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FORE
WORD
FOREW
HOMAGE TO AN ILLUSTRIOUS
SAHRIDAYA
Celebrating the birth centenary of Justice S. Maharajan is
doubly blessed. He was not only eminent in his chosen field of
service but was also a distinguished scholar, one who could write
and speak with equal ease. He traversed the two worlds of Law
and Literature independently. His legal career was precise and to
the point for he did not allow his scholarship to weigh upon his
arguments or judgements. As he points out in his address at the
Conference of District Judges and District Magistrates in 1973,
exhibition of one’s scholarship when delivering judgements has
no place in the Court. He takes up a Sessions Judge who had to
deal with a case in which a son was accused of murdering his
mother. Steeped in the best elements of Indian culture, Justice
Maharajan does not reveal the name of the judge but points out
how the judgement was stuffed with quotes from classics to point
out how sons like Parasurama have killed their mothers. When
the judge has to tackle a case of infanticide, he reels in matter
like the Nallathangal story. None of them touch upon any vital
point in the cases.
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“These quotations, apart from failing to clarify any obscure
truth of psychology or reinforcing any relevant argument, give
the impression of an utter lack of judicial sobriety and dignity.
Not that I am against literary pursuits by Judges. I would certainly
like them to have the experience of enlargement of consciousness
by sousing them in literature. But if that kind of extra-judicial
learning is going to affect, impair or subvert the judicial faculty,
it would be better for a judge to abandon such pursuits. Literature
ought to give you a correct imaginative and human problems that
you have to tackle. It ought not to intrude into the judgements
as a piece of exhibitionism.”
There lies the secret of Justice Maharajan’s success on two
fronts. In both the arenas, he was never an exhibitionist. Very
hard work was at the back of the legal celebrity. When he was
appointed the Chef du Service Judiciare of Pondicherry, he says,
he did not know “the A,B, and C of the French language or of
French jurisprudence.” He was not exactly welcome to the French
lawyers or judges either. What, just a District Judge and he is to
lord over us all now? But before five months were out Justice
Maharajan had learnt a comfortable amount of the French
language, French legal jargon and the fundamentals of the French
substantive and procedural law. I leave the rest of this highly
serious but occasionally rib-tickling article, ‘Administration of
Franco-Indian Laws – Some Glimpses’ in this volume to the
reader. For, with Justice Maharajan, every move in his articles and
speeches has to be followed carefully so as not to miss the inlaid
artistry of a very alert intellect. Since, the legal career was also a
spiritual discipline for him, his writings on the subject are
important for the general reader too. As he mentions in a
confessional tone:
6

“I have had occasions to err; but I have the satisfaction that
those errors were not the result of any conscious prejudice on my
part. As I regarded my judicial work as part of my spiritual
discipline, I always endeavoured to put myself under the
microscope to see that my sub-conscious prejudices, which I have
inherited from the amoeba downwards, did not affect my
decisions. But I suspect that the unconscious prejudices of my
Ego might possibly have left their stamp upon my judgments.”
A stern Judge in search of truth in the Court; but a sahridaya
par excellence when he was with books and authors. Justice
Maharajan writing about others of his feather like Rajaji,
T.K.Chidamabaranada Mudaliyar, T.M. Bhaskara Thondaiman
and A. Srinivasa Raghavan spreads streams of joy which are not
blocked by narrow walls of egotism. I had the privilege of sitting
nearby while he and Prof. Srinivasa Raghavan held court in the
evenings of the International Conference-Seminar of Tamil
Studies at Kuala Lumpur in 1966. If the seminarial sittings were
mostly on subjects like linguistics and philology that did not hold
much interest for me, it was a great joy to just listen to the
discussions on literary works by some of the delegates from Tamil
Nadu which included K.V. Jagannathan. Being much younger
and unfamiliar with the delegates (I came from Andhra Pradesh),
I was wise enough to keep my lips shut but ears alert. I marveled
at the generosity of understanding for one another among these
scholars of repute. This was an education, by itself. The elders
were kind to me too, when they learnt about my father whom
they knew. They spoke well of my translations from Subramania
Bharati which was most welcome for an aspiring author.
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Justice Maharajan was particularly generous and I felt at
home in his presence as he knew my father well. His paper
presented in the Conference-Seminar was of deep interest to me
as a translator, as if he were holding a class for my benefit. He
was listing some of the problems that one faced when translating
Shakespeare into Tamil. I am glad this important essay is in this
collection. Why translate Shakespeare? There comes a breathless
sentence in answer:
“Fortunately for the translators, Shakespeare offers through
his plays not only untranslatable imponderables, but also other
things, which are worthwhile translating and which are susceptible
to translation, such as his presentation of the great panorama of
Life, the motive springs of human action, the grand play of
impulses and emotions, the march of destiny, his reflections on
the incongruities between life and death, between human weal
and human woe, between Finitude and Infinity. As an
incomparable storyteller, as a Psychiatrist, as a Philosopher, as an
Artist and as a Mystic, he conveys many things, which can be
caught by the translator.”
He translated Macbeth, Hamlet and King Lear. It is
interesting to speculate why he chose only these tragedies for
translation and not any of Shakespeare’s comedies. As one who
had a translucent sense of humour, he would indeed have done
a great job. Perhaps it is Shakespearian tragic moments that crisscrossed his mind when he focused himself on cases in the court
and so he may have unconsciously veered towards presenting these
three great works of crime, punishment and atonement in the
Tamil language.
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The Tamil language and culture he loved on this side
idolatry. He was passionate about taking the Tamil poets to a
wider audience through English translations. The opening essay,
‘The Culture of Tamils’ reflects the state of his mind in pellucid
terms. At a time when Tamil chauvinism was trying to imprison
the Tamilian in narrow, domestic walls, Justice Maharajan proudly
presented the cosmopolitan outlook of the ancient Tamils.
Referring in detail to the trade and cultural contacts of Tamil
Nadu with different countries like China and Greece, he said:
“It is not therefore surprising that the Tamils, who had contacts
with different nations and races, were singularly free from
insularity, and a Sangam poet of the pre-Christian era proclaimed,
with incredible catholicity, ‘Every country is my native land and
every one my kinsman.”
He finds science too in Tamil culture (Siddha medicine),
ship-building, engineering (the Grand Anicut, for instance),
psychological studies (the Aham poetics), pearl-diving, reverence
for life (Pari and the jasmine creeper) and a uniformly aesthetic
approach in everyday activities. And of course, the unequalled
temple culture unique to the Tamil nation.
While we have this splendid variety in the essays included
in this volume, we also get to have the complete texts of the two
monographs on Tiruvalluvar and Kamban that Justice Maharajan
wrote for Sahitya Akademi’s Makers of Indian Literature series.
Tiruvalluvar opens with a Maharajanesque statement: “Though
Tiruvalluvar lived about 2000 years ago, it does not seem he is
dead.” So the living bard of ethical perfection comes through as
the Eternal Teacher, and his innumerable facets glow and spread
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creative light. Justice Maharajan repeatedly refers to the
contemporaneous significance of the Kurals and how his quoting
Tiruvalluvar got him kudos in the World Vegetarian Congress
meeting. Why give long lectures on sculpting the virtuous man?
One Kural is enough!
“What is virtue except non-killing?
for
killing brings in its train
All the other vices.”

From the ethical maxims of Valluvar to the epic grandeur
of Kamban. Justice Maharajan is equally at home in both the
areas, and manages to imprison the splendour of Kamban in the
course of a brief monograph. Kamban is the work of a rasika.
Here there is no place for the carping critic or soul-destroying
sceptic. Translations from Kamban’s work dot the prose narration.
While V.V.S.Ayyar had preferred Miltonic sublimity for his
translation style, Justice Maharajan wisely chose to give simple
retellings that created in the translator a desire to go back to the
original:
“Eye caught Eye, in pairs,
and each the other devoured.
their feelings brought to a standstill,
the Prince stood looking at the Princess
and the Princess stood looking at the Prince.”

He was never one for literal translation that forced the
translator to perform gymnastics with word combinations. And
yet nothing vital to the poetic statement was lost in his version.
At the same time he does not allow us to forget the unique
pressure Kamban brings to his Tamil words and phrases. Those
10

who read a translation of Kamban must not ignore the original
springs that glow iridescent in the epic, says our translator with
utter humility:
“The success achieved by Kamban is due not so much to
what he says as to how he says it. Each word of his is a focus of
persuasive energy, in which his living faith is transformed into
the vibrations of the human voice. And those, who wish to expose
themselves to these vibrations, must listen to the songs of Kamban
in the original and not to the feeble and uncreative vibrations of
the translator.”
Finally, there is the title essay, ‘The Inner meaning of Human
History’. Though we do speak of the endless cycle of birth and
death with a touch of tiredness, quoting punarapi jananam,
punarapi maranam, Justice Maharajan did not consider that death
is the end for the human species. A student of the curves of
history and a swimmer in the high seas of great literature, he was
also deeply concerned with the evolutionary future of man.
Voracious reader that he was, Justice Maharajan drew close to
modern philosophers of science like Pierre Teilhard de Chardin
and Sri Aurobindo. As a result, his Principal T. Dhanakoty Sixty
First Birthday Endowment Lecture turned out to be an admirable
study of comparative evolutionary philosophiocal thoughts. He
finds traces of the thought processes in modern philosophy visible
in earlier Tamil poets like Pattinathar, Manickavasagar and
Tirumoolar. The Noosphere of de Chardin is the Mass of
Consciousness that appears with the interaction of human minds.
With such brilliant minds that have been at work through the
centuries all over the world, this Noosphere must be increasing
in bulk and reaching out for the next stage in evolution referred
11

to as Omega Point by de Chardin. Justice Maharajan points out
how de Chardin could not publicise his work because of objection
from Papal Authority.
So Justice Maharajan turns to Sri Aurobindo and finds in
his theory of Supramental Evolution a viable philosophy for the
future. The next step in evolution would take man beyond the
dry light of reason to a supernatural light where the contraries
are dissolved and the sheer Ananda pervades Creation. Is this
possible or just a helpless dream? Justice Maharajan then goes to
other scholars and poets and concludes aptly:
“When we ask Tirumoolar why God should have created the
Universe and sent a multitudinous number of souls into it and
subjected them to weal and woe, he sings, ‘It is all his Ananda’.
g™Õ>D g¶´∫ÔD g™Õ>D √V¶_Ô^
g™Õ>D √_oBD g™Õ>D kVﬂEBD
g™Õ>\VÔ ∂˛È ƒ´Vƒ´D
g™Õ>D g™Õ>¬ Ì›mÔÕ>V–¬ºÔ! ”
Turn any page in this centenary volume, and a living voice
speaks to you. Words that seek to sculpt the perfect man, whether
he is bending his bow to destroy an evil King or a litigant seeking
justice under the nation’s rule of law. Is perfection possible? But
why should we pose such a question? Let us first put the first
step forward in the Path of Right, let us cultivate our private
garden. Then the perfection of the race would follow. Is this but
an utopian dream in a world riddled with corruption, is the next
question of the Doubting Thomas. Yes, corruption can be
eliminated, here is the first step, says Justice Maharajan. I leave
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the reader to this stimulating volume and find the exact page
where this first step against corruption has been described and
put to action successfully.
Meanwhile, my grateful thanks to Sri Chidambaram for
preparing this volume and giving me an opportunity to open the
casements of memory and remember the times when this scholarfriend with other sahridayas remained conversing with my father
for hours on life and literature. I could sing like Wordsworth with
just a little variation: Fair seed-time had my soul, and I grew up
fostered alike by scholarship and nobility …

Mudhal Tirumaligai
152/91, South Chitrai Street
Srirangam – 620006

Dr. P
andakumar
Prrema N
Nandakumar

12.05.2012
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1
THE INNER MEANING OF HUMAN
HISTORY AS DISCLOSING THE ONE
INCREASING PURPOSE THAT RUNS
THROUGH THE AGES
*(Principal T. Dhanakoty Sixty First birthday Endowment Lecture)

R

. G. Collingwood, an outstanding English theorist
on history, says that history is self-revelatory and
that history exists in order to tell man what man
is by telling him what man has done. In other words, history tells
us about man’s achievements in the past, so that we may judge
his nature and then proceed to predict his future potentialities.
Before understanding man’s achievements, we must understand
what man is. It is impossible to gather the meaning of history
without understanding the meaning of man. It is at this juncture
we have to step out of history into metaphysics. Does man’s life
begin with his birth and end with his death? A Belgian
philosopher said that the true history of a man begins with his
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death and ends with his birth. In other words, the temporal
history of man would have no meaning except against the
background of Infinity. Does man represent the passage of
Eternity through the corridors of time, the imprisonment of
Infinity in the Finite? Does he have a soul which is deathless and
which survives the death of the body? Is the Earth only a theatre
in which his embodied Soul is given an opportunity to
accumulate Karma or redeem himself of the effect of Karma
accumulated during his previous births? If the Earth is only a
theatre, who is running that theatre and directing the play? Does
the Director give man only one chance to redeem himself and
then despatch him to hell or heaven after a scrutiny of the
balance-sheet of his good and bad actions performed in the course
of a brief life-time? These questions arise and the answers to these
questions depend upon the value-system in which we believe. In
this lecture, I propose to present to you, first, the view-point of
a distinguished scientist, and second, that of a distinguished
mystic, both of the Twentieth Century.
The scientist I have chosen is Pere Teilhard De Chardin, a
celebrated French Paleontologist. Sir Julian Huxley, the
distinguished British Biologist, thinks that Teilhard’s influence on
the world’s thinking is bound to be important, for Teilhard
enables us to understand the special significance of Man in the
tree of evolution—Man as the axis and leading shoot of evolution.
Man is not, as Bertrand Russel would have it, a brief episode in
the history of a small planet in a little corner of the Universe.
On the contrary, Man contains within himself all the
achievements of life in the past, and all the possibilities of the
earth’s immense future.
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Some thousands of millions of years ago, an unbelievable
accident occurred. May be, it was the result of a brush with
another star or due to an internal upheaval in the sun. A fragment
of matter composed of particularly stable atoms was detached
from the surface of the sun. This fragment remained at the right
distance from the mother-star to receive a moderate radiation.
Then, the fragment began to condense, to roll itself up, to take
shape. It contained within its globe and orbit the future of man.
What aroused the physicists’ interest in this globe is the presence
of composite chemical bodies not to be observed anywhere else.
At the extreme temperatures occurring in the stars, matter can
only survive in its most dissociated states. Only simple bodies exist
on these incandescent stars. On the earth, this simplicity of the
elements still obtains at the periphery in the more or less ionised
gases of the atmosphere and the stratosphere and probably far
below in the layers of the barysphere, but between these two
extremes comes a long series of complex substances harboured
and produced only by stars that have “gone out”. Arranged in
successive zones, they demonstrate from the start the power of
synthesis contained in the Earth. It is not merely a power of
synthesis that is at work but also a power of complexification.
Pere Teilhard’s idea is that one of the mechanisms by which life
evolves is that of complexification. This is an original concept and
it is used to indicate the method by which sub-atomic units
become transformed into atoms, atoms into inorganic molecules,
and later into organic molecules, then into the first sub-cellular
living units and then into cells, into multi-cellular individuals,
into cephalized metazoa with brains and finally into man. He
speaks of complexification as an all-pervading tendency, involving
the whole of the universe in all its parts. He says that in this
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process the world-stuff is “rolled up” or “folded in’, upon itself.
This folding-in upon itself produces further complexification and
increases the psycho-social temperature of the Earth.
From the organic point of view, the whole metamorphosis
leading to man depends on the question of a better brain. How
was man’s cereberal functioning perfected? Four-footedness retards
the growth of the brain. When a four-footed animal becomes a
biped (a two-footed one), its hands become free to release the
jaws from their prehensile function, and the thick band of
maxillary muscles, which had imprisoned the cranium, become
relaxed. Thanks to two-footedness, the brain became able to grow,
and the eyes, brought closer together on the diminished face, were
able to converge and fix on what the hands hold— this is the
very gesture which is the external counterpart of reflection.
Evolution took a giant step forward when man began to reflect.
From an experimental point of view, reflection is the power
acquired by consciousness to turn in upon itself, to take possession
of itself as of an object endowed with its own particular value:
no longer merely to know, but to know oneself; no longer merely
to know, but to know that one knows. (“Non plus seulement
connaitre, mais se connaitre; non plus seulement savoir, mais savoir
que I’ on sait”).
As Tirumoolar says,
ê£ˆFó‹ æ¶‹ êF˜è¬÷ M†´ c˜
ñ£ˆF¬óŠ «ð£¶ ñPˆ¶œ«÷ «ï£‚°I¡.
Leave aside the vain reading of scriptures;
Send your mind back upon itself.
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The man, who is the object of his own reflection in
consequence of that very doubling back upon himself, becomes
in a flash able to raise himself into a new sphere. In reality, with
the birth of thought, another world is born. Abstraction, logic,
reasoned choice and inventions, mathematics, art, calculation of
space and time, anxieties and dreams of love—all these activities
of inner life are nothing else than the effervescence of the newlyformed centre as it explodes on to itself.
It is this fact of reflection which distinguishes man from
animal. Admittedly, the animal knows, but it cannot know that
it knows: that is quite certain. If it could, it would long ago have
multiplied its inventions and developed a system of internal
constructions that could not have escaped our observation.
Consequently, the animal is denied access to a whole domain of
reality in which man can move freely.
We now see the direction of evolution: — from the grain of
inanimate matter to the grain of life, and from the grain of life
to the grain of thought. This marks a new era in evolution. A glow
ripples outward from the first spark of conscious reflection. The
point of ignition grows larger. The fire spreads in ever widening
circles till finally the whole planet is covered with incandescence:
Only one name can be found worthy to describe this grand
phenomenon of reflection and Teilhard coins a word and calls it
noosphere. This sudden deluge of cerebralization, this biological
invasion of a new animal type subjects all forms of life that are
not human. Now begins a tide of fields and factories, matter and
ideas; these things proclaim that there has been a change on the
earth — a change of planetary magnitude. To a Martian, capable
of perceiving sidereal radiations psychically, the most marked
19

characteristic of our planet would be, not the blue of the seas or
the green of the forests, but the phosphorescence of thought.
In Pere Teilhard’s view, we must infer the presence of potential
mind in all material systems, by backward extrapolation from the
human phase to the biological phase, and from the biological
phase to the inorganic phase.
This conclusion reached by Teilhard by a process of scientific
ratiocination was arrived at several centuries earlier by Pattinathar
by a sheer flash of intuition. In fact, Pattinathar goes farther and
says that the compulsive force or conation behind all evolution
is the will of God.
The tomato seed is a tiny particle. But when we plant it in
the earth, manure it and irrigate it, it grows into a big plant and
yields hundreds of tomatoes. Did this sizeable quantity of fruits
come out of that wee little seed? The root of the plant absorbs
the minerals and the moisture from the soil. The leaves of the
plant absorb sunlight and nitrogen from the atmosphere. Due to
this process, a double advantage is gained; the tomato plant
increases in size and fertility; the inorganic substances like water,
salts and nitrogen become enriched by climbing the ladder of
evolution and becoming endowed with life, by becoming
transformed into organic matter. This is what Teilhard would call
biogenesis or evolution of life from matter. Pattinathar had a
penetrating insight into this miracle of transformation and he saw:
‘Water and air, that are lifeless, beg of the tomato for life and
entreat her to make them part of her tomato personality and in
response to this request, the tomato initiates them into life”. But,
who is it that put this longing into inorganic matter—This
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longing to become organic? It is God, declares Pattinathar.
Addressing God, he sings,
“á¡«î´‹ àJ«ó«ò£!”
“Are you not that longing
that sets matter
searching for life?”

