hearths

. from the days of the Freedom Fight

onwards.

Would it indeed be too much,
one would like to ask, if the Lovers
of Bharati would beseech the powers
that be to arrange for the proper
presentation of this World Poet as

well as India’s Greatest National -

Poet and the National Poet of Tamil-
nadu in proper form to Indiaand to
the World Abroad, even as he
_wished in thought and expressed
in his songs that the Tamils may do
in the case of the-Celestial Tiruvallu-
var, the -Peerless Ilango and the
Immortal Kamban!

ot



CENTENARY CELEBRATIONS OF

THE GREAT POET
BHARATHI

An Announcement

The Government of Tamilnadu have decided te elebrate

in @ grand manner the Centenary of the Great'Poet
Bharathi from 11th December 1981 to 11th December 1982,
In connection with the celebrations the Government

are planning to release the works of Bharathi and bring
out a Commemoration Vclume. In addition, an Exhibition, an
Art Gallery and Memorials are also being planned.

Peaple associated with Bharathi are requested to

help by sending substantiated Historical

Notes on events, Photographs, Letters,

Articles. Manuscripts, Magazines and

Special Publications to the following

address. These will be returned

with thanks to the concerned

persons after meeting the

purpose. Suitable awards

will be given to rare objects,

Please contact:

Special Officer,

Mahakavi Bharathi
Centenary Celebrations,
Information, Tourism &
{Tamil) Culture Dapartmant,
Secretasiat, Madras-600 009.




Bharati first came to promi-
nence as a patriotic poet. He was
himself endowed with a rich, almost
flamboyant voice, and could elec-
trify masses of people when deliver-
ing his songs on India’s multifaceted
heritage, the lacerations and humi-
liations of political subjection, and
the promise of an early bright future.
People sometimes wonder whether
these patriotic poems are not
rather anachronistic in independent -
India. Actually Bharathi’s patrio-
tic poems have escaped irrelevance
and oblivion’s curse “alike because
he always eschewed narrow senti-
mentalism, jingoism, parochialism
or tear-jerking self pity. He went to
the rocts, he sang of the liberating
consciousness, and he gave inspired
utterance to the infinite freedom
of the spirit. Shackled as we are
in many interwinding slaveries in
spite of our political freedom, we
can now see how his ideas and
concerns have agonising relevance
even today.

~ The cardinal inspiration for his
patriotic writing came from Bankim
Chandra’s ¢ Bande Mataram *.which
had become a holychant for nationa-
lists and revolutionaries afier the
notorious * Partition of Berigal ',
To quote Sri Aurobindo :

“ The mantra had been given
and in a single day a whole people

\‘Sg had been converied to the religion

’%—\k\




of patriotism. The Mother had
revealed Herself. Once that vision
has come to a people, there can
be no rest, no peace, no further
slumber till the temple has been
made ready, the image installed,
and the sacrifice offered.”

Subramania Bharati was to twang
the victorious bow of nationalism
for the resurgence of the Tamils to
the mantric tune of the same words

‘ Vande Mataram’

Be victory ours
Or defeat and death,
We stand united
And raise the chant
Vande Mataram !

Bharati brought to the knowledge
of the Tamil People the context ia
which the song had figured in
Bankim’s novel Ananda Math, and
he also wrote a poem describing
the greatness of Bankim’s immortal
song :

When the creeper of Love
That twined around Mother Arya
Was drying up,
Came Vande Mataram
As freshening shower.
Vande Mataram is mantra
Of sky high Mother Bharat.
When impenetrable darkness
Enveloped my land
Stifling its strength and knowledge
Came Vande Mataram
Rising as the Sun
On the Bay of Bengal.
Hail, the mantra
Of Aryan queen Bharat :
Vande Mataram !

: c‘?‘; ?1[11 ar delx_ltt.naltionlaleis!t] g?d agl?;'r;ej You with the shrunken heart, away celebrated this
¢ L . & .
G poulical eXLTEIISLS, away, reality, of unified India splendorously

g‘oused_‘tlﬁis Tapt audicnc;:s ]:?yti%lé;; You of the listless face, away, away, alive -
g withering scorn on BriUSRETS vy, with Jack lustre eyes away, away, ’
and Moderates both, and dramatis- Y Y T
ing climactic moments in the inde- Bharati eagerly welcomes the ideal

pendence struggle. The conver -batriot as * the Sun that rises over @ The mighty Himavant is ours.. &
sation between Colonel Wynch and darkened land.” But the darkness is  there’s no equal anywhere on (&

V. 0. Chidambaram Pillai, who was temporary. By far a larger number

forced to work in an oil mill, is of Bharati’s patriotic poems des- The generous Ganga is ours
justly famous, If the oppressor cribe or evoke only India's’ past of  which other river can match her §

holds on to his diabolical right to Light, that will be followed by a

torture his victims into submission, future as bright as Everlasting Day. The sacred Upanishads are ours
the. struggling patriot is equally This firm conviction makes his  what scriptures else to name with #

determined to cast away the bonds poems an undying paean of India’s

of slavery, come what mav. 2biding greatness. He was do-This sunny golden land is ours
ubtless fond of his native Tamil she’s peerless, let’s praise her !

oems that angrily de- X
Igg;i:earfhg tamasik myopia of Nadu ; heloved his mother tongue

iaris bli wallowing in with all his heart, for it was verily Bharati was aware of the many§

3% smug Indians Blithely g like ‘joyous wine ' to him ; and he races within India and celebrated @
" - Bharati -would rid the Motherland admired ' the great Tamil poets, their intergral contribution to India’s
of these feckless living ghosts : thinkers and nation builders. But weal. What really held together the
[ ’ he saw beyond Tamil Nadu too, visible diversity were the unbreaka-

" 'You weak shouldered mannikin, and he saw India as a whole, India ble hoops of Love binding them all
) : : away, away, the Mother ; and poem after poem to the Mother, Bharat. {

slavery as piglets in a gutter, and

concept, this living

earth.
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s Light-house

She has thirty crores of faces,
but her heart is one

She speakes eighteen languages.
yet her mind is one.

Be it Chattrapati Shivaji, Guru
Govind, Dadabhai Naoroji, Bal
Gangadhar Tilak, Lala Lajpat Rai,
the indwelling soul is one, and
theirs is the single note of Freedom.
Subramania Bharati’s poems on
the concept of freedom can thus
never become out-dated. Here we
see the patriot poet both thirsting
for freedom and conveying its
nectarean taste to this far flung
listeners, and poems like the follow-
ing do really form a distinct group
by themselves :

Would they that prayed for freedom
be content with lesser gifts ?..

Those who have aspired for nectar
cannot stoop to liquor.

1 . .
The tree of Freedom is not easily
grown. It takes generations to in-
stil the consciousness of freedom

B e

®Qarpurs-
| s2200.

in a people. How unwise, then,
to allow such a plant to wither
away :

We fed with the ghee of our
thoughts
this beautiful Lamp

In our soul’s sanctuary :
can we see it extinguished now ?

Not by locking up the trusted lea-
ders in their tens of thousands can a
land be governed. An Adminis-
tration that thrives upon such an
outrage upon Freedom can never
last very long. These same enforced
Samsons at the mills can never,
never acquiesce in slavery, for they
are the unswerving devotees of
Mother Freedom, Swantantra Devi:

Although divorced from the joys
of the hearth
and consigned to dungeons dark :
Although forced to exchange
a time for cheer for days of gloom:
Although ten million troubles rage
to.consume me entire :
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Freedom ! Mother! I shall not torget
to offer worship to you !

Freedom is no luxury for the intellec-
tual elite alone, but the prime need
of all castes and classes, and people
in all conditions of life. For
Bharati freedom was a total power
and a total blessing ensuring free-
dom from every possible kind of
oppression. And women too, and
women especially, are to be freed
from all social taboos so as to
enjoy an equal partnership with men
in building independent India. And
the dream will transform itself
into reality before long

Come, let us labour, all,

Sparing naught and hurting none,

Walking in the way of Truth and
Light.