Pattinathar has now another vision. A man, who has suffered
from typhoid for four weeks, gets a relapse. His body becomes
mere skin and bones. His faculties fail and his sight and hearing
become dim. He fails to recognize his near and dear ones. His
sensitive ear, which once identified and enjoyed the nuances of
music, has become as good as deaf.
In this state of inanimation, the Doctors feed the sinking
patient with driblets of tomato soup. Slowly and gradually, the
patient regains strength. In a fortnight, his lack-lustre eyes recover
their lustre and his inert mind recovers consciousness; he starts
identifying friends and he hails them with gusto. He recovers the
faculty of hearing, and listening to the Sankarabharana raga, he
jumps with joy. What is the magic that has produced this
consciousness? It is the tomato soup that has merged with this
man’s personality, and given light to his eyes, hearing to his ears
and consciousness to his mind. Even as air, water and salt merged
with the tomato and became endowed with life, the tomato has
merged now with man and become endowed with consciousness.
The tomato has now acquired feeling and has now learnt to enjoy
music, to discriminate between truth and untruth, the beautiful
and the ugly, the good and the bad. Who is it that gave the
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tomato the longing for consciousness? God, declares Pattinathar.
It is God, who is behind the search of matter for life, behind the
search of life for consciousness.
Pattinathar sings;—
á¡«î´‹ àJ«ó«ò£
àJ˜«î´‹ àí˜«õ«ò£!
Are you not That
which makes matter
search for life?
and That
which makes life
search for Consciousness?

Even after matter has searched for, and acquired life and even
after life has searched for, and acquired consciousness, the search
continues for higher and higher states of being. Even after water
and air become tomato and even after tomato becomes man, God
implants in man the longing to become Super-man. He studies
in the Universities, researches into the arts, sciences and Scriptures
and wishes to unravel these mysteries of life by searching for the
secrets embedded in esoteric literature. Men, who have sharpened
their consciousness in this manner, were called “õ£ùõ˜” in
Tamil.
õ£¡«î´‹ ñ¬ø«ò«ò£!
Are you not That
which the Super-men search for
in the hidden scriptures!

It is in this search of Super men for the hidden secrets that
22

God resides. And what about those secret scriptures? They are
themselves engaged in a search for God, and God hides Himself
behind that search and is immanent in that search.
ñ¬ø«î´‹ ªð£¼«÷«ò£!
Are you not That
which the hidden Scriptures
are searching for!

Thus, in Pattinathar’s vision, there is an eternal quest going
on—a race in which the lower searches for and becomes the
higher, and God and the entire Universe take part in this endless
searching and becoming.
A thief has burgled a house, and made away with the booty.
A whole crowd of men run helter-skelter in hot pursuit of the
thief. The thief adroitly mingles with the crowd; he joins the
crowd and cries, “Catch the thief, the thief!”; he is intensely
engaged in searching for himself.
î£¡«îì, üèªñô£‹
àì¡ «îì
He searches for Himself,
and the whole Universe
Joins Him in this search.

Looking at this grand Comedy, the great truth flashes on
Pattinathar’s mind. He muses; “What a fool am I to have joined
in this search! Has not my ego deluded me into thinking that I
am different from Him. He is inside me and who am I to search
for Myself? Is He different from Me?
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... ... î¡¬ùˆî£¡
ï£¡ «î®ï£¡ è£í
ï£¡ Ý«ó£, î£¡ Ý«ó£!
oh! For me to search
for the Inner Self,
Am I different from Him!

Pattinathar has thus worked out the theory of evolution to
its logical conclusion. His theory is more satisfying and more
cosmic in its sweep than the Darwinian view, which is
fragmentary, than the Teilhardian view, which is vacillating and
hesitant. The luminosity of this mystical vision will become selfevident when we listen to this song as a whole
á¡«î´‹ àJ«ó«ò£!
àJ˜«î´‹ àí˜«õ«ò£!
õ£¡«î´‹ ñ¬ø«ò«ò£!
ñ¬ø«î´‹ ªð£¼«÷«ò£!
î£¡«îì, üèªñô£‹
àì¡ «îì, î¡¬ùˆî£¡
ï£¡ «î®, ï£¡ è£í
ï£¡ Ý«ó£! î£¡ Ý«ó£!

It is doubtful if in the whole range of creative literature a
more magnificent song has been produced.
It is time now for us to revert back to Teilhard de Chardin
and his concept of a noosphere, that is to say, a sphere of thought,
which, according to him, envelops the whole earth. He sees with
his mind’s eye the effect of the rotundity of the Earth. If the Earth
had been flat instead of being spherical, man’s thought would
simply diffuse outwards. It would extend over a larger area but
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would remain thinly spread—dissipated. But the Earth is a sphere
and the sphericity of the Earth has a confining influence. Idea
will encounter idea and the psycho-social tension will go on rising,
producing; further complexification in the thought processes. The
result will be an organized web of thought, an intellectual system
operating under high pressure, a piece of evolutionary mechanism
capable of generating high psycho-social energy. All that we think,
our inventions, our increasing knowledge of the universe from
the galaxies and stars to human societies and individuals-all this
cumulative Conscious of man, if I may use this Jungian
expression, will promote the further complexification of the
noosphere. The noosphere will incorporate the sum total of
human knowledge and wisdom and will become a microcosm,
which will influence and direct evolution. The combined result
of the noosphere acting upon human thought and human
thought acting upon the noosphere will be the attainment of what
Teilhard calls the point Omega, where the noosphere will be
intensely unified and will have achieved a “hyper-personal”
organization.
Telihard’s thought becomes obscure at this stage. No doubt,
he equates point Omega with an emergent divinity, but he fails
to work out boldly the metaphysical implications of his scientific
findings. It must, however, be said in fairness to him that the
Catholic Church, of which he was a priest, threatened to ostracize
him. He was forbidden to continue teaching in France. His
thoughts on evolution were considered dangerous. His application
for permission to publish his work was refused in Rome. In fact,
his sensational book, “the Phenomenon of Man” was published
by his friends only after his death. This background would show
why Teilhard failed to declare candidly the philosophical
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implications of his findings. Evidently in his eagerness to placate
the Church, he speaks of the noosphere as Christogenesis. He
was apologetic because he was afraid that the charge of pantheism
might be flung at him. In fact, what he taught was a genuine
type of pantheism, of which no seeker of Truth need feel ashamed.
At this point, we may bid good-bye to Teilhard, and turn to
Shri Aurobindo, who has come to a similar conclusion by
travelling along a different route.
When we say life emerges out of matter, and mind emerges
out of life, we are merely stating a phenomenon without
explaining it. We must go farther and accept that Life is already
involved in matter, and that is why it arises out of it, and Mind
is already involved in Life, and that is why it arises out of life.
Likewise, certain higher states of consciousness like the
Supramental are already involved in the Mind, and will emerge
in the future. That Supramental condition is a purely spiritual
condition of Sat, Chit and Ananda (Truth, Consciousness and
Bliss). That condition will be reached by a double movement:by the ascent of human consciousness to the Supramental level
and by the descent of the Supramental to the Earth. Each will
act upon and reinforce the other and a perfect condition of
harmony among men and spiritual bliss is in store for Man.
Hitherto evolution has been a process in which the things
evolving were not consciously involved. Now, with the birth of
consciousness, evolution has become conscious of itself and Man
can consciously co-operate with the processes of evolution and
accelerate the Golden Age, and establish a Heaven upon Earth.
How then can Man co-operate with the processes of evolution?
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Says the Mother of Pondicherry:- “Every individual must
constantly expand his consciousness. It is no good to have a little
aspiration, a little effort and then fall back into lethargy. The
Supramental world has to be created in us by the Divine Will as
the result of a constant expansion and self-perfecting. This must
be the constant pre-occupation of our being, the constant effort
and aspiration of our being. “If five minutes in the day you
happen to remember that there is something in the Universe like
the supramental Force, and that after all, “it would be well if it
manifested itself in me”, then all the rest of the time you think
of something else and are busy with other things, there is not
much chance that it would come and work seriously within you.
Aurobindo does not tell you that it is you who will do it; he says
it is the divine Will. So, do not come and say, “Ah! I, I can’t”.
You are not asked to do it. But there must be in the being a
sufficient aspiration for the expansion of the being, for the
expansion of the Consciousness to be possible. For, to tell the
truth, everybody is small, small, small, so small there is not
enough room to put in the supramental! It is so small that it is
already quite filled up with all the petty ordinary human
movements. One must widen out a good deal to make room for
the movements of the Supramental. And then there must be an
aspiration for progress; not to be satisfied with what one is, how
one is, what one does, what one knows or thinks one knows; but
to have a constant aspiration for something more, something
better, for a greater light, a vaster consciousness, a truer truth and
a more universal goodness. And over and above all this, a good
will which never fails. That cannot happen in a few days.”
According to Aurobindo, the supramental man of the future
will undergo a physical transformation. He will be flooded with
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spiritual light; he will become luminous and plastic. He will lose
weight and become less coarse. He will be able to displace himself
freely. He will be able to appear at a dozen places at the same
time. He will get a kind of illumination— not the dry light of
reason, “nor the moist and suffused light of the heart, but a
lightning and solar splendour.” It will give Man a supernatural
light, a Truth greater and truer than the knowledge given by
Reason and Science, a Sense beyond the senses. This, according
to Aurobindo, is the direction in which evolution is moving and
the goal of human history. According to Teilhard de Chardin,
Point Omega will mark the end of history, because Christ, the
Cosmic Presence, will gather up all souls into Eternity, and
thereby put an end to human history. But, according to
Aurobindo, the Supramental condition will only open a new and
glorious chapter in human history and there can be a more
ultimate state later.
In the light of the Aurobindonian and Teilhardian concepts
of evolution, we can approach human history from a different
angle. If man has a destiny, his history ought to show how he is
groping towards that destiny. We must rewrite history from this
point of view, after eliminating the insignificant details and taking
just those facts, which have a bearing on Man’s conation towards
a higher state of being. Looking back at the past, can we say there
is a progressive movement towards the goal? Is there a direction
in all that has happened in the past? Is man marching towards
his destiny?
The true history of man must begin from before he was born.
It really begins with the birth of the inorganic atom. From atom
to the molecule was a great advance in organization. From the
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inorganic to the organic, there was a greater advance, because life
became manifest. From the Animal to the Man was a dramatic
advance, because thought and consciousness became manifest.
Man as he is, homo sapiens, came into being only about 50,000
years ago, and it is too short a period for all men to become
Supermen. During this period, individual saints and seers have
become supermen and attained salvation by reaching their
individual Point Omega.
Saint Manickavasagar gives the history of his individual
evolution in the following song:¹™ô£AŠ Ìì£ŒŠ ¹¿õ£Œ ñóñ£AŠ
ð™M¼èñ£AŠ ðø¬õò£ŒŠ ð£‹ð£A‚
è™ô£Œ ñQîó£ŒŠ «ðò£Œ‚ èíƒè÷£Œ
õ™ô²óó£A ºQõó£Œˆ «îõó£Œ„
ªê™ô£ ÜG¡ø Mˆî£õó êƒèñˆ¶œ
â™ô£Š HøŠ¹‹ Hø‰F¬÷ˆ «î¡â‹ªð¼ñ£¡
ªñŒ«ò»¡ ªð£¡ù®èœ è‡®¡Á i´Ÿ«ø¡.

The individual soul cycle is complete with Manickavasagar
perceiving the Ultimate Reality and merging with it. Many other
mystics belonging to different religions and different countries
have completed the cycle and reached Point Omega. That is clear
from recorded history. But, does history show that mankind as a
whole has been cumulatively marching towards such a destiny?
The answer to this question lies in a reappraisal of history and
in a scrutiny of just those broad trends which have a bearing upon
the cumulative movement of mankind.
Because of the haphazard arrangement of the Earth’s surface,
and the vicissitudes of climate, some regions are more favourable
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than others for the habitation of mankind. Vast cultivable plains
irrigated by great rivers have been the cradles of human
civilization. We find human masses concentrated in such regions
and leading a settled life there. We may pick out five such centres
of culture :- Central America with its Maya civilization; the South
Seas with Polynesian civilization; the Yellow River basin, with its
Chinese civilization; the valleys of the Ganges, Indus, the Cauvery
and the Tambraparni with its Indian civilization; and the Nile
Valley and Mesopotamia with Egyptian and Sumerian civilization.
Of these, the Indian, Egyptian and the Sumerian are the most
ancient. These represented three distinct psycho-somatic currents,
which were independent of each other. Each of them tried to
spread and transform the earth. The Maya civilization in Central
America proved ineffective; the Polynesian civilization was too
weak to radiate. Ultimately the contest for the future of the world
was fought mainly between the dwellers of Asia and North Africa.
China, inspite of its refinement and profundity, went into a
long stupor from which it woke up only recently as a result of
the injection of a virulent dose of Communism into its body
politic. The sleeping giant has woken up, but he has nothing
original to contribute to the evolutionary movement as he has
merely absorbed a foreign system and killed his own through the
“cultural Revolution.”
As for the Egyptian and Mesopotamian civilizations, though
they died, they bequeathed their virile culture to Greece, through
Greece to Rome and then to the whole of Europe and America.
Greece vibrated with profound thought, scientific inventions and
aesthetic beauty. Rome absorbed this Greek contribution and
stamped it with its genius for organization. France was inspired
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by the Roman legacy and she contributed through her French
Revolution, the concepts of Liberty, Equality and Fraternity.
Germany, England, Russia and the U.S.A. have taken up the
torch and by their brilliant scientific achievements, widened the
frontiers of material knowledge. It is Western Civilization that
has discovered all that goes to make the modern man. The result
is that the psycho-social temperature of the Earth has risen
considerably as a result of those inventions. Man has not only
probed the Moon but has also forged weapons which have gone
beyond the solar system to probe into the mysteries of inter stellar
space. In spite of these achievements, the Western Culture has
failed signally to bring peace upon Earth, because it is a culture
which has failed to turn inward to study the spirit of Man. In
spite of its great vigour and speed that culture lacks direction.
On the contrary, the Indian Civilization possesses just that which
the Western Civilization lacks. For thousands of years hundreds
of Indian Saints have been engaged in research in the laboratory
of the spirit. Untrammelled by the Church or any secular
organization they have risen to the highest in the world of the
spirit and they have been most audacious in declaring the spiritual
truths discovered by them. But in their pre-occupations with the
Spirit, they neglected the development of material things. It was
all right for a seer to say, “Remain unconcerned in action”. It was
a truth which could be understood experientially but not
intellectually. But the great masses of Indians tried to understand
this truth intellectually and succeeded only in perverting and
misunderstanding this truth. Instead of being unconcerned in
action, they became unconcerned with action. A supreme
slovenliness became the national trait. There was an utter
indifference to the welfare of the masses. Narrow caste and