There shall be none of low degree,

And none shall be oppressed.

Born in India,

All are of noble birth !

Courtesy :
Makers of Indian Literature.

27

=



BHARATI SAW GOD MANIFEST

IN ALL HIS FRIENDS

DR. S. Viuava BHARATI

The realisation of the self came
to Bharati through his many rela-
tionships with friends and relatives.
Kannan songs, the most mature of
Bharati’s philosophical poems ; re-
sulted from his experiences with his
many relatives. He considered
them as different forms of Lord
Krishna,through whom He preaches
realisation. To regard God in terms
of the relationships is different from
beholding God in all the relation-
ships around a person. Bharati
experienced Lord Krishna’s Presence
as the inner truth in every relation-
ship. On that basis, the Kannan
songs describe the varied experiences,
God leads man gradually and by
degrees to maturity of mind; He
lives with man in various relation-
ships in order to purify him and to
lead him to wisdom.

Kuvalai Krishnamachariar was
one such relationship.  Bharati
visualises the Lord in him, mani-
fested as the master and disciple, and
patron as well as the servant, as
friend, philosopher and guide, and ;
sings of the experience. Kuvalai
himself memorised Bharati’s songs
early in the mornings, singing in his
hoarse voice and with much dis-
harmony. He wused to irritate
Bharati .most of the time with his
inquisitive nature and seemingly
witless but very wise questions.
Such was Bharati’s generosity that
he sings of Kuvalai as the Master
who came to enlighten him in the
guise of a disciple. The disciple,
Bharati’s Kannan, pretended to be
less wise, to be desirous of pro-
gressing on listening to Bharati’s
language and teaching, and appear-
ed to think his poems were glori-
ous—only to augment the pride of
the Poet’s heart. It was with a
view to final destruction of pride
that the disciple praised Bharati
and his learning and swelled his ego
beyond limits. He praised Bharati
on the one hand, and disobeyed his
commands on the other, and did
exactly the opposite of whatever
Bharati ordered. Finally, Bharati
realises that it is not his business
to make or change or destroy other’s
qualitics; when he accepted his

Kuvalai »Kannan‘

defeat in trying to change his disci-
ple’s qualities, he perceived the ulti-
mate truth of karma yoga, that he
should perform all tasks without
passion and desire, and- this would
be possible only when ego is destro-
yed. Paradoxically, the disciple

23

preaches karma yoga to his guru.

In conclusion about Bharati-Kuvalai
relationship, it may be noted that
Kuvalai Kannan saved Bharati’s
life when the poet was caught under
the feet of an angry elephant in
Parthasarathy temple, Madras. : y
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Subramania Bharati was born on
the 11th December, 1882, in Ettaya-
puram in Tirunelveli District, a
place  well-known for the great
arts of poetry and music. Tamil
scholars and musicians sought patro-
nage in the court of Ettayapuram.

Subramaniam’s father, Chinna-
swamy lyer was an erudite Tamil
scholar. He was in the zamin service.
He also had knowledge of mathe-
matics and engineering. Thercfore,

thefather wanted to see his son asan |

English-educated Officer or engineer.
Subramaniam was Iyer’sfirst son and
was a mother’ess chi'd from infuncy.
He spent long hours with his maternal
grand-father laving in the glori-
ous Tamil poetic heritage. Before
he was ten,- Subramaniam could
already compose Tamil poetry. He
was conferred the title “‘Bharathi”
during a court function when he
made an impressive exhibition of his
poetic gifts.

Within a year of his marriage
Subramaniam’s father passed away
leaving his family in straightend
circumstances. Bharati left for Vara-
nasi and stayed with his aunt for

two years.
. 5 q
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He learnt Sanskrit, Hindi and
English and duly passed with credit
the Entrance Examination of the
Allahabad University. Varanasi was
a place which suited Bharati’s poetic
personality and he enjoyed the stay
there very much . The river Ganges
occupied Bharati’s poctic dreams,
and he spent almost all his leisure
out of school in gazing at her beauty.
The stay also brought about a great
change in his personality. He wore
a turban;, a long coat and sported
a moustache. He walked with his
head held high and acquired a bold
step in his walk.

Bharati returned to Ettayapuram
in 1901 to serve in the Court. But
the free-spirited Bharati could not
continue his service in the Court. He
worked as a Tamil Pundit in the
Sethupahti High School for a brief
period. A chance  introduction
brought him to the notice of G.Subra-
mania Iyer who was then the editor
of the leading Tamil daily, Swadesa-
mitran, and Bharati joined the paper

“as Sub-Editor in 1904, This was the

kind of work that Bharati had always
wanted to do; free, intellectual, suited
to his character, a channel for his
writing talent, and a service for the
nation, at this critical time in the
nation’s history.

During this period, Bharati lived
in Thambu Chetty Street in Madras
and had an office in Armenian
Street. He had many good.friends
at this time; to name a few, S. Durai-
swamy Iyer, V. ChakKarai Chettiar,
Paul, Jayaram Naidu, and C.S.
Raghunatha Rao. All his friends met
regularly in the High Court Beach
and thrashed out various problems
then facing the country.

He kept close to ;h_e politica)
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scene and was soon an ardent sup-
porter of the Nationalists or Ex-
tremists in the Congress fold. The
ill-conceived partition of Bengal in

T e p-

i
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Parali S. Nellaiappar.

vided a iree outlet for his flaming
words. This was the beginning of an
era of originality, individuality, ex-
perimentation and novelty for the

1905, provoked and embittered the journalist Bharati. India Magazine

entire nation. Bharati attended the

" All India Congress Session at Vara-

nasi, and on his way back he visited
Calcutta and met Sister Nivedita.
That noble spiritual daughter of
Swami Vivekananda was to effect
an immediate  transmutation in
Bharati who now pledged himself

‘to three major tasks; the political

liberation of India, the eradication of
casteism and the emancipation of
Indian woomanhood. Throughout
his life be remembered Sister Nive-
dita as his spiritual Guru. He also

_dedicated his first two volumes of

patriotic poetry Swadesa Gitangal
(1908) and Janma Bhoomi (1909)
to Sister Nivedita.

Bharati’s impetucus contributions
could not be published in the rather
moderate paper, Swadesa Mitran.

A new Tamil Weekly, India, was
launched in 1906 by the patriotic
Mandayam brothers, Tirumalacha-
tiar and Srinivasachariar. Bharathi
beame the editor of India which pro-

was closed down in September 1908,
due to governmental intcrference.
The legal editor of India was arrested
and imprisoned for five years.
Aurobindo Gosh and V.O. Chidam-
baram Pillai were locked up in jail
and Tilak was deported to far-off
Mandalay. Bharati’s arrest seemed
imminent .Bharati listened to the
advice of his friends and agreed to
go away to Pondicherry. The Manda-
yam brothers also shifted to Pondi-
cherry and started publishing India
from there. Other short-lived maga-
zines were launched too-Vijaya,
Karma Yogi and Bala Bharata.

The British Government took
punitive action and banned India
from entry into India, and the paper
closed down on March 12th, 1910.
Not long after, the other papers
also had to stop publication.

Bharati spear-headed the Swadeshi
movement in- Madras and in the
process arranged public meetings in

o

Madras ‘for leaders like Bepin
Chandra Pal. While the Moderates
in the Madras Congress were reluc-
tant to receive the great Bengal leader
Bharati took the lead and helped
shape and crystallize the political
outlook of Tamil Nadu. In the Surat
Congress Session Bharati was greatly
helped by the other extremist leader
of Tamilnadu, V. O. Chidambaram
on behalf of Tilak.

Bharati’s exile in Pondicherry
lasted ten years and that was a golden
age in the history of Tamil literature.
For it was during this period that his
literary genius blossomed. He had
already published a volume of poems,
entitled the “National Songs”.