31

communal divisions divided the country vertically and
horizontally.
It was at this juncture that an event of great evolutionary
significance took place. I refer to the 150 year connection between
Great Britain and India. It resulted in a commerce of ideas and
values; the West supplementing the East, each gaining from the
other and trying to achieve an equilibrium between material
civilization and spiritual insight.
When I say that the West is materialistic and India is spiritual,
I over-simplify the problem for the purpose of driving home a
truth. I am not unaware of the spiritual strain in western culture
and the materialistic strain in Indian Culture. The JudeoChristian contribution to the Western culture cannot be under
estimated. Though Buddha had earlier proclaimed the message
of compassion in India, the message did not receive that amount
of practical application in India which Christ’s message of
compassion received in the West. The Christian countries of the
West have organised elaborate institutions through which succour
is given to the poor and relief is given to the sickly—effectively,
but they have failed to go deeper into the spirit of Man to solve
problems of peace. Likewise, the Indian achievement has not been
exclusively in the domain of the spirit. The Pallava kings, the
Cholas and the Pandyas have been great sea-farers and builders
of great masterpieces of sculpture and architecture. Asoka and
Akbar have made distinct contributions to the art of Government.
But, as we look back upon the total achievements of the West
and India, the predominant contribution of the West is in the
secular field and that of India, in the deep recesses of the spirit.
A synthesis of the peculiar genius of India and the West is bound
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to give a distinct push to the process of human evolution in the
right direction. Is there not, therefore, a plan behind the forces
that brought India under British suzerainty and kept her under
British influence for nearly two centuries? By that material
subjugation of India, Great Britain and through Great Britain,
the whole of the Western World was kept exposed to the spiritual
influence of India. When both these influences are absorbed and
assimilated by man, there is bound to be a leap in the process of
human evolution.
This process is vigorously going on now. Many Indians have
migrated to the West, especially the U.S.A. and have made a mark
there in technological inventions. Many Westerners are coming
to India to slake their spiritual thirst. Some time back, I
interviewed a number of American hippies at Pondicherry and
investigated the circumstances leading to their migration. Most
of them were postgraduate students of Philosophy and some of
them were sons of multi-millionnaires. They said: - “We suffer
from too much of wealth in the U.S.A. We have enough money
to buy whatever we want. But our trouble is we don’t know what
to buy. We are in search of peace and we cannot buy it for
money”. I asked them what was their reaction to India, and they
said: “We find in the Indian soil a spiritual vibration. Spiritual
guidance is in-built in Indian Society. We have no such guidance
in our country. We float rudderless in our Society.”
I have seen not only Americans, but people from the farthest
corners of the West coming to India on a spiritual quest. Writing
in the Bande Mataram on 16-4-1907, this is what Aurobindo
said:
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“There are periods in the history of the world when the
unseen power that guides its destinies seems to be filled with a
consuming passion for change and a strong impatience of the old.
The Great Mother (Shakti) has resolved to take the nations into
her hand and shape them anew. These are periods of rapid
destruction and energetic Creation, filled with the sound of
cannon and the trampling of armies, the crash of great downfalls
and the turmoil of swift and violent revolutions; the world is
thrown into the melting pot and comes out in a new shape and
with new features. They are periods when the wisdom of the wise
is confounded and the prudence of the prudent turned into a
laughing-stock; for it is the day of the Prophet, the dreamer, the
fanatic and the Crusader — the time of divine revelation when
Avatars are born and miracles happen.
The peoples of Europe have carried material life to its farthest
expression, the science of bodily existence has been perfected but
they are suffering from diseases which their science is powerless
to cure. England with her practical intelligence, France with her
clear logical brain, Germany with her speculative genius, Russia
with her emotional force, America with her commercial energy
have done what they could for human development, but each
has reached the limit of her peculiar capacity. Something is
wanting which Europe cannot supply. It is at this juncture that
Asia has awakened, because the world needed her.”
Writing on “Spirituality and Nationalism”, he pursues this
line of diagnosis and says: “The strength of Europe is in details,
the strength of Asia is in synthesis. When Europe has perfected
the details of life or thought, she is unable to harmonize them
into a perfect symphony and she falls into the intellectual heresies,
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practical extravagances, which contradict the facts of life, the
limits of human nature and the ultimate truths of existence.
It is therefore the Office of Asia to take up the work of
human evolution when Europe comes to a standstill and loses
itself in a dash of vain speculations, barren experiments and
helpless struggles to escape from the consequences of her own
mistakes. Such a time has now come in the world’s history.
Mankind has long been experimenting with various kinds of
thought, different principles of ethics, strange dreams of a
perfection to be gained by material means, impossible
millenniums and humanitarian hopes. Nowhere has it succeeded
in realizing the ultimate secret of life. Nowhere has it found
satisfaction. No scheme of society or politics has helped it to
escape the necessity of sorrow, poverty, strife, from dissatisfaction
with which it strives for an outlet; for whoever is trying to find
by material means must fail.
Through all these ages, Asia has been seeking for a Light
within … ... But the grand workshop of spiritual experiment the
laboratory of the soul has been India, where thousands of great
spirits have been born in every generation who were content to
work quietly in their own souls, perfect their knowledge, hand
down the results of their experiments to a few disciples and leave
the rest to others to complete. The work we have to do for
humanity is a work which no other nation can accomplish, the
spiritualisation of the race.”
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LECTURE No. 2
Has human history an inner meaning? Does it disclose a
purpose, and an increasing purpose at that? These are questions
which have puzzled and fascinated man since the beginning of
time. Before we try to grasp the inner meaning of human history,
we must first have before our mind the whole panorama of
history; we must supply the missing links with the aid of a vivid
and realistic imagination; we must arrange the significant facts
in the proper cosmic perspective, then we must study with
reverence the march of events and the inter-connectedness of
episodes; we must have the greatness and the intuition to connect
effects with natural causes. And we must reduce the immensity
of the historical material to intelligible order. For this purpose, it
is necessary to possess a number of qualities, which rarely co-exist
in the same individual. We must press into service the immense
and the detailed scholarship of the historian; then we must
interpret the material with the broad and deep understanding of
a wholesomely constituted philosopher. Above all, we must have
the penetrating vision of the mystic, and with the mystic’s insight
we must unveil the mystery behind the cosmic drama.
Let us select some outstanding observers of human history,
and study their reactions to history in the light of their own
peculiar accomplishments and limitations. Herodotus, the Father
of History, presents all history as the drama of a divine
Providence, rewarding the insolent prosperity of man.
Thucydides, on the other hand, recognises no guiding Providence,
no divine plan, not even “progress”; he sees life and history as a
tragedy, at once sordid and noble, redeemed now and then by
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great men, but always relapsing into superstition and war.
Epicurus, who lived in stoic simplicity, said: “The gods exist and
enjoy in some far-off space among the stars, a serene and deathless
life, but they are too sensible to bother with the affairs of such
an infinitesimal species as mankind. The world is not designed
nor is it guided by them; how could such divine Epicureans have
created so middling a universe, so confused a scene of order and
disorder, of beauty and suffering? If this disappoints you, Epicurus
adds, console yourself with the thought that the gods are too
remote to do you any more harm than good. They cannot watch
you, they cannot judge you, they cannot plunge you into hell.
Lucian of the Second Century B.C. defines philosophy as an
attempt to “get an elevation from which you may see in every
direction.” As he stands on such an elevation, life seems to him
a ridiculous confusion, a chaotic chorus in which all the dancers
move and shout each at his own individual will, “until the
impressario dismisses them one by one from the stage”. In
“Charon”, he paints a dark picture of the human scene as
witnessed by superhuman eyes from some celestial peak; men
ploughing, toiling, disputing, suing in the Courts, lending at
usury, cheating and being cheated, running after gold or pleasure;
over their heads a cloud of hopes, fears, follies and hates; over
these, the Fates spinning the web of life for each human atom;
one man is lifted high from the mass and then has a resounding
fall; and each in turn is drawn away by some messenger of death.
Lucian in his cynicism satirizes the rich for their greed, the poor
for their envy, and the gods for their non-existence.
Shakespeare’s “Macbeth”, on the other hand, cries out in
bitter anguish:
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“Out, out brief candle!
Life’s but a walking shadow; a poor player
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage;
And then is heard no more; it is a tale
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,
Signifying nothing.”

Evidently, Macbeth believes in the existence of the author of
the tale, though, in his fury, he calls him names.
Bruno (1548-1600) had a vision of the universe which is
primarily aesthetic, a profound and wondering appreciation of
an incandescent infinity. His vision is a philosophical attempt to
adjust human thought to a Cosmos in which our planet is an
infinitesimal part of an unknowable immensity. The earth is not
the centre of the world, nor is the sun; beyond the world that
we see, there are other worlds and beyond those other worlds are
other worlds again and so on, endlessly; we cannot conceive an
end, nor a beginning, and instead of the fixed stars being fixed,
as Copernicus thought, they change their place constantly; even
in the skies, all things flow. Space, time and motion are relative.
There is no centre, no circumference, and no up or down.
As Saint Manickavasagar says,
“ËŸªø£¼ «è£®J¡ «ñŸðì MK‰îù,
Þ™ ¸¬öèFK¡
¶¡ùμŠ ¹¬óò”

(There are over hundred and one crores of universes dancing
like multitudinous particles of dust in a beam of sun-light
penetrating inside a house.)
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Kavi Chakravarthi Kamban says of this Infinite,
“It is neither Light nor Darkness
neither Above nor Below
It is not without ageing,
nor does it age;
It has neither beginning, middle nor end
neither Afore nor After.”

Says Kamban,
“Let Brahma put the four vociferous Vedas
and the allied scriptures
on the huge grinding-stone of Wisdom
and let him grind them hard
for days and days on end;
Yet he cannot grasp Reality.”

Bruno, who puts us in mind of Manickavasagar and Kamban,
says that as time is the measure of motion, time too is relative.
Probably, many stars are inhabited by living, intelligent beings.
Yet, in this endless immensity, there is an invariable conservation
of matter, an eternal and inviolable constancy of law.
Since the universe is infinite, and there cannot be two
infinities, argues Bruno, the infinite God and the infinite universe
must be one. There is no Prime Mover, as Aristotle supposed.
There is motion or energy inherent in every part of the whole.
“God is not an external intelligence……………… It is more
worthy for him to be the internal principle of motion, which is
his own nature, his own soul.” Nature is the outside of the Divine
Mind; however, this Mind is not in a “heaven above”, but in every
particle of reality. The world is composed of minute nomads,
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indivisible units of force, of life, of inchoate mind. Each particle
has its own individuality, has a mind of its own; and yet its
freedom is not liberation from law but (as in Spinoza) behaviour
according to its own inherent law and character. There is a
principle of progress and evolution in Nature in the sense that
every part strives for development.
There are opposites in Nature, contrary forces, contradictions;
but in the operation of the whole Cosmos, — in the “will of
God”— all contraries coincide and disappear; so the diverse
motions of the planets make the harmony of the spheres. Behind
the bewildering, fascinating variety of Nature is the yet more
marvellous unity, wherein all parts appear as organs of one
organism.
That reminds us of a Tamil Saint, who declared several
hundred years before Bruno : “å¡ø£è‚ è£‡ð«î è£†C”.
(To see the unity of life is the only true vision). We do not know
if Bruno had a spiritual experience of this vision or merely inferred
it through his intellect. But he says: “It is Unity that enchants
me. By her power, I am free though thrall, happy in sorrow, rich
in poverty, alive even in death. Though I am subject to law, I
express my own nature; though I suffer, I find solace in
recognising that the “evil” of the part becomes meaningless in the
perspective of the whole; though I die, the death of the part is
the rejuvenating life of the whole.” According to Bruno, the
knowledge of the supreme unity is the goal of human life.
Pascal, the great French Philosopher, was both a believer and
a doubter. He wrote his “Pensees” in 1670. His reactions to the
universe are both fascinating and stupefying. Says he, “Let man
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contemplate Nature entirely in her full and lofty majesty; let him
put far from his sight the lowly objects that surround him: let
him regard that blazing light, placed like an eternal lamp to
illuminate the world; let the earth appear to him but a point
within the vast circuit which that star describes; and let him
marvel that this immense circumference is itself but a speck from
the view-point of the stars that move in the firmament. And if
our vision is stopped there, let imagination pass
beyond…………… All this visible world is but an imperceptible
element in the great bosom of nature. No thought can go so
far…………… It is an infinite sphere whose centre is every where
and whose circumference nowhere. This is the most perceivable
feature of the almightiness of God, so that our imagination loses
itself in this thought.”
And Pascal adds with quivering sensitivity, “The eternal
silence of these infinite spaces frightens me.”
Contrast this sentiment with that of Tirumoolar. Being a
mystic, he is not frightened by Eternity or Infinity. Consciousness
of his ignorance holds no terrors for Tirumoolar. It is to him the
starting point of wisdom. It is in the awareness of human
ignorance that Tirumoolar sees the beginning of spiritual wisdom.
Accordingly, in his prologue to his Tirumantram, he sings with
characteristic humour,
“ÝóPõ£˜ âƒèœ Ü‡í™ ªð¼¬ñ¬ò,
ÝóPõ£˜ Þ‰î Üèôº‹ Gè÷º‹,
«ðóPò£î ªð¼…²ì˜ å¡øF¡,
«õóPò£¬ñ M÷‹¹A¡«ø«ù,”
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(Whoever knows the glories of my Lord,
And who, the vastness of Infinity: (yet)
Of my ignorance of that Nameless Light
I shall sing three thousand songs.)

Coming back to Pascal, we see that he is terrified not only
by the Infinite, but also by the Infinitesimal. We can go on
dividing the atom ad infinitum, and reduce it to a tiny minim.
We will still find that it has parts smaller than itself. Our reason
wavers, stupefied between the infinitely vast and the infinitely
minute. Says Pascal: “He who sees himself thus will be frightened
by himself, and perceiving himself sustained between these two
abysses of Infinity and nothing, will tremble, and will be more
disposed to contemplate these marvels in silence than to explore
them with presumption. For, in the end, what is man in Nature?
A nothing, in respect to the infinite, everything in respect to the
nothing, a half-way between nothing and all. Infinitely far from
comprehending the extremes, both the end and the beginning
of things are invincibly hidden in an impenetrable secret; he is
equally incapable of seeing the nothing from which he has been
drawn, and the infinite in which he is engulfed.”
“The French language”, said Saint Beuve, “has no finer pages
than the simple and severe lines of this incomparable picture.”
How does Pascal react to this vision of the Universe? What,
according to him, is the meaning of existence? He thinks that
reason cannot guide us to the inner chambers of existence. He,
therefore, believes that Science is a silly presumption because it
is based on reason, which is based on the senses which deceive
us in a hundred ways. It is limited by the narrow bounds within
which our senses operate, and by the corruptible brevity of the
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flesh. The misery of man is another mystery. Why should the
universe have laboured so long to produce a species so fragile in
its happiness, so subject to pain in every nerve, to grief in every
love, to death in every life? And yet, “the grandeur of man is great
in that he knows himself to be miserable.”
“Man is but a reed, the most feeble thing in nature; but he
is a thinking reed. (L’homme n’est qu’un roseau, le plus faible de
la nature, mais c’est un roseau pensant). The entire universe need
not arm itself to crush him; a vapor, a drop of water, suffice to
kill him. But when the universe has crushed him, man will still
be nobler than that which kills him, because he knows that he is
dying, and of the victory the universe knows nothing.”
None of these mysteries finds an answer in reason. If we trust
to reason alone, we shall condemn ourselves to an uncertainty
that will doubt everything except pain and death, and philosophy
could be at best a rationalization of defeat. But we cannot believe
that man’s fate is as reason sees it — to struggle, to suffer and to
die, having begotten others to struggle, to suffer and to die,
generation after generation aimlessly, stupidly, in a ridiculous and
superabundant insignificance. In our hearts we feel that this
cannot be true, that it would be the greatest of blasphemies to
think that life and the universe have no meaning. God, and the
meaning of life must be felt by the heart rather than by reason.
“The heart has its reasons which reason does not know”, and we
do right to listen to our hearts, to “place our faith in feeling”.
For all belief, even in practical matters, is a form of will, a
direction of attention and desire.” The mystical experience is
profounder than the evidence of the senses or the arguments of
reason.
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What answer, then, does feeling give to the mysteries of life
and thought? The answer is religion. Only religion can restore
meaning to life, and nobility to man; without it we flounder even
more deeply into mental frustration and moral futility. Pascal
adds, “Religion gives us a Bible; the Bible tells us of man’s fall
from grace; only that original sin can explain the strange union,
in human nature, of hate and love, of bestial wickedness and our
longing for redemption and God. If we let ourselves believe
(however absurd it may seem to the philosophers) that man began
with divine grace, that he forfeited this by sin, and that he can
be redeemed only by divine grace through the crucified Christ,
then we shall find a peace of mind never granted to philosophers.
He who cannot believe is cursed, for he reveals by his unbelief
that God has not chosen to give him grace.
Belief is a wise wager. Granted that faith cannot be proved,
what harm will come to you if you gamble on its truth, and it
proves false? “You must wager; it is not optional. Let us weigh
the gain and the loss in the wagering that God exists…………
If you gain, you gain all; if you lose, you lose nothing. Wager,
then, without hesitation that He exists.”
When Pascal believed, he did so not as a gambler, but because
he recognized that his intellect, brilliant as it was, was no match
for the universe. He was convinced that human life is not a
helpless trajectory from a filthy birth to an agonizing death. But
his faith was unsteady and he was tormented by powerful doubts.
He was not like Plato, who, from the Sun-like centrality of his
vision, had a faith without a cloud. In his “Pensees”, Pascal gives
a pessimistic description of the human predicament. He says:
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“Picture a number of men in chains, and all condemned to death;
each day some are strangled to death in the sight of the rest; those
who remain see their own condition in that of these their fellows,
looking at one another with sorrow and without hope, each
awaiting his turn. This is the picture of the condition of Man.”
How shall we redeem this obscene slaughter called history, except
by believing with or against the evidence that God will right all
wrongs in the end?
Pascal is unable to give a convincing answer to this question.
He says, “This is what I see, and what troubles me, I look out
on all sides, and every where I see nothing but obscurity. Nature
offers me nothing that is not a matter of doubt and disquiet. If I
saw no signs of divinity, I would fix myself in denial. If I saw
everywhere the marks of a Creator, I would repose peacefully in
faith. But seeing too much to deny Him and too little to assure
me, I am in a pitiful state, and I would wish a hundred times
that if God sustains nature, it would reveal Him without
ambiguity.”
As Will Durant says, “it is this profound uncertainty, the
paralyzing ability to see both sides, that makes Pascal a fascination
to believer and doubter alike.”
Goethe, the great German Poet, speaks of Nature as a mother
from whose breast he sucked the sap and zest of life. In a prose
poem rhapsody, “Die Natur”, he expressed with religious feeling
his humble surrender to, his happy absorption in, the generative
and destructive forces that envelop man. He says: “Nature! By
her we are surrounded and encompassed — unable to step out
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of her, and unable to enter deeper into her. She receives us,
unsolicited and unwarned, into the circle of her dance, and
hurries along with us, till we are exhausted, and drop out of her
arms…………… She creates ever new forms; what now is, was
never before; what was, comes not again; all is new and yet always
the old ………...... She seems to have contrived everything for
individuality, but cares nothing for individuals. She is ever
building, ever destroying, and her workshop is inaccessible. She
has thought, and is constantly meditating, not as a man, but as
nature. She has an all-embracing mind of her own. No one can
penetrate it. She lets every child tinker with her, every fool pass
judgment upon her; thousands stumble over her and see nothing;
she has her joy in all, she is kindly. I praise her with all her works.
She is wise and quiet. One can tear no explanation from her,
extort from her no gift which she gives not of her own free will.
She has placed me here, she will lead me away. I trust myself to
her. She may do as she likes with me. She will not hate her works.”
Let us contrast the attitude of the mystic with that of
scientific historians like Gibbon and Herbert Fisher, both of
whom have a firm grasp of history, but fail to see through it.
Gibbon, inspite of the grandeur and courage of his conception,
could see no design in history. According to him, events are the
outcome of unguided causes; they are the parallelogram of forces
of different origin and composite result. In all this kaleidoscope
of events, human nature seems to remain unchanged. Gibbon,
however, admits, “In human life the most important scenes will
depend upon the character of a single actor. ……………... An
acrimonious humour falling upon a single fibre of one man may
prevent or suspend the misery of nations.”
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H.A.L. Fisher in his preface to “The History of Europe”, is
more diffident than Gibbon. He says, “The intellectual
excitement has been denied to me. Men wiser and more learned
than I have discerned in History a plot, a rhythm, a
predetermined pattern. These harmonies are concealed from me.
I can see only one emergency following upon another, as wave
follows upon wave; only one great fact with respect to which,
since it is unique, there can be no generalizations; only one safe
rule for the historian; that he should recognize in the development
of human destinies the play of the contingent and the unforeseen.
This is not a doctrine of cynicism and despair. The fact of progress
is written, plain and large, in the page of history. But progress is
not a law of nature. The ground gained by one generation may
be lost by the next.”
Spengler, in his famous book, “The Decline of the West”
refers to what he calls the morphology of world history, and says
that history is a series of completed cycles. Sisyphus rolls his stone
up the hill, and sooner or later, it rolls down again, not as a mere
accident, but as an inescapable necessity.
From the bewildering variety of opinions, which I have
quoted, it is clear that each man interprets the drama of human
life, in terms of his own beliefs, temperament and character.
Some years back the World Student Christian Federation held
a study conference in France on the Meaning of history. The
crucial issue considered by that Conference was: has the Christian
faith a definite significance for the study of history, and for the
assessment of its meaning; and if so, what is this significance? The
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Conference agreed that in the present predicament of Man it is
necessary to reflect upon the Meaning of History. Various
questions were put, though answers to the questions could not
be agreed upon. One question was: Does man’s real nature and
destiny become fulfilled in history or not? To put it in other
words; is the process of history self-redemptive or does it get its
meaning from a transcendental order? The answers to these
questions were formulated in the light of Biblical thinking. One
speaker went the length of declaring; “Israel occupies a unique
place in history. The development of history is directly related
to the faithfulness or unfaithfulness of the chosen people. The
spiritual condition of Israel is the cause of major historical events.”
Though I welcome this attempt at a Christian interpretation
of history, the conclusion that Israel is the centre of history
appears to be rather short-sighted and extravagant. It may be true
of European history, not of world history. While trying to wring
meaning out of history, we must take our stand on the eternal
verities of religion, and not on a local version of a legend or a
purana.
It is legitimate to ask the question; is there such a being as a
Christian historian or a Muslim historian or a Hindu historian?
There are, of course, Christians, Muslims and Hindus, who are
historians, and their interpretations of history in the light of their
metaphysical or religious beliefs might supply a meaning to
history. In this sense, there can be a Christian, Muslim or Hindu
history. It would be interesting, I think, to reinterpret history in
the light of the Hindu faith.
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The human future is viewed by the Hindu as an unending
sequence of cycles of rebirth. The goal of each individual is the
attainment, through Gnana, Bhakti or Karma, of release from this
cyclical history. The creativity of God is also regarded cyclically;
there is a succession of epochs and at the end of each epoch, God
reabsorbs the Universe and then creates another. God is
sufficiently personal to forgive the sins of man. The law of God’s
grace is over-riding in its effects, but subject to that law the soul
is governed by the inexorable law of cause and effect. Several
chances are given to Man to reach out of his ego into Godhood.
In this setting, the Earth is only a Karma bhoomi, the theatre
of activity, in which by God’s grace a soul is plunged according
to its deserts.
Saiva Siddhanta postulates that the world of phenomenon is
real, uncreated, beginningless and endless, like the soul and God.
According to the law of Karma, each soul is given a particular
environment in which to work out its destiny. The soul is subject
to causality only so long as he does not invoke the law of grace.
The moment he invokes grace he is released from the prison of
cause and effect. If he fails to get release in any birth, he is sent
to other worlds after death and after waiting there for a period,
is given another physical body and sent to the Earth. According
to this view, history has a deeper meaning than strikes the eye.
All events in history are manipulated by a transcendental law,
which doles out joy and grief according to our past actions. This
may mean that the great cataclysms of history like war, famine,
earthquake and pestilence are sent, by divine arrangement, as a
punishment for human sins.
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When we ask Tirumoolar why God should have created the
Universe and sent a multitudinous number of souls into it and
subjected them to weal and woe, he sings, “It is all his Ananda.”
Ýù‰î‹ Ýìóƒè‹ Ýù‰î‹ ð£ì™èœ
Ýù‰î‹ ð™Lò‹ Ýù‰î‹ õ£„Cò‹
Ýù‰îñ£è ÜAô êó£êó‹
Ýù‰î‹ Ýù‰î‚ Ãˆ¶è‰î£Â‚«è!

Gerald Heard says: ‘Beyond tragedy lies Meta-comedy. The
central figure of that play is known in Asiatic drama. There is
no tragic goal in the Indian theatre. The very word Play they call
Lila, the weaving dance that displays arid resumes the universe.
The central figure, who dances out of the Cosmos Shiva,
consummates laughter and tears in an ecstasy that goes beyond
pleasure and pain.”
To look at history as Mega-comedy we must have the joyous
detachment of a Jivan Mukta like Tirumoolar. Only in that
condition of detachment, we can understand the inner meaning
of history, and like Lear, we can
“take upon’s the mystery of things
As if we were God’s spies.”

*

*
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2
THE CULTURE OF TAMILS
(Reprinted: The Bulletin of the Institute of Traditional Cultures,
Madras: 1972)

I

n Mamallapuram, near Madras, stands a rock-hill, carved
in the 7th century AD., into more than a hundred pieces
of sculpture, which have been described by H. Zimmer
(H.Zimmer, Mythes et symboles dans la civilization dee ‘ Inde,’ Paris
1951) as the “grandest expression of plastic Indian art, one of
the largest, most beautiful and most dramatically striking
masterpieces of all times.” Another Frenchman, Leopold Bazou,
who was inspired by this description, went to Mamallapuram to
study the sculpture and was struck with the powerful master-mind
that had conceived the whole scene. He declared, “ Art has
reached here its full mastery,” but he was astonished that the artist
had nowhere signed his name to authenticate his work. Bazou
exclaimed, “Names have never meant much in South
India......Self-depreciation, tempered with a deep sense of humour,
has ever been a virtue of the Tamils.” (Leopold Bazou, “A Sculptor’s
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Paradise in South India”) Evidently, what he meant by selfdepreciation was a sense of humility, deprecatory of the ego. In
fact, one would very much like to know the names of the mastersculptors of Mahabalipuram, of the great architects of the temples
of Tanjore, Madurai, Srirangam and Chidambaram, of the
illustrious authors of Tamil classics like Tholkappiam and
Muttollayiram, but all of them preferred the self-denying joy of
anonymity to the vulgar glare of publicity. It may be that humility,
as Hazlitt says, is the worst of virtues, but it does connote a
maturity born of an ancient culture which according to
archaeologist, Mortimer Wheeler, is over six thousand years old.
In times of decadence and political subjection, the humility
of the Tamilian has occasionally degenerated into an inferiority
complex, which, in its turn, has given rise (by way of
compensatory process) to moods of vulgar and empty
boastfulness. But, during periods of prosperity, the Tamilian has
shown unmistakable evidence of dignified humility born of
strength and broad understanding.
It is not without significance that the cult of non-violence
should have captured the imagination of the Tamils; Gandhiji
records the fact that it was a Tamil woman, in an advanced stage
of pregnancy, who offered herself first as a volunteer in the
Satyagraha movement which he started in South Africa. This
recent incident seems to illustrate a dominant note in Tamil
culture, for, as long ago as the 1st century AD, Tirukkural had
emphasized the need for non-violence in thought, speech and
action; the theme of the 33rd chapter of the Kural is, “The highest
virtue is non-killing; for killing brings in its train every other vice”.
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Not that the Tamilian has succeeded in renouncing acts of
violence. In fact, in the history of the Tamils, there has been
frequent internecine warfare among the Cheras, Cholas and
Pandyas. But what is remarkable is that more than once the
fratricidal wars were stopped in response to the appeal of a wise
poet, who would appear on the battlefield and preach to the rival
armies the virtues of peace. In a communal riot, which took place
at Tuticorin in 1953, the rioters marched into the colony of a
particular community and indulged in looting and acts of
vandalism. As one of the rioters invaded a house and rose his billhook to cut off the head of a sleeping baby, his fellow-rioters
threatened the miscreant with dire consequences if he dare touch
the child. Thus they saved the child from slaughter. A strong
ethical sense and a responsiveness to finer sensibilities would
appear implanted in the consciousness of the Tamils.
Another trait of the Tamilian is his tolerance and
cosmopolitan outlook. His refreshing lack of jingoism is evidently
due to the intimate international contacts he has had from the
earliest times. R. B. Dixon, The celebrated archaeologist and
historian, asserts that the Tamils had extensive trade with Malaya,
North Borneo and Northern Philippines even in the 1st
Millennium B.C and that trade led to colonisation and conquest
of those countries by the Tamils. According to Paul Pelliot, there
is evidence in Chinese literature of diplomatic relations between
South Indian coasts and the Chinese empire as early as the 2nd
century BC. A Chinese writer, Pan Kou. Who lived at the end
of the 1st century, mentions the fact that in the time of the Hun
Emperor, the Chola King sent embassies to China (vide K. M
Panikkar, “India and China,” pages 17 and 19). Strabo, a Greek,
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who wrote his Geography in the 1st century A D , makes mention
of the embassy sent by the Pandyan king to Emperor Augustus
on the occasion of the latter’s accession to the throne. Pliny, who
wrote his Natural History in 77 A.D, gives an account of a voyage
to India and says that passengers preferred to embark at Barake
in the Pandyan country rather than at Muziris, which was infested
with pirates. Warmington speaks of the ships that sailed from the
West with gold, pea-cock, pepper, silk, cotton, ivory and pearls
from Tamilnad. In fact, the Tamil word for rice, Arisi, became
Oriza in Greek and the Tamil word for peacock ‘Thogaimayil’
became toga in Rome. The Greeks and Romans had trading
stations in the Tamil kingdoms and many of them were employed
by the Tamil kings as bodyguards or palaceguards. It is not
therefore surprising that the Tamils, who had contacts with
different nations and races, were singularly free from insularity,
and a Sangam poet of the pre-Christian era proclaimed, with
incredible catholicity “Every country is my native land and every
one my kinsman”.
The rudimentary principles of Science were not unknown
to the Tamils. Many of them dabbled in alchemy and some of
the Siddhas (Mystics) professed to have discovered the three salts
(Muppu) with the aid of which they claimed to have converted
copper into gold. Compounds of iron, copper, mercury and
arsenic were prepared in their crude laboratories. According to
certain historians, the Tamils were the earliest users of iron
implements in India. The Siddha system of medicine, the secrets
of which were jealously and selfishly guarded by the physicians,
was in vogue. That arsenic could cure eosinophilia was known
to the siddhas and it is well-known that Allopathy recently
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borrowed this concept from Siddha medicine and has been
effectively eradicating a disease which did not respond to any drug
known to it. There is a legend that Bhohar, a Tamil mystic and
physician of renown, went to Germany and propagated there the
knowledge of the Siddhas system of medicine. Kapilar Ahaval
shows that the Tamils practised principles of eugenics from the
earliest times. Marco Polo, who was born in Venice and who
visited the eastern coast of Tamilnad on his voyage back from
China to Venice in the last quarter of the 13th century, refers to
the skill of the Tamilians in building vessels and boats of different
sizes and in the art of diving for oysters at the bottom of the sea.
He adds, “The natives make use of a kind of bedstead or cot of
very light cane-work, so ingeniously contrived that when they lie
on them and are inclined to sleep, they can draw the curtains
about them by pulling a string. This they do in order to keep
out tarantulas, which bite severely, as well as to prevent their being
annoyed by flies and other small insects, while, at the same time,
the air, so necessary for reducing the excessive heat, is not kept
out.”
It is in engineering that the Tamils reached a high degree of
perfection. The network of canals through which the Tamil
country was irrigated by gravitational flow has been characterized
by the Judicial Committee of the Privy Council as evidence of
their ancient and glorious civilization. The Chola King Rajarajan
(985 AD. to 1016 AD) built the historic ‘Grand Anicut-’ a long
irrigation dam which stopped and stored the Cauvery waters for
irrigation during the dry months of the year. The skill of his
engineers and the labour of millions of workmen combined to
raise this dam of unhewn stone, 1080 feet long and 60 feet broad,
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below the island of Srirangam. The same king constructed the
temple of Brahadiswara at Tanjore and dedicated it to Siva. The
gopuram (tower) of this temple is 216 feet high and is topped
by a block of granite 25 feet square and 80 tons in weight. This
stone was hauled four miles over an inclined plane and put on
top of the tower. The temple carries sculptures depicting the
different poses and bhavas of Bharatanatyam. The Encyclopaedia
Britannica describes the temple as the “greatest temple in India”
and the Tamil-speaking people as ‘perhaps the greatest temple
builders in the world.” The icon of Lord Nataraja in
Chidambaram symbolises the dynamics of the cosmic dance and
has been described by competent foreign critics as the culmination
of Tamilian art.
According to Marco Polo, “In this country, there are many
experts in the science of physiognomy, which teaches the
understanding of the nature and quality of men and whether they
tend to good or evil. These qualities are immediately detected on
looking at a man or woman.”
Some gallant attempts were made by the Tamils to correlate
the moods of Man with those of Nature. The division of human
life into aham and puram (subjective and objective or introvert
and extrovert) is an instance in point. Furthermore, they divided
land into five categories (tinai), namely, hills and hilly area, woods
and wooded country, fertile plains, sea-board and desert. An
elaborate grammar was evolved nearly two thousand years ago
defining the customs and manners of those inhabiting the five
different areas, the moods of nature in each area and the suitability
of each area as background for different aspects of the human
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drama, such as love-making, wedding, pangs of separation, reunion, etc. The seasons of the year and the different hours of the
day were also correlated to human moods and the interplay
between the two was extensively studied. Though these
classifications revealed a penetrating study of man and nature, the
inability of the later Sangam poets and dramatists to free
themselves from the conventional framework of aham, puram and
tinai served to stifle their creativity.
Though the Tamils were a practical, realistic and reason
loving people, their thinkers held up before themselves almost
impossible ideals of chastity, bravery and ethical perfection. They
believed that by chastity a woman could command the Elements,
bring down rain or burn a city to ashes. One of the tests of
chastity of a woman was that no man, however lustful, could cast
covetous eyes upon her and, if he did, her chastity was not above
board. Although such severe standards were imposed upon
women it does not appear that men were subjected to the same
rigour. Perhaps, it was thought that from the social point of view,
woman’s chastity was more important than man’s. Even during
the Sangam period, the institution of prostitution appears to have
been well established and many of the tiffs between married
couples were due to the machinations of the harlots. Harlots were
taken so much for granted that grammarians laid down rules
delineating the behaviour-patterns of the three characters in the
eternal triangle. It may, however be observed that harlots were
assigned a very low and contemptible status in society.
Life in Tamilnad was characterised by utter simplicity. The
basic dress of the Tamilian consisted of two or three pieces of
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unsewn cotton cloth, one being used as a loin cloth and the other
as a covering for the body. A turban on the head and goldembroidered silk as covering for the body were used for
ceremonial occasions. Kuppayam, (long-sleeved shirt or coat)
appears to have been worn by the soldiers whose weapons of war
were shields and swords. Woman’s dress was a little more
elaborate; a long saree and a blouse draped her body gracefully.
The women used to wear the saree in such a way that though it
brought out the curves of the body it did no violence to their
modesty. The simplicity of the Tamilians’ dress and their seminakedness have very often led the foreigner into misjudging their
culture. Marco Polo says in his Travels, “The natives of this part
of the country always go naked except that they cover their private
parts with a piece of cloth. The king wears no more cloth than
the rest except that he has a piece of richer cloth and is
distinguished by various kinds of ornaments, such as a collar set
with jewels, sapphires, emeralds and rubies of immense value. He
also wears, suspended from the neck and reaching to the breast,
a fine silken string containing 104 large handsome pearls and
rubies.” It is possible that the description given by Marco Polo is
of the fishermen of the east coast and their chief.
However, the semi-nakedness of the Tamilians did not blind
Marco Polo to the greatness of their culture, for he calls the
Coromandel or eastern coast of India “the noblest and richest
country in the world.”
Tamils had a great love of flowers. The atti flower was the
emblem of the Cholas, the palmyra flower of the Cheras, and
the margosa flower of the Pandyas. Women used to adorn their
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hair with flowers whereas men used to wear garlands of flowers
around their neck. Their intimacy with flowers was so great that
they developed an elaborate flower symbolism. The ‘vengai’ flower
connoted love. Jilted lovers used to wear erukkalai, the most trivial
of flowers, and thereby evoke the pity of their beloved. The Tamils
conceived Siva as having a konrai flower tucked up in his head,
konrai itself symbolizing the stars of the Milky Way, while the
Milky Way, in its turn, symbolised the Infinite.
In his Presidential Address delivered at the All India Oriental
Conference, Ahmedabad, in October, 1953, Dr. S. K. Chatterjee
said, “The flower ritual of the Tamilians evolved on different lines
from the fire ritual of the Aryans.” He quotes Mark Collins in
support of his thesis, that the word “Puja’’ of Sanskrit is derived
from the Tamil “Pu” meaning flower and the Tamil “ Cey”
meaning “to do.” According to him, the Tamils invoked the divine
spirit in an image, a pot, a pebble or a tree, poured water over it
and offered it flowers and fruits and incense and music and dance,
treating the divine spirit as an honoured guest like a king on a
visit to a subject of his. It is the thesis of Dr. Chatterjee that in
the ritual of the Homa, the worshipper is not keenly conscious
of any force pervading the universe, but only used the fire as a
messenger to the Gods of wind, sun, thunder, rain, etc. He further
points out that in the flower ritual of the Tamilians there was no
place for animal sacrifice, but that such sacrifice was part of the
fire ritual. The synthesis of the two rituals took place probably
after the 2nd century A.D.
Apart from flowers, the Tamils loved outdoor sports such as
cock-fights, ram-fights and bull-fights. Open-air dances by
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nautch-girls (Padini) were arranged by kings. The dancers used
to interpret, through emotional expression and rhythmic
movements of the limbs, the songs sung by minstrels called
Panars.
Bharata, in his prologue to the Natya-Sastra makes the
modest statement that he is unequal to the task of codifying the
art of dancing which was in vogue in Tamilnad for hundreds of
years before him. BalaSaraswati, the greatest living exponent of
the art of Bharatanatyam, recently gave a performance in the Ted
Shawn theatre in Massachusetts. An American reviewer noted that
“it was Hindu dance in its purest form, and she radiated a
contagious spirit of calmness.” “The most articulate fore-finger
in the world of dance (employing two thousand years of gestural
dance development) is the dancer’s special approach to the art,
an approach not based on physical virtuosity, but rather, upon
nuances, shading, subtleties.” This was the appreciation of
another American art critic.
Music also flourished in the Tamil country from ancient
times. The wide variety of ragas and musical instruments known
to the Tamilians has been graphically described in the
Silappathikaram of the 2nd century A.D. Music was employed
also as a background to manual labour. Tamilian folk-lore is
replete with the songs of the plough-man, the boatman, the
hunter, the warrior and the hewer.
The people living in the river-valleys in Tamilnad revelled in
public baths in the rivers. Marco Polo says, “Both men and
women wash their entire bodies in water both morning and
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evening. Until this ablution has takes place, they neither eat nor
drink; anyone who neglected this observance would be regarded
as a heretic ; it ought to be noticed that in eating they make use
of the right hand only and never touch their food with the left,
reserving the latter for cleansing the private parts of the body.
They drink out of a particular vessel, and each individual from
his own, never making use of the drinking vessel of another
person. When they drink they do not put their lips to their vessel,
but hold it above the head and pour the liquid into the mouth,
not allowing the vessel to touch the lips. In giving drink to a
stranger, they do not hand their vessel to him, but pour the wine
or other liquid into his hands from which he drinks as from a
cup.”
One of the customs of the Tamils which bespeak their living
contact with Nature is that they generally eat food not from plates
but from plantain leaves. Their love of trees was so great that they
started worshipping them. In fact, in the Sanctum Sanctorum of
most of the famous temples in Tamilnad, there is a holy tree
which is offered worship. The vanni tree, the bamboo tree, the
jack fruit tree, the tamarind tree and the tulasi plant and even
the aruham-pul (a kind of grass) are worshipped as symbols of
the Cosmic spirit. The miracle of the seed sprouting into stem,
leaf, flower and fruit was a profound reminder to them of the
miracle of creation, sustenance and destruction.
The average Tamilians lived in mud houses with thatched
roofs. The floors would be swept every day and smeared with cow
dung which is known to be a better disinfectant than phenyl or
dettol. The humblest of the people would beautify the floor of
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the house and the courtyard by drawing a variety of designs
(mostly floral) with white silicon powder ; the art of kolam is an
indispensable part of the housewife’s equipment.
The eating habits of the Tamils are equally simple. Though
the majority of the Tamils are non-vegetarians, the maximum
number of vegetarians in India is to be found in Tamilnad. There
are thousands upon thousands of Tamils who have been practising
abstinence from meat, fish and even eggs for several centuries.
Idli is a peculiar Tamil delicacy which has recently become
popular in the rest of India. Finely ground pastes of rice and black
gram are mixed in a particular proportion and allowed to ferment
for about twelve hours and then boiled in steam. The idli so
prepared is soft and fragile and readily melts in the mouth. As
the late Rasikamani T. K. Chidambaranatha Mudaliar used to say,
there are two thousand years of tradition behind the idli which
no non-Tamil has so far succeeded in producing.
Reverence for life, in whatever form, appeared conspicuous
among the Tamils, at any rate during the Sangam period. Pari,
the renowned patron of Tamil letters, found a jasmine creeper
lying across his path and refused to ride his chariot over it. The
story is that he abandoned his chariot and allowed the plant to
creep on it for support. There is also the legend of Pehen, another
chieftain, who finding a peacock shivering with cold, covered it
with his own silk mantle. As P. T. Srinivasa lyengar says in his
History of the Tamils, “This sane love of Nature was the cause
why they beautified their tools, their house, their furniture and
their vessels with carvings imitative of creepers, leaves, flowers and
animals.”
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By the first century A.D., as the Romans were codifying their
laws, we find Thiruvalluvar codifying ethics in Tamilnad.
Although it is wrong to contend that the great ideals of perfection
which the Kural preached were being practised by the
contemporary Tamils, it must be admitted that a society which
gave birth to the Kural in the 1st or 2nd century A.D., must have
had something in common between it and the illustrious author
of the Kural. As Albert Schweitzer has said in his book, Indian
Thought, “With sure strokes, the Kural draws the ideal of simple,
ethical humanity. On the most varied questions concerning the
conduct of man to himself and to the world, its utterances are
characterized by nobility and good sense. There hardly exists in
the literature of the world a collection of maxims in which we
find so much lofty wisdom.” According to Schweitzer, in a
country which believed in world-and-life-negation, the lonely
voice of Valluvar affirmed life and the world, at the same time
assimilating all the valuable ethical results of the thought of worldnegation. It is the assertion of Schweitzer that this voice of
Thiruvalluvar gradually penetrated into Hindu thought through
the great religious teachers who had sprung from the lower castes
and lived among and felt with the people.
We shall next proceed to examine the language of the Tamils
and find out if it gives us any clue to the distinctiveness of the
Tamil way of living. It must not be forgotten that a language
reflects the character and ability of the people who have forged
it. As Milton said, “Show me a language of the people. Without
knowing them I can say what they are.” Rev. Percival, who was a
great student of Tamil, said of Tamil, “Perhaps, no language
combines greater force with equal brevity; and it may be asserted
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that no human speech is more close and philosophic in its
expression as an exponent of the mind. The sequence of things of thought, action and its results— is always maintained
inviolate.” Dr. Schmid declares, “The mode of collating its words
follows the logical or intellectual order more so than even the
Latin or Greek.” Dr. Winslow, in his Tamil-English-Dictionary,
says, “ It is not perhaps extravagant to say that in its poetic form
Tamil is more polished and exact than the Greek and, in both
dialects, with its borrowed treasures, more copious than Latin.
In its fullness and power, it more resembles English and German
than any other living language.” Rev. Percival, in The Land of the
Veda, argues that the Tamil language teems with words expressive
of different degrees of affinity, and that where, in a European
language, a long periphrasis would be required, Tamil presents
the thing in its, own single term and this fecundity extends to
all the ramifications of the family tree. He adds, “If I speak of a
sister, I may either take a word that gives the relationship
subsisting between us or I may select one that will indicate our
relative ages. Measures and divisions of time are equally minute
and expressive. The language, thus specific, gives to the mind a
readiness and clearness of conception, whilst its terseness and
philosophic idiom afford equal means of lucid utterance.” Dr. G.
Slater makes a legitimate attempt to infer from the Tamil language
the character of those who have evolved it, and concludes, “The
Tamil language is extraordinary in its subtlety and sense of logic.
The perfection with which it has been developed into an organ
for precise and subtle thought, combined with the fact that it
represents a much earlier stage in the evolution of inflectional
language than any Indo-Germanic tongue, suggests the priority
of the Dravidians in attaining settled order and regular
government.”
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The western theory of jurisprudence is that the king can do
no wrong because he is above the law. But Tamil jurists have
rejected this theory and have always held that the king is as much
subject to the law as his citizens. That this theory was translated
into practice can be seen from an amazing account given by
Marco Polo in his Travels. He says that in the Pandya kingdom
the creditors could attach the person of debtors by drawing a circle
around them, which they should not leave until after the
satisfaction of the debt. If the debtor attempted to escape, he
rendered himself liable to punishment. Marco Polo claims to have
been an eye-witness of a remarkable example of this custom. He
says, “The king owed a sum of money to a certain foreign
merchant and, although frequently asked for payment, put him
off for a long time with promises. One day, when the king was
riding on horse-back, the merchant took the opportunity of
describing a circle around him and his horse. As soon as the king
saw what had been done, he immediately halted and would ride
no further until the demand of the merchant was fully satisfied.
The bystanders beheld what happened and marvelled at the king,
saying that he was most just, for he himself submitted to the laws
of justice.” The name of the king has been given by Marco Polo
as “Sunder- Bundy,” presumably, Sundara Pandyan.
One vitiating infirmity of the Tamilian is that despite his early
contacts with the Greeks and the Romans, he never learnt to
record his own history. As Alberuni, a scholar who visited India
in the 11th century A.D., observed, “The Indians of the past,
despite their high intellectual attainments, lacked the historical
spirit.” It is possible that the records of history preserved onpalmyra leaves have been lost. The first Tamilian to keep a diary
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was Anandarangam Pillai who lived at Pondicherry in the 17th
century and who must have learnt from the French the art of
keeping a diary. The only evidence of historical events kept by
the Tamils is in the shape of stone- inscriptions mostly on templewalls. But even these inscriptions do not possess the objectivity
required of the Muse of History.
The capacity of the Tamils to assimilate the best in other
cultures and adapt it to the peculiar genius of the Tamil people
is remarkable. Some of the brightest periods of Tamil history were
brought about by an apparent clash of cultures and the
consequent synthesis thereof. The Kural and the way of living
preached by it were the product of the interaction between old
Tamil culture and the culture of the Buddhists and Jains. Perhaps,
the golden age of the Tamils, which extended from about the 5th
century A.D, to the 13th century A.D., was the result of the
influx of Sanskrit culture. It was during this period that the Alwars
and the Nayanmars were in full swing; Kamban sang the
Ramayanam and celebrated it with an orchestral fullness that had
never before been attained and that has never since been rivalled,
in poetry, which can rank with the greatest that has been achieved
in world literature; and the Chola and Pallava architecture and
sculpture acquired a new dimension of depth. It was during this
period again that Sankara and Ramanuja, who have been aptly
called the Sanksritising Dravidians, preached their great gospels
throughout the length and breadth of India. The Tamils began
to use Sanskrit as their lingua franca and propagated the principles
of their integrated culture, philosophy and religion not only
throughout India, but also in Java, Malaya, Indo-China, China
and the Philippines. As Dr. S. K. Chatterjee says, the Tamils
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modified the Sanskrit language according to their own speechhabit and then by sheer weight of numbers, swamped the native
speakers of Aryan and forced them, through the influence of new
environments, to accept these modifications and innovations.
Even the syntactical structure of the Sanskrit language was
changed and a number of Tamil words were absorbed and
assimilated by Sanskrit in the same way as a number of Sanskrit
words were absorbed and assimilated by Tamil. Agamas, which
were Tamilian in origin, were written in Sanskrit even as Nigamas
which were Aryan in origin were translated into Tamil. A great
intercourse of culture took place during this period and the result
was a most magnificent efflorescence in the Tamilian way of
living. As Dr, Chatterjee remarks, “What struck me long ago was,
that inspite of its many obvious and outstanding poems of
originality, which furnish some of its most pleasing feature, there
cannot be any doubt that Tamil literature cannot be dissociated
from Sanskrit and other Indian literature, but belongs very much
to the orbit of Pan-Indian Hindu literature , taking `Hindu’ in
its most comprehensive sense. This is much truer of the
compositions of the Saiva Saints, the Nayanmars and the
Vaishnava devotees ‘Alwars’ who are the glory of Tamizhagam and
of India, compositions, which, by their profundity and beauty
and their divine and human quality, have enriched the spiritual
life and aspirations, not only of Hindus but also the whole
humanity. Some of the deepest things in Hindus religious culture
like the practice of Yoga certainly go back to the pre-Aryan
period…….. Tamilians have unquestionably made the basic
things of Indian culture more profound and more extensive in
many departments.”
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As Dr. Pope observes in his Preface to the Tamil-EnglishDictionary. “I have felt sometimes as if there must be a blessing
in store for a people that delight so utterly in compositions thus
remarkably expressive of a hunger and thirst after righteousness.”Sir John Elliot, writing in his Hinduism and Buddhism (Volume
II. page 271) regarding the literature of the Saiva Siddhanta,
affirms, ”In no literature with which I am acquainted, has an
individual religious life-its struggles and dejections, its hopes and
fears, its confidence and its triumph- received a delineation more
frank and more profound .” It was during this period that the
Tiruvachakam of Manickavasakar was sung, and the sacred verses
of Tiruppavai , and Thiruvembavai exported from Tamilnad to
Thailand, where, according to Father Thani Nayagam, they are
sung even to this day during the coronation of kings. It may also
be noted that during this period Kotravai, the Goddess of the
Tamils merged with the Aryan Goddess Durgai, and Siva of
Tamils became identified with Rudra. This fusion became more
and more intimate and brought to the Tamils, a richness and
fullness in their way of living, which is comparable only to the
contribution made by the British during their imperial rule over
India.
During the golden age, the temple became the centre of all
activity in Tamilnad; education, dancing, drama, poetry, sculpture,
architecture, philosophy and religion were imparted within its
precincts. The heavy veil that usually separates human life from
the life of the spirit was lifted and God came to be worshipped
as Lover, Beloved, Master, Servant, Friend, Father and Mother;
He ceased to be a distant and hazy cloud in the sky and became
a plentiful river flowing intimately through the garden of the
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spirit, enriching every department of life in Tamilnad. Somerset
Maugham, the celebrated novelist, was shocked, as he went round
the corridors of the Madurai Meenakshi temple, that people
should be bawling out and talking irreverently in the house of
God, but he confesses that by the time he completed the round,
through the “ irreligious” din and bustle of the temple, a spirit
of religious ecstasy stole over him. Evidently, the gay abandon of
the devotees, the fragrance of flower and sandal-paste, the brass
lamps, the incense and the music, the resounding peals of the
temple gong, the slow dance of camphor lights, the uninhibited
frenzy of the worshippers and the mystic potency of the idols
must have induced in Somerset Maugham a state of heightened
awareness. His experience emphasizes what is perhaps most
outstanding in Tamil culture, namely, that the Tamils in their
intimacy with God occasionally forgot to revere him.
John Spiers, the English Editor of Values, wisely says of the
religion of the Tamils, “It is linked with the natural pantheism
or hylozoism which recognizes deity in stone, river, tree and
animal, as well as in men. The messages of its graven images are
profounder and more effective to the naturally contemplative
Coolie-pariah masses than the mere repetition of fixed creeds.
Frenzy is still possible and can be indulged in unashamedly (as
for instance by the Kavadi dancer). The individual man or woman
worshipping can enjoy the numinous or divine shivering to find
peace of mind.” He significantly adds, “ Indeed a pinch of even
a good dose of this genuine ecstasy infused into the hard sincoated core of modem Christianity would go a long way in
making many people healthy, and sane, particularly if they could
throw off the heavy weight of guilt, shame and sin. The Siva
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religion is one of joy. The very name of the Deity means –
‘Auspicious One’......A religion of happiness and joyous abandon
encourages the arts of peace and culture.”
Therottam or the dragging of the temple car round the main
streets of a town is an institution which still keeps the religious
spirit alive among the Tamils. The bedecked Deity is reverently
installed in a massive, stately chariot which is dragged by coir
ropes, which are about a furlong in length and six inches in
diameter. Thousands of devotees put their hands to the ropes and
pull the chariot with concentrated devotion, joyously proclaiming
the name of the Diety and the car moves inch by inch over
twenty or thirty days before reaching the destination. The thrilling
roar of “Arohara” raised by thousands upon thousands of devotees
to the accompaniment of Nadaswaram music and the blowing of
conches and horns, and the sight of the majestic car rumbling
slowly along the street furnish an occasion for active community
worship, in which the cumulative unconsciousness of the masses
breaks down the barriers of the ego and gives them a glimpse,
albeit momentary, of the Ultimately Real.
Between the 13th century and the 19th century, however,
there was a decadence of Tamil culture and a deterioration in
public morals. Poetasters and arid grammarians and uncreative
moralists held sway during this period of political chaos, economic
instability and religious sterility and, the living faith of the dead
became the dead faith of the living.
With the advent of the British, however, a spirit of
rationalistic and scientific inquiry influenced the Tamilians as it
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influenced every other part of India But,during this period, the
Tamil intellectuals lost their moorings and became denatured.
It is only after the advent of freedom that the Tamil- speaking
people have begun to rediscover their soul and adapt the blessings
of western education to the genius of the soil. They seem ready
to absorb the new influences and to contribute their own, as
during the golden age, to the composite culture of Bharat.

*

*
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3
TIRUVALLUVAR
(Courtesy: ‘Sahithya Akademi’, New Delhi, who published this as a
monograph under `Makers of Indian Literature’ series)

I. INTR
ODUCTION
INTRODUCTION
Though Tiruvalluvar lived about 2000 years ago, it does not
seem he is dead. He is a contemporaneous presence in the Tamil
country, influencing men’s thoughts and urging them to bring
their conduct into greater and greater conformity with the high
ideals he set before them.
None would disagree that he has shaped Tamil literature as
no other Tamil has done. He has dominated the intellectual and
literary landscape of Tamil Nadu, and never since his time has
any man risen to the moral and spiritual height that came to him.
There was no one like him before or since. Except, perhaps,
Kambar.
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He came to think, surely, of mankind as including persons
who spoke other languages than Tamil. He taught in the same
language as Plato or Aristotle, Confucius or Rousseau did in
respect of ideas, in respect of conceptions of right and justice.
What did he think of mankind? And what does it matter what
he thought of mankind? It matters because therein resides the
quintessence for prosperity and peace in the social order, a quest,
which still eludes us. If he was right, the rest of us were wrong.
Tiruvalluvar’s mind is so extraordinary that we would feel
grateful and thrilled to see human life through his eyes. He
contemplates the grand spectacle of the phenomenon of Man in
its earthly and cosmic contexts and sees it in all its totality in the
clear day-light of unclouded faith. He locates whatever makes for
disharmony in personal relationships and maps out a detailed
code of conduct, which would bring about harmony within the
individual and harmony without. He focusses on the emotional
reverberations caused by human conduct on every aspect of
human relationship, between, say, son and father, husband and
wife, citizen and State, and Soul and God.
As one visualises the architectonics of the Tirukkural with
its 133 Chapters and 1330 Kurals, and as one grasps it whole,
one is reminded of Arnold’s description of a Poet;—
Leaned on his gate, he gazes, tears
are in his eyes, and in his ears
the murmur of a thousand years,
before him he sees life unroll,
a placid and continuous whole.
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Not only does Valluvar see life unroll as a continuous whole,
but also does he see with the eyes of a Seer what impedes the
further evolution of Man and how the impediments can be
removed. He has eyes that miss nothing, eyes that can twinkle
with humour and wit, sarcasm and mischief, eyes which glow with
righteous indignation and sparkle with certain and lofty wisdom,
eyes which can make men fidget and women blush, eyes which
grow misty with tears for the poor and sting the wicked.
Apart from his effort to embrace the human condition in its
totality, he communicates his luminous insights in the pure
perfection of poetry. He achieves supreme emotional effects,
sometimes through drama and sometimes through lyric. He is a
cunning technician, who, by prodigious self-restraint and artistic
vigilance, super-charges his words with meaning and achieves an
incredible terseness and an irreducible density. His commentators
have, therefore, to squeeze every word and persuade it to yield
its last drop of meaning. The success of each commentator has
depended also upon the expertise, which he has brought to bear
upon the original.
Dr. Albert Schweitzer in his book on “Indian Thought and
its Development,” appraises the Tirukkural and observes, “There
hardly exists in the literature of the world a collection of maxims,
in which we find such lofty wisdom”. M. Ariel, the great French
Savant, in a letter to Burnouf, published in the Journal Asiatique
(November—December 1848) speaks of Tiruvalluvar’s great work
as “a masterpiece of Tamil literature, one of the highest and purest
expressions of human thought”. Again, he says :—”That which
above all is wonderful in the Kural is the fact that its author
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addresses himself, without regard to castes, peoples or beliefs, to
the whole community of mankind; the fact that he formulates
sovereign morality and absolute reason; that he proclaims in their
very essence, in their eternal abstractedness, virtue and truth; that
he presents, as it were, in one group, the highest laws of domestic
and social life; that he is equally perfect in thought, in language
and in poetry, in the austere metaphysical contemplation of the
great mysteries of the Divine Nature as in the easy and graceful
analysis of the tenderest emotions of the heart”.
The Italian Jesuit missionary, Fr. Beschi (De. 1742) translated
most of the Kurals into Latin, and in his commentary, he
compared the Kurals of Tiruvalluvar with the maxims of Seneca.
The celebrated Englishman, Dr. G. U. Pope translated the Kural
into English and published the same in 1886. In his introduction
to the English translation, Dr. Pope has compared the Tirukkural
to Propertius and to Martial and the Latin elegiac verse. In his
commentary on the Kural Dr. Pope has quoted analogous passages
from authors like Horace, Aeschyles, Dante, Shakespeare,
Browning, Wordsworth, Manu, Burgin and Catullus and adds
that what Archbishop Trench said of Saint Augustin is equally
true of Tiruvalluvar :—”He abounds in short and memorable,
and if I might so call them, epigrammatic sayings, concentrating
with a forceful brevity, the whole truth, which he desires to
impart, into some single phrase, forging it into a polished shaft
at once pointed to pierce, and barbed that it shall not lightly drop
from, the mind and memory”.
Poetess Avvayar, who is reputed to have been the sister of
Tiruvalluvar and who must consequently have watched Valluvar
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in his songsmithy, says in a Tamil song ;—”Valluvar bores an
atom, pours the seven seas into its cavity, and cutting the atom,
offers its cross-section to us in the shape of the Kural”.*
Rightly has Dr. G. U. Pope hailed Tiruvalluvar as the “Bard
of Universal Man” and here are the songs in which Dr. Pope
celebrates the universality of Tiruvalluvar ;—
Sage Valluvar, Priest of thy lowly clan,
no tongue repeats, no speech reveals thy name;
yet, all things changing, dieth not thy fame,
for thou art bard of Universal man.
And still thy ‘book’ above the waters wan,
virtue, true wealth and joy, and being’s aim
in sweetest mystic couplets doth proclaim
where winds sea-wafted palmy forests fan.
Haply undreamed of ‘vision’ glad thine eyes
in realms beyond thy fabled ‘seven fold’ birth
And clouds of darkness from thy spirit roll;
While lands far-off have heard with strange surprise
faint echoes of thy song, through all the earth
men hail thee brother, seer of spotless soul.

Note: English translations of all the Kurals and other Tamil
poems cited in this monograph have been rendered by the Author
of this monograph.
ALL
UV
AR
CHINGS OF TIR
UV
II. THE TIMES AND TEA
ALLUV
UVAR
TEACHINGS
TIRUV
UVALL
What kind of Tamil Nadu is it that gave Tiruvalluvar his
catholicity and universality of outlook, his wisdom, inspiration
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and language? There is reason to believe that he lived between
the third and the first century B.C. During this period, the
dynasties of the Chera, Chola and Pandya Kings, ruling over
different parts of Tamil Nadu, had wide international contacts
with countries ranging from Egypt, Greece and Rome in the west,
Burma, Malaysia and China in the east, Ceylon in the south and
the Himalayan kingdoms in the north. A representative of the
Pandya King attended the coronation of Emperor Augustus in
Rome, as mentioned by Strabo, a Greek who wrote his Geography
in the first century A.D. R.B. Dixon, the celebrated archaeologist
and historian, asserts that Tamils had extensive trade with Malaya,
North Borneo and Northern Philippines even in the first
millennium B.C. and that trade led to colonisation and conquest
of those countries by the Tamils. According to Paul Pelliot, there
is evidence in Chinese literature of diplomatic relations between
the South Indian Coasts and the Chinese empire as early as the
2nd century B.C. A Chinese writer, Pan Kou, who lived at the
end of the 1st century, mentions the fact that in the time of the
Hua Emperor, the Chola King sent embassies to China (vide K.
M. Panikkar, ‘India and China’— Pages 17 & 19). Greeks were
employed as palace guards at Madurai, the capital of the Pandya
Kingdom. The pearls that were available on the coastal areas of
the Pandya Kingdom were world famous and attracted western
merchants, who used to barter western wine for Indian pearls,
rice and peacocks. Karikal Chola, a Chola King, invaded Ceylon
and brought Gajabahu, the Ceylonese prince, as a prisoner along
with 12,000 Sinhalese and engaged the prisoners in the
construction of a Dam across the Cauveri river. A spirit of
maritime adventure and curiosity characterised the Tamils.
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Internally, the life of the Tamils was incarnadined with
intermittent war among the Cheras, Cholas and Pandyas.
Whilst Saivaism and Vaishnavaism were the indigenous
religions, they became exposed in the 3rd century, B.C. to three
new religions, which invaded Tamil Nadu, and those were
Jainism, Buddhism and Vedic Brahmanism. Along with their
religious tenets, these religions brought new linguistic influences
to bear upon the Tamils. Prakrit, Pali and Sanskrit were the
languages in and through which the new religions conducted
propaganda in Tamil Nadu. Tamil Nadu was dotted with
Pattimanrams or great debating assemblies in which sensational,
metaphysical and religious debates took place. Greek, Roman and
Egyptian thought had also intermingled with the thoughts of the
Tamils in those great debating assemblies. The champions of
different religions vied with one another in obtaining political
influence and patronage and were trying by their intellectual and
spiritual promises to woo the Tamil kings and win them over to
their own denominational religions. The protaganists of each
religion claimed to have supernatural powers to cure diseases, wipe
out sins and secure bliss for its adherents in this world and the
next. The performance of severe austerities, self-immolation and
a denial of the reality of this world, marked the teachings of the
invading religions. Vedic Brahmanism, in addition to its life
negation, preached the caste system and advocated different
Dharmas for the different castes. Even in its method of
punishment for crimes, it was highly discriminatory, prescribing
for the crime of murder the punishment of death for the Sudras
and that of banishment for the twice-born. While the invading
religions regarded existence as something sorrowful and advocated
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renunciation of the world and its activities on the basis that the
world itself is an illusion and existence itself something sorrowful,
the Tamils had built up an independent value system of their own
long before the 3rd century B.C. It was strongly egalitarian in
character, ethical in temperament and emphasized what Albert
Schweitzer would call “World and Life Affirmation”, which urges
men to serve their fellowmen, Society, the nation, mankind and
indeed all that lives with the utmost love, whereas ‘world and life
negation’ takes no interest in the world and regards man’s journey
through the earth, “either merely as a stage play in which it is
his duty to participate or only as a puzzling pilgrimage through
the land of Time to his Home in Eternity”. The indigenous system
of values was under attack and was in danger of mutilation or
even extinction. The intermittent peace in Tamil Nadu was thus
riven by great disputations about it and about.
Internally and externally, it was an age of great ferment in
Tamil Nadu; the dominant Tamilian of the age was a charge of
energy exposed to conflicting views and ideologies; he was
boundless in ambition, longing to develop his capacities, given
to violence of action and speech.
As it was a period of disputations, religious, and
philosophical, orators developed in the Tamil Country and
resorted to all the tricks of successful eloquence. They excelled
in passionately presenting one side of a question, sometimes
suppressing the truth and suggesting the falsehood. Rhetoricians
stalked the country and stirred the air of Tamil Nadu with
ingenious fallacies and pernicious shibboleths. Pali and Sanskrit
which were struggling for supremacy over Tamil, the language of
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the people. In fact, Pali appears to have succeeded in becoming
the administrative language of the Pandya Kingdom. The
protagonists of Tamil, it is reasonable to presume, agitated for
the restoration of Tamil as the administrative language of the
Pandya Kingdom. Vices, cruelties and violence must have been
the by-products of this conflicting age.
The voyages of conquest and discovery expanded the horizon
of the Tamilian mind. All the influences of those exciting times
operated upon the Tamils.
Excessive theological debates led men from superstition to
reason, from the denominational religions to the quintessence of
spirituality. The III Tamil Sangam was a literary Academy, which
had forty nine members, and sat at Madurai, the capital of the
Pandya Kingdom, and like the Academic Francaise, with its forty
eight members, stood sentinel over the Tamil language, guided
its growth and reflected through its productions, the cream of
Tamilian thought. This Academy enjoyed such prestige
throughout the Tamil world that no new literary production
would pass muster unless it received the imprimatur of its
approval.
There was a large body of Sangam poetry, which preceded
Tiruvalluvar’s Kural Tholkappiam, a well-known Tamil Grammar,
had been produced in the 2nd century B.C. and there was
Agathiyam, a grammar which had been compiled even earlier.
These are the germs and antigens that made Tamil Nadu big with
Tiruvalluvar. What Tiruvalluvar did was to preserve, codify and
enlarge the value system of the Tamils after assimilating into it
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the best in the thoughts of Buddhism, Jainism and Vedic
Brahmanism. Valluvar, who lived amidst the conflicts of dogma,
achieved his intellectual enfranchisement by rising above the
trivialities of controversy of his times and seeing the principles
that unified and synthesized all religions. He had the wisdom to
see the part in the light of the whole and the insight and the
faculty of grasping at once the essential out of the non-essential,
the eternal out of the temporal and the whole out of the part.
He attacked the most powerful customs of the age with a force
unparalleled in poetry. He had the courage to declare:By birth all men are equal;
it is by the differences in their action
that their worth is rendered unequal. (972)
HøŠªð£‚°‹ â™ô£ àJ˜‚°‹ CøŠªð£šõ£
ªêŒªî£N™ «õŸÁ¬ñ ò£¡. (972)

He was charged indeed with a colossal energy of affirmation.
In support of his affirmation of life, he argued that the world is
real, because such eternal verities as compassion formed an
integral part of earthly existence.
The sun of warm humanism and intense love and compassion
shines over the entire work of Tiruvalluvar. Says Tiruvalluvar :—
The loveless ones belong all to themselves;
the loving ones belong to others—their bones and all.
(72)
Ü¡Hô£˜ â™ô£‰ îñ‚°Kò˜ Ü¡¹¬ìò£˜
â¡¹‹ àKò˜ Hø˜‚°. (72)
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This is a remarkable exposition of love in its self-sacrificing
and redemptive character. Valluvar proceeds to ask:—
Of what avail are the outer organs
to those
who don’t have love, the inner organ of the body. (79)
¹øˆ¶ÁŠ ªð™ô£‹ âõ¡ªêŒ»‹ ò£‚¬è
Üèˆ¶ÁŠ¹ Ü¡H ôõ˜‚°. (79)

The dominating theme of Valluvar throughout his work is
that love is the highest manifestation of the human spirit and that
living in accordance with love is the highest virtue accessible to
man. In fact, he lays stress on this truth in the following Kural:—
Existence has its root
in the very nature of love,
and those who have no love
are but skeletons covered over with skin. (80)
Ü¡H¡ õNò¶ àJ˜G¬ô ÜçFô£˜‚°
â¡¹«î£™ «ð£˜ˆî àì‹¹. (80)

It is Valluvar’s view that an act of love must be spontaneous
and shall not be in expectation of a compensating reward in the
future life. According to him, an act of love is to be valued for
the present joy it gives. He says:—
To beg is evil
even if it were declared a virtue,
but to give is good, even if by giving,
future heavenly bliss is denied. (222)
ï™ô£Á âQÂ‹ ªè£÷™b¶ «ñ½ôè‹
Þ™ªôQÂ‹ ßî«ô ï¡Á. (222)
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The spontaneity of love is further explained by him in the
following Kural:In what way can the Earth recompense the clouds,
which, without any thought of return,
shower benevolence upon the Earth! (211)
¬è‹ñ£Á «õ‡ì£ èìŠð£´ ñ£Kñ£†´
â¡ÝŸÁƒ ªè£™«ô£ àô°.(211)

It will be found that Valluvar evolved a commanding
synthesis of the best in every religion, selecting from each the
doctrines which he found most wholesome, and dovetailing it into
the Tamilian system of spiritual and ethical thinking. This
synthesis has been effected so adroitly that it has not come into
apparent conflict with the quintessence of any religion. The result
is that the adherents of every religion began to claim Tiruvalluvar
as a practitioner of their own religion.
Of all the competing claims made by the different claimants,
that made by the Christian scholars seems the quaintest. The
wrong notion that compassion, love and active service to fellowmen were not preached by any pre-Christian thinker seems to
be the basis of this claim. Stephen Neill, a distinguished English
theologian, gives the quietus to the Christian claim in the
following words: “Dr. Pope’s enthusiasm for this Tamil author has
led him, however, into quaint speculations as to possible Christian
influences in this great work. ‘We are quite warranted in
imagining Tiruvalluvar, the thoughtful poet. . . . whose one
thought was to gather knowledge from every source.... We may
fairly, I say, picture him passing along the sea-shore with the
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Christian teachers and imbibing Christian ideas, tinged with the
peculiarities of the Alexandrian School, and working them into
his own wonderful Kural’ (G. U. Pope: The Sacred Kural, 1886,
III). I am afraid that we are warranted by nothing other than a
powerful and pious imagination, spreading its wings beyond the
limits of what sober scholarship will underwrite. The literary critic
uses the word “impossible” with caution—so many unlikely
things have proved to be true. But I must confess that I regard
any Christian influence in the Kural as so unlikely as to border on
the impossible” [vide Bhakti; Hindu and Christian (1974)—
Stephen Neill—Pages 43 and 44]. Another reason which
reinforces this conclusion is that Tiruvalluvar lived in preChristian times. In certain respects, he not only anticipated Jesus
Christ but also went beyond his teachings, as will be shown later.
The Age of Valluv
ar
alluvar
It is difficult to fix with any degree of precision the age of
Valluvar. In the world of Tamil scholarship, the age of Tiruvalluvar
has been a theme for wildly differing speculations. But there is
some literary and historical evidence in this behalf, which is not
conclusive but only indicative. Silappathikaram and Manimekalai
are two wellknown epics of the Sangam age. Ilango Adigal, the
author of Silappathikaram and Sathanar, the author of
Manimekalai, were contemporaries, and there is internal evidence
in these two epics to attest to that fact. According to Sathanar,
the Chera King Senguttuvan built a temple for Kannagi, the
heroine of Silappathikaram. In the 3rd Canto of Silappathikaram
it is reported that Gajabahu, the King of Lanka, personally
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attended the worship at the Kannagi temple along with the Chera
King Senguttuvan. The question arises, when did Gajabahu live?
The History of Ceylon (Volume I, Part I, pages 183—185) shows
that there had been two kings by the same name Gajabahu; one
ruled Ceylon from 114 to 136 A.D., whereas the other ruled
Ceylon in the 12th Century A.D. Most Tamil scholars agree that
Manimekalai and Silappathikaram were written in the 2nd
Century A.D. and the Gajabahu, who worshipped at the temple
of Kannagi, is the Gajabahu of the 2nd Century A.D.. In
Manimekalai, Tirukkural has been quoted with adoration and the
author of Tirukkural is referred to as ‘Poyyil Pulavan’. (the poet
who is free from untruth). In Silappathikaram also, several
Tirukkurals have been quoted with reverence. Some Sangam
works, which demonstrably belong to the 2nd Century A.D. refer
to Tiruvalluvar as the ‘Divine Poet’. These evidences show that
Tiruvalluvar must have lived sometime before the 2nd Century
A.D. In those days, dissemination of information was necessarily
tardy. It may not be wrong, therefore, to assume that it would
have taken one or two centuries for the reputation of Tiruvalluvar
to be established so firmly that Sathanar of the 2nd Century
should have called him ‘The Divine Poet’. According to Dr. M.
Rajamanickanar, Tiruvalluvar must have lived at some time
between the 3rd Century B.C. and the 1st Century B.C. (vide
his History of Tamil Language and Literature, page 123). His
cautious and wide-ranging estimate may be accepted.
III. TRANSL
ATIONS & CIT
ATIONS
TRANSLA
CITA
Tirukkural, the work of Tiruvalluvar, is the most translated,
the most cited, and the most citable of Tamil literary works.
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An arrestingly astute couplet of the poet was explained in
English to Dr. Graul, a great German Scholar; and he was so
much taken up with it that he learnt the Tamil language in order
to enjoy the Kural in the original and then proceeded to translate
it into German in 1854 and into Latin in 1856. Here is my rather
inadequate English translation of the Kural (No. 1091) that
startled the German Scholar:—
Two are the looks
the in-drinking eyes of this maid have—
the one that makes you ill
and the other that cures you.
Þ¼«ï£‚° ÞõÀ‡è‡ àœ÷¶ å¼«ï£‚°
«ï£Œ«ï£‚ªè£¡ ø‰«ï£Œ ñ¼‰¶. (1091)

After translating a good portion of the Tirukkural, Dr. Graul
declared, “No translation can convey any idea of its charming
effect. It is truly an apple of gold in a net-work of silver.”
In about 1730 A.D., Books 1 and 2 of the Kural were
translated into Latin by Fr. Beschi, one of the greatest of European
Tamil scholars. Fr. Beschi came to Tamil Nadu as a proselytizing
missionary and he had the unshakeable conviction that all Pagans
were destined to go to Hell. After translating the Kural and
steeping himself in the lofty and ennobling sentiments of
Tiruvalluvar, Fr. Beschi felt constrained to concede that the
tongue of Tiruvalluvar, that sang these aphorisms, could not have
gone to Hell, even though, being a Pagan, he must have gone
there!
M. Ariel, a great French Savant, translated in 1848 some
fragments of the Kural into French and he referred to an earlier
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French translation of the Kural made by some unknown author
in 1730 A.D. and kept in the Bibliotheque Nationale of France.
The translation of the Kural into the European languages
seems to have gone a long way to dispel from the minds of
European thinkers, especially European missionaries, their
misgivings about the character and culture of the Indian people.
Rev. Dr. J. Lazarus, a missionary himself, proclaimed, “The Kural
cannot be improved nor its plan made more perfect. It is a perfect
mosaic in itself. A slight change in the size, shape or colour of a
single stone would mar the beauty of the whole. It is refreshing
to think that a Nation, which has produced so great a man and
so unique a work, cannot be a hopeless despicable race. The
morality he preached could not have grown except out of an
essentially moral soil”. Fr. J. Lazarus added by way of caution to
his fellow missionaries, “To those, therefore, who labour for the
consolidation of the Tamil people, the Kural must be a work of
peculiar and intense interest.”
There was a notion among the European Christian
missionaries that humility, charity and forgiveness of injuries are
virtues which have not been preached by the non-Christian
nations. Rev. Dr. G. U. Pope, who translated the Kural into
English in 1886, exploded this prejudice and observed, “Grant
says that humility, charity and forgiveness of injuries are not
described by Aristotle. Now these three are everywhere forcibly
inculcated by this Tamil moralist (Tiruvalluvar). The Kural owes
much of its popularity to its exquisite poetic form. The brevity
rendered necessary by the form gives effect to the utterances of
the great Tamil “Master of Sentences”. They are the choicest of
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moral epigrams. Their resemblance to gnomic poetry of Greece
is remarkable as to the subjects, their sentiments and the state of
Society when they were uttered. Something of the same kind is
found in Greek epigrams, in Martial and the Latin elegiac verse.
There is a beauty in the periodic character of the Tamil
construction in many of these verses that reminds the reader of
the happiest efforts of Propertius.”
Rev. Percival, a perceptive English critic, proclaimed:
“Nothing certainly in the whole compass of human language can
equal the force and terseness of the sententious distichs in which
the author conveys the lessons of wisdom he utters.”
It is, therefore, no surprise that Tirukkural is the most
translated of the Tamil works. It has been translated into Latin,
German, French, Dutch, Finnish, Polish, Russian, Chinese, Fiji,
Malay and Burmese and into such Indian languages as Sanskrit,
Urdu, Marathi, Bengali, Hindi, Telugu and Malayalam. There are
in fact as many as 82 translations of the Tirukkural in foreign
languages.
The thoughts of Valluvar have dominated the intellectual
scene of the Tamils for over two millennia. The Tamil people
regard the Tirukkural as the Tamil Veda. The Tiruvalluvar Malai
(The Garland of Tiruvalluvar) is a compilation of Panegyrics sung
partly by the contemporaries of Tiruvalluvar and partly by those
who came long after him. Kapilar, who might have been a
contemporary of Tiruvalluvar, sang as follows:
The droplet of water
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that is tinier than a grain of Tinai,
reflects the tall and stately palmyrah tree;
equally vast is the tiny Kural’s
range of reflection.

Pavanar, another poet said:
Vishnu came in the form of a Dwarf,
and growing taller and taller,
took two giant steps
and measured the whole of the Universe;
the omniscient Valluvar, with the two feet of his Kural,
has measured all the thoughts
that have ever crossed the mind of Man.

Tothamanar said:
The Brahmins stand by the four Vedas,
but they would not reduce the same to writing
lest the evocatory power of the Vedas should be
destroyed;
but Valluvar reduced his scripture to writing
and its potency will not be impaired, whether it is
recited
by the mighty or the weak.

Mankudi Maruthanar in his poem says:
The Kural is a scripture,
which is easy to recite,
but difficult to comprehend;
the more it is reflected upon by men without evil,
the more it would melt their hearts and minds.

Vannakkam Sathanar said:
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If we examine Sanskrit and Tamil,
it would be difficult to judge
which is greater than which;
for Sanskrit possesses the Veda and
Tamil possesses the Tirukkural of Valluvar.

Avvaiyar said:
May that Lamp of Spiritual Truth, (the Divine Poet,
Tiruvalluvar)
burn bright for ever, as he does today,
and dispel the darkness from the human heart.

Theni Kudi Kiranar has, in a rare song, expatiated upon the
effect of Tiruvalluvar’s thoughts on his contemporaries. Evidently
Tiruvalluvar lived in times when there was great conflict of ideas
and a good deal of dialectical warfare, and in the resulting
confusion, people had mistaken the false for the true. Tiruvalluvar
tore the mask of Truth from the face of Untruth and exposed its
falsity convincingly to his contemporaries. He also re-enthroned
Truth, which had been over-powered by falsehood, and was lying
in the dust, unrecognised. It is this transformation that Theni
Kudi Kiranar refers to in a song, which may be translated as
follows:
The Divine Tiruvalluvar by uttering the Tirukkural
worked a transformation in the minds of living men,
and it was this:-that which was false and belonged
to the realm of falsehood
was demonstrated by him to be false,
and that which was not false, but was true and
belonged to the realm of truth,
was proved by him to be luminously true.

In the poetry of the third Sangam, which lasted for 300 years
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till the end of the 1st century A.D. Tirukkural has been quoted
with great reverence and approval. Kambar, who was the greatest
Tamil poet and who lived in the 9th century A.D., assimilated
the ideas of the Kural and wove them into the fabric of his poetry
after giving them an original twist of his own. Most of the major
Tamil poets including those of the 20th century have in several
ways celebrated in song their indebtedness to Tiruvalluvar. Kural
has so deeply penetrated the thinking of the Tamils that even
unlettered Tamils may be heard quoting the Kural. When Dr. C.
N. Annadurai, the former Chief Minister of Tamil Nadu, directed
selected Kurals to be inscribed on the panels of nationalised buses,
a Member of the Tamil Nadu State Legislature asked him
cynically, for whose edification are these Kurals inscribed on the
buses? Is it for the benefit of the bus crew or the bus passengers?
Dr. Annadurai retorted, ‘It is for the benefit of all those who have
eyes to see’. Dr. Xavier S. Thani Nayagam has drawn attention
to the earliest record of a non-Indian use of the Tirukkural, which
is to be found in Fernao de Queyroz’s Conquest of Ceylon in which
the Franciscan Missionary Fra Joam de Vila Conde, in a religious
debate at the Court of Bhuvanaika Bahu of Kotte, Ceylon (15211551) cited the Tirukkural in support of the doctrines which he
preached: “Read one of the books you have which you have
maliciously hidden, composed by Valuer, (evidently Valluvar) a
native of Melipur (Mylapore) and the contemporary of St.
Thomas. There you will find the union of the Trinity, the
Incarnation of the Son, the Redemption of Man, the cause of
his fall, the remedy for his faults and miseries and finally the
preservation of his state.” This quotation shows that the Kural
was so popular even in Ceylon as to attract the notice of the
Portuguese Missionary, Joam de Vila Conde.
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There is no contemporaneous record from which we could
reconstruct the personality of Tiruvalluvar. But there are good
many legends about him, which have been handed down from
generation to generation, and there is also some internal evidence
in his work, from which one may perhaps visualise what
Tiruvalluvar was like.
According to legend, Tiruvalluvar was a weaver by profession.
‘Valluvar’ is the title of a caste of men who were either soothsayers
or priests, and who used to mount upon the backs of elephants
and proclaim royal notifications by tom-tom. ‘Tiru’, which is the
prefix to Valluvar, connotes in Tamil anything that is holy.
Tiruvalluvar means the holy man belonging to the Valluva
community and the Tirukkural means the ‘Holy Couplet’.
Neither of these words is a proper noun, and a French author
noting this anomaly, remarked, ‘This is a book without a name
by an author without a name’.
It may however be taken as certain that Tiruvalluvar lived in
Mylapore (town of peacocks), which is a part of the present city
of Madras. Nowhere in Tamilnadu, except in Mylapore, is there
a temple dedicated to the memory of Tiruvalluvar. The poet’s
home, it may be fancied, was a place near this temple, around
which, according to Rev. G. U. Pope, “there still lingers a strange
oriental beauty, and which has probably not changed much since
the time when the passer-by might have heard the click of the
shuttle mingling with the low chaunt of his melodious words....
There is a sacred tank still with a belt of cocoanut palms and leafcovered houses, in any one of which the poet might have lived”.
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The sea-shore is close by and we can imagine Tiruvalluvar
walking hand in hand with Greek, Roman, Buddhist, Jain, Vedic,
Vaishnavaite and Saivaite philosophers along the sea-coast
discussing the eternal verities of life and the nuances of the art
of living. Savants and sages from far and near used to visit
Tiruvalluvar, sojourn with him, bathe with him in the sea close
by, discuss with him, sitting on the pial of his house, and eat with
him the simple and the wholesome food served by Vasuki,
Valluvar’s wife. He had a great genius for friendship and parting
with the enlightened men after their sojourn with him for some
days gave him great anguish. One day after seeing off his friends
and standing in the street corner till they had disappeared in the
dim distance, Valluvar came back with a heavy heart, sat on the
pial of his house and brooded over the departure of his friends.
Then he decided good-humouredly to befriend, not the cultured
and the enlightened, but only the fools and the idiots. In one of
his Kurals, he supports this decision with the following words:—
Supremely sweet is the friendship of fools;
for
when they depart you shed not a tear. (839)
ªðKFQ¶ «ð¬îò£˜ «è‡¬ñ HKM¡è‡
d¬ö î¼õ¶å¡Á Þ™. (839)

One Margasahayam was struck with the simplicity of
Valluvar’s living and the loftiness of his thought. He, therefore,
proposed that Valluvar might marry his daughter, Vasuki. While
willing to marry her, Tiruvalluvar wished to put Vasuki’s temper
to the test. He told Margasahayam, “If Vasuki will take this
quantity of sand and boil it into rice for my meal, I will take her
as my wife”. Vasuki unquestioningly took the basket of sand given
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to her and proceeded to boil it in the conviction that the holy
man’s wishes would materialise. A miracle was wrought on her
behalf, and as she brought the baked sand, it became the rice for
which Valluvar had asked. At once, Valluvar accepted her for his
wife and lived with her in joy and peace.
Their married life was the embodiment of all the house-hold
virtues to which the Kural refers in ennobling terms. According
to the Kural, the ideal householder leads on earth a dedicated
life, keenly conscious of his duties to the living and to the
departed; his wife, who is his partner in life and who is the author
of all his glory, lives a modest and frugal life, adores her husband
as her God and guards her chastity with unsleeping vigilance.
Apparently, the couple had a number of children, who were
treated as the treasures of the home. Their prattling voices were
music to their parents, more musical than the lute and the flute.
Tiruvalluvar loved children with great tenderness. He sang:
To touch the body of children
is pleasure to the body;
to listen to their babble
is pleasure to the ear. (65)
ñ‚èœªñŒ b‡ì™ àìŸA¡ð‹ ñŸÁÜõ˜
ªê£Ÿ«è†ì™ Þ¡ð‹ ªêM‚°. (65)

The cooked food that the children’s tiny fingers had played
with became transmuted into ambrosia for the parents, and the
one aim of the father of the family was to make the children
worthier than himself. Affection permeated the family.
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Valluvar’s house had an open door and he welcomed with
smiling face and with sweet speech every guest and shared with
him his meal. Courtesy in speech, gratitude for every little act of
kindness, justice in all his dealings, mastery of every one of his
impulses, quickness in the performance of every duty, purity,
patience, and a forbearing disposition, marked his daily life.
His heart was free from envy and he was moderate in his
desires. He spoke no evil of others. He refrained from unmeaning
words; he dreaded the touch of evil; he was liberal in benefactions.
This is a picture of an ideal householder which Valluvar portrays
and of which, according to legend, Valluvar was an exemplar.
Years after the marriage of Valluvar, a stranger came to his
cottage and asked the question, “Which is greater-domestic life
or a life of asceticism?” The sage made no verbal reply to the
question but he entertained the stranger as his guest for some days
and left him to see his domestic life for himself and find an answer
to his question.
One day while Vasuki was drawing water from the well,
Tiruvalluvar suddenly called her and the obedient wife came forth
leaving the bucket hanging midway in the well. The stranger was
surprised that the power behind the bucket could defy the laws
of gravity.
Another day as Vasuki brought to her husband his morning
meal of cold rice. Tiruvalluvar complained that it burnt his
fingers. Vasuki did not argue; she took her husband on trust and
began to fan the cold rice.
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Another day in the glare of the noon-day sun, Tiruvalluvar
let fall his shuttle and called for a light to search for it. The
obedient Vasuki promptly lit a lamp and brought it to him.
The stranger, who watched all these incidents, found a
decisive answer to his question: Where one could have a wife like
Vasuki, domestic life would be the best. Where the wife is the
reverse of what Vasuki was, the life of the ascetic should be
preferred.
Valluvar and Vasuki lived a peaceful wedded life for a long
time. As Vasuki was about to die, a question, which she dare not
put to her husband all those years, was troubling her, and Valluvar
lovingly coaxed her to formulate her question without hesitation.
She said “Ever since our marriage, I have been, at your bidding,
placing a cup of water and a needle by the side of the leaf, which
I have been spreading out for your meal. May I know, my Lord,
why it was.” The husband replied, “I wanted the cup of water
and a needle because, if you spilt a grain of rice while serving
me, I might pick it up with a needle and purify it in the water.
There was no occasion, however, for using the needle and the
water”. As soon as this doubt was cleared, Vasuki breathed her
last.
After her death and after cremating her mortal remains, the
Divine poet sang a soul-stirring song in lamentation over the
death of Vasuki and the song may be translated as follows:Oh, my beloved, who is sweeter than my daily food,
Oh, my darling, who has never once disobeyed me,
Oh, gentle one, who chafing my feet, would go to bed
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after me and would be the earlier to rise,
art thou gone!
how can slumber ever come to my unslumbering eyes?

We know a trifle or two about Valluvar’s personal taste. But
then we must not mistake our guess-work for biography. In Kural
No. 1191, Tiruvalluvar says:
The women, who love their husbands and
are loved by them it is they who have procured the seedless fruit of sexual
delight. (1191)
î£‹i›õ£˜ î‹iöŠ ªðŸøõ˜ ªðŸø£«ó
è£ñˆ¶‚ è£›Þ™ èQ. (1191)

When we masticate a fruit like the pomegranate, which is
full of seeds, the enjoyment of the pulp by the palate is often
annoyingly interrupted by the irrelevant seeds. But when we dig
our teeth into the plantain or the seedless grape, nothing
intercepts the sensuous pleasure of eating it. That Tiruvalluvar
must have compared the empathy between a well-tuned pair to
the eating of a seedless fruit would suggest that he had an
undoubted preference for seedless fruits.
He was full of benevolence and bonhomie. Addressing a
foulmouthed vituperator, he would tell him with a genial smile:
Why use foul words
when there is an abundance of sweet words to choose
from?
it is just like going out of the way
to pilfer unripe fruits
when sweet ripe fruits are within your reach. (100)
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ÞQò à÷õ£è Þ¡ù£î Ãø™
èQJ¼Šð‚ è£Œèõ˜‰ îŸÁ. (100)

After arresting his attention by this homely simile, Valluvar
would appeal to his selfish interest and say:
Sweet words produce sweet results.
Will any one, who has
observed these results, ever use harsh and repellent
words? (99)
Þ¡ªê£™ ÞQb¡ø™ è£‡ð£¡ âõ¡ªè£«ô£
õ¡ªê£™ õöƒ° õ¶. (99)

The gift of laughter seems to give Valluvar an elevation from
which he looks at the frailties and incongruities of human life
with universal understanding and forgiveness of Shakespeare.
Laughter ensures Valluvar against a sour pessimism. In fact, he
advises us to cultivate the divine gift of laughter and adds:—
To him, who knows not to laugh,
this infinite universe would,
in broad day light,
seem steeped in darkness. (999)
ïè™õ™ô˜ Ü™ô£˜‚° ñ£J¼ ë£ô‹
ðè½‹ð£Ÿ ð†ì¡Á Þ¼œ. (999)

His intense compassion for his fellowmen often brought tears
to his eyes and his anger with evil was something to behold. He
asks:— “ Do you know what is more pernicious than poverty?”
Then he pauses for a while and answers the question by saying,
“It is poverty that is more pernicious than poverty”.
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He had learnt the all too rarely learnt lesson of pointed
brevity in a few luminous words. He would go to the bottom of
his question, and then take his seat, like a forensic giant. He
understood the laws of social being so well that he could offer
the same to us like an ambrosial drink.
In the age-long controversy between environment and
heredity, he threw his weight in support of environment. He
believed a man owes the growth of his personality to the
environment in which he lives rather than to the genes he has
inherited. In his Chapter on the ‘Avoidance of Mean Company’,
he says:
Even as water takes on the nature of the soil through
which it
flows
men take on the wisdom of the environment in which
they live. (452)
GôˆFò™ ð£™c˜ FK‰îŸø£°‹ ñ£‰î˜‚°
ÞùˆFò™ð î£°‹ ÜP¾. (452)

In another Kural, he says :—
Wisdom, which appears to reside inside the mind of
man,
actually exists in his environment. (454)
ñùˆ ¶÷¶«ð£ô‚ è£†® å¼õŸ°
Þùˆ ¶÷î£°‹ ÜP¾. (454)

Valluvar was generous and considerate, usually cheerful, good
humoured and vivacious; he was capable of warm and steadfast

100

friendship; quick to forgive and forget. He had a flair for epigram,
for compressing reams of wisdom in a line.
Tiruvalluvar was a highly sensitive man and he said :
The world will regard him as the sanctuary of virtuous
sensitivity, who would shrink in shame as much for
other’s guilt as for his own. (1015)
Hø˜ðN»‹ î‹ðN»‹ ï£μõ£˜ ï£μ‚°
à¬øðF â¡Â‹ àô°. (1015)

A delicate sense of refinement marks him out. He wrote in
Kural No. 1012:
Food, clothing and the rest mark all men in common;
it is only a delicate sense of shame
which separates the few from the many.
áμ¬ì â„ê‹ àJ˜‚ªè™ô£‹ «õø™ô
ï£μ¬ì¬ñ ñ£‰î˜ CøŠ¹. (1012)

Valluvar was in love with every branch of knowledge. Ideas
were his food and drink. He gathered them, savoured them,
sampled them and poured them out into his diary and after
cogitating over them for years, coordinated them and systematized
them and then distilled them into poetry. Seldom have ideas or
sentiments been honoured with such painstaking art.
In one Kural he speaks of “Vazhuvam ennum serukku” or
the “the magnificent pride in being alive”. This reminds us of the
Frenchman’s “Joie de vivre” (Joy of living).
Legend asserts that Tiruvalluvar came in the prime of
manhood to Madurai, to get his Tirukkural approved by the
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Tamul Sangham (The Tamil Academy of Letters). The
Academicians were so strict and jealous that they would not easily
accord recognition to Valluvar. They pilloried him with questions
but Tiruvalluvar discomfited them by answering their questions
with effortless ease. Ultimately, they said, “Listen, oh,
Tiruvalluvar, we will put you to the final test. If the golden bench
floating in the tank inside the Meenakshi Temple will accept your
book, we will accept it; if it will not, we will reject it”. Thereupon
they spread themselves out on the floating bench and sat pressing
against one another without leaving the smallest space for the
Tirukkural. Undaunted, Tiruvalluvar approached the floating
bench with the Kural in hand. As soon as he came near, the
golden bench stretched itself so that Tiruvalluvar could sit on it
comfortably along with his book. Then the book commenced to
swell so enormously that it shoved one Academician after another
off the bench until the entire Academy was sunk in the tank. The
golden bench thus adjudged Tiruvalluvar as greater than all the
Academicians put together. Ever since Tiruvalluvar has been
known as the divine Poet. What a parable to conjure up and
conjure with!
To read the divine poet’s Kural as it should be read, it is
necessary to appreciate the many-sided genius of its author and
his place in the canonical succession of the high priests of thought.
One must therefore come back to the Kural in the fullness of
knowledge and the ripeness of age. The Tirukkural should be read,
not in one huge gargantuan gulp, but in small homoeopathic
doses, as one would taste a priceless elixir, in which case the reader
will realise that Valluvar’s writings call for increased participation
in the human adventure and are in themselves a reverential
celebration of the joy of life.
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V. INTERPRET
ATION OF THE KURAL
INTERPRETA
The Kural is so terse and profound that it would yield its
secret only to those who meditate upon it with reverence;
traditionally, there have been 10 Tamil commentators of the
Tirukkural. The best known among them is Parimelazhagar. Some
of the commentators have been reading into the Kural what they
desired to discover. There are certain Kurals, which even the
accumulated wisdom of the ancient commentators has been
unable to unravel. The late lamented Rasikamani T. K.
Chidambaranatha Mudaliar, who was the greatest aesthete
produced by Tamil Nadu in the 20th Century and who could
compare favourably with Saint Beauve of France, has been able
to throw new light upon many of the Kurals. Take, for instance,
the following Kural :—
Udavi Varaithanru Udavi; Udavi
seyappattar salbin varaithu.

I may translate this Kural as follows :—
The act of kindness is bounded,
not by its own boundaries,
but by those
of the culture of the recipient. (105)
àîM õ¬óˆî¡Á àîM àîM
ªêòŠð†ì£˜ ê£™H¡ õ¬óˆ¶. (105)

Perhaps, this translation of mine does not bring out the terse
and elliptical character of the original text. It was given to the
late Rasikamani to delve into this Kural and bring out the real
meaning of it. He used to illustrate the truth embedded in this
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Kural with an imaginative anecdote :—A rich man, who was a
contemporary of Valluvar, died and the rich man’s son celebrated
the first anniversary of his death by feasting a number of needy
and poor Brahmins. After the feast, the Brahmins came out of
the mansion one after another. Valluvar stationed himself at the
street corner and put a question to each of the outcoming guests,
“Did your host give you any money in addition to the feast”. The
first Brahmin said sourly, “He gave me five beggarly coins”. The
description of the golden coins as “beggarly” was noted down by
Valluvar in his diary_“5 golden coins are equal to five beggarly
ones”. Valluvar put the same question to the next Brahmin and
he said “Well, Sir, he gave me five golden coins”. Valluvar noted,
“In this man’s estimate, five gold coins are just equal to five gold
coins”. The third man answered, “I am a man in need. The five
coins given by that noble man are as precious to me as 500 gold
coins”. When Valluvar repeated the question to the fourth
Brahmin, his eyes glistened with gratitude and he danced with
joy and said, “If that gentleman had kept these coins safely locked
up in his box, they would not refuse to remain inside. What a
generous giver he is! My wife and I and our dozen children have
been starving for a week and these five gold coins will sustain us
for a month. I regard this as a gift of five million crowns”.
Tiruvalluvar noted down these answers and pondered for long
over the different values assigned by the different recipients to
the same number of coins. Then it flashed upon him that an act
of kindness has no intrinsic value of its own and that its value
depends upon an extrinsic factor, namely, the culture of the
recipient; the higher the culture of the taker, the higher the value
of the aid rendered by the giver. This is a truth of psychology,
which ranks among the great discoveries and insights of
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Tiruvalluvar. If after listening to this exposition of T. K.
Chidambaranatha Mudaliar, we re-read the Kural, it is ready to
yield its inner-most meaning:
The act of kindness is bounded,
not by its own boundaries,
but by those
of the culture of the recipient (105)
àîM õ¬óˆî¡Á àîM àîM
ªêòŠð†ì£˜ ê£™H¡ õ¬óˆ¶. (105)

Rasikamani used to say that for 1000 years after the Kural
was written, nobody in Tamil Nadu understood this Kural till
Kambar, the Emperor of Tamil Poesy came on the scene in the
9th Century A.D. and quoted this Kural in his Ramayana, but
with a twist characteristic of his genius.
Kambar makes Visvamitra tell Rama and Lakshmana the
dramatic story of Mahabali. Lord Vishnu took the form of
Vamana, a dwarf, and went to the Court of the King, Mahabali,
and said, “Give me three feet of land, if you have it”. “Granted”,
said the generous king and confirmed the gift by pouring water
over the outstretched palm of the dwarf. As soon as the water
touched his palm, the dwarf grew taller and taller, and with his
raised foot, measured the three worlds and having outcompassed
the Heavens and finding no room to put it in, brought it down
on the head of Mahabali, wiped out his ego and absorbed him
in its Ultimate Substance. In this context, Kambar quotes Valluvar
and explains “The dwarf ’s figure grew taller and taller and
outcompassed the Heavens, like the little help rendered to a great
personage”. Three feet donated by Mahabali, though very small
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in extent, had been expanded by the Infinite Donee to the
dimensions of the whole cosmos, ultimately destroying the giver
himself. Kambar gives thus an exquisitely ironical twist to the
Kural of Valluvar, at the same time showing that he had fully
understood the dimensions of this epigrammatic Kural. If this
Kural had to wait for a thousand years before it could be
understood and appreciated by Kambar, Kambar’s reinterpretation of the Kural had to wait for another thousand years
before it could be understood and appreciated by the Rasikamani.
Another Kural, which could not be understood without the loving
interpretation of T. K. C., runs as follows :—
“Love supports virtue alone,” say the fools;
it supports vice as well. (76)
ÜøˆFŸ«è Ü¡¹ê£˜ ªð¡ð ÜPò£˜
ñøˆFŸ°‹ Üç«î ¶¬í. (76)

The commentators have been saying that love helps us to
extricate ourselves from vice. But T.K.C. gave a different
interpretation and illustrated it by an incident of common
occurrence. A habitual thief was required to attend a police station
at 6 a.m. every day. Having half a dozen children and his wife
starving at home he would go running 30 miles to a distant place
in the night, see a festival crowd sleeping in the open, risk his
life by stealing into the crowd and robbing the women of their
jewels, run back to his village with his booty and after depositing
the same, he would be back at the police station on time to make
his appearance. What is it that has given him the courage, the
skill and the adroitness to go on this escapade staking his very
life? It is undoubtedly his love for his starving wife and children.
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According to T.K.C., Tiruvalluvar says in this Kural that love is
at the bottom, not only of virtue, but also of vice.
WORSHIP
VI. WORDORD-W
No thinker, ancient or modern, has, like Valluvar, pointed
to the precise and discriminating use of words as a means of
spiritual illumination.
In the Chapter on eloquence, Valluvar says:
Utter not a word
without making sure
there is no other word to beat it. (645)
ªê£™½è ªê£™¬ôŠ HP«î£˜ªê£™ Ü„ªê£™¬ô
ªõ™½…ªê£™ Þ¡¬ñ ÜP‰¶. (645)

Adherence to this injunction calls for a new discipline of a
very arduous and vigilant kind in the use of words. Before
reducing a thought to words, Valluvar would require us to
marshall before the mind’s eye all the apparently synonymous
words available in the language for the expression of the given
idea, make a survey of the same and reject the words incapable
of expressing all the nuances of the idea, let the remaining words
compete with one another in the function of expression and
finally choose just that word, which beats all others in putting
across the idea in all its subtlety. In this process of choosing, the
thinker would have to forbid himself the use of many a seductive
but imprecise word, and in a spirit of yogic concentration, ferret
out the inevitable word and then use it. Valluvar was keenly aware
of the esoteric connection between language and thought and he
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knew that even as thought influenced language, language could
influence thought. He also knew that when words were chosen
with so much care and deliberateness, those words would contain
something of the wordless in them and such words would become
the gates through which one could enter Silence. When words
express what Silence conceives, they become the guides to
meditation. Valluvar regarded the abuse of words as a sacrilege.
When words express, not the chatterings of a distracted or
frivolous mind, but the deeper silences of the soul, they would
lift the speaker and the listener alike to a plane of spiritual
awareness. Consequently, Tiruvalluvar called upon speakers to
cultivate a reverence for words—a word-worship. In Kural No.
644, Valluvar makes a declaration of his faith:—
There is no greater virtue
and indeed, no greater Wealth,
than the ability
to use words
with the fullest cognizance of their power.
FøùP‰¶ ªê£™½è ªê£™¬ô ÜøÂ‹
ªð£¼À‹ ÜîQÛ àƒ°Þ™. (644)

Even Marcus Aurelius, who advocated sobriety of speech, did
not go so far as to say that the skill and discrimination involved
in the use of the inevitable word constituted the greatest human
virtue.
It is not every one, who, in the struggle for self-expression,
acquires perfect mastery over words, and Valluvar refers with acid
scorn, to those men, learned and unlearned, whose tragi-comic
lust for words is out of all proportion to their ability to use them.
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Those who have learnt not
to utter a few faultless words
lust, alas!
after myriad-worded speech. (649)
ðôªê£™ô‚ è£ºÁõ˜ ñ¡ø ñ£êŸø
Côªê£™ô™ «îŸø£ îõ˜. (649)
Men, who know not
to communicate their learning to their listeners
are like flowers
which spread not their perfume
even after they blossom. (650)
ÞíÏ›ˆ¶‹ ï£ø£ ñôó¬ùò˜ èŸø¶
àíó MKˆ¶¬ó ò£î£˜. (650)

In the chapter on “Understanding of the Audience”, Valluvar
describes those, who choose their words according to the character
of their audience, as “those men of purity who know the genius
of words” (Kural No. 711). The men, who employ words with
an intimate awareness of their meaning, are, according to
Tiruvalluvar, “the benevolent men who know the gait of words”.
(712). “Pre-eminent among all the acts classified as good is the
act of reticence, which restrains a man from rushing to speak first
in an assembly of elders”. (715). In Kural No. 716, Valluvar
reinforces his tremendous concern for the right word by saying
that a verbal error committed by a speaker before a gathering of
erudite scholars is as bad as going astray from the path of virtue.
The learning of the learned
will shine all the brighter
before men,
who are unerring
in the choice of words. (717)
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èŸøP‰î£˜ è™M M÷ƒ°‹ èêìø„
ªê£™ªîKî™ õ™ô£ óèˆ