In 1910, Aurobindo Gosh arrived
in Pondicherry. Other  political
leaders like Subramania Siva and
V.V.S. lIyer also sought refuge in
Pondicherry . These revolutionariesy
who were besides fine intellectuals
as -well, gave Bharati the needed
stimulating mental and spiritual
companionship. . ;

They studied the Vedas and the

Gita. They exchanged literary notes
and queries. They were united in



Crows are known for their
ingenuity and craftiness. Most
children come to know of this
fact when some tasty morsel
gets snatched from their hands

by a crow. Crows
figure in the immortal i
classics the Panchatantra and
the ‘Hitopadesha, where much
is said in praise of their extra-
ordinary intelligence. Crows
are birds that seem to enjoy the
company of man. They are
found wherever his dwellings
are, in towns villages and cities.
The crows depend largely on
him for food. It has no special
food preferences and will eat
almost anything ™t for the
scaven~inr Lyt cities and

. viliages would be much dirtier,
with dead animals and refuge
scattered about.

Crows are usually seen in
ﬂolcl_:ksorin,onsandtv:&s. The
solidarity amo crow
tribe is well klilg:twn. If one
discovers some food, it calls
others to join it.  Similarly
when in difficulty, they utter a
peculiar call to attract other
CTOWS,

Breeding Season

The breeding season of the
crow seems to differ slightly in

THE COMMON
INDIAN HOUSE
CROW

by L.Balasubramaniam

different parts of India, though
June/July is the most common
period. With the advent of the
breeding season large flocks,
which feed mear markets, dum-
ping grounds etc., start breaking
up.

partnur releaves him or her. But
the sight of a koel in the neigh-
bourhood is too much for the
crow to endure. Losing all self
control it launches a suddem
attack all by itself or with
others.

Outwitted by Koel

In fact the appearance of a
Koel at the nesting site of the
crow is not a coincidence but
a well planned strategy on the
part of the male and female Koel

When the female Koel is
ready to lay her eggs, the male
flies up to the crow’s nest and
announces his presence in loud
notes. The crow who norma-
llyincubatesalonc,immeduﬂ' .
rises and rushes at the K E
Tthoeltl.tr_mstmlandm
a show of escaping. Bei
a better flier, he stays a little
ahead of the crow and leads
him away from the spot. . The
nest is meanwhile unattended.
The female Koel emerges from
the hiding place from which she
has observed all, and lays her
egg in the nest of thecrow. She
then flies away emitting a shrill
note apparently to tell the male
that the plot has worked.

The crow is the most succ-
essful of all birds, thereare more
crows today than ever. Man

has devel a healthy res-
pect for otl;xpesdmheﬂlgmt bird,

of surving in the most adverse
conditions. (CEE-NFS).
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i g
: Be a man i
: H
¥ If you can keep your head when all about you gt
35 Are losing theirs and blaming it on you; H
H If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you, T~
_ Bat make allowance for their doubting too; Bp
: If you can wait and not be tired by waiting, H
; On being lied about, don’t deal in lies Bp
; Or being hated, don’t give way to hating L]
: And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise. -]
°} If you can dream—and not make dreams your master gt
al If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim; |
If you can meet with Troimph and Disaster |
: And treat those imposters just the same; 1]
E If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken LI
E Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools, L]
e Or watch the things you gave your life to broken, ol
And stood and build with worn-out tools. g
1] If you can make a heap of all your winnings - s
gt And risk it on one turn of pitch—and—toss ig
gl And lose, and start again at your beginnings g
gt And never breathe a word about your loss; L
is If you can force your heart nerve and sinew i
: a To serve your turn long after they are gone; a8
T And hold on when there is nothing in you H
i Except the will which says to them * Hold on!” gl
- If you can talk with crowds—and keep your virtae, - vrv . e;J
'k Or walk with kings—nor lose the common touch, | J
iz If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt yon,
i If all men court with you, but none too much
- If you can fill the unforgiving minute ]
LR With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run 1.
oK Yours is the Earth and every thing that’s in it, H.
=1 And which is more—Youw’ll be a Man, My son. gt
' : —Rudyard K pling i
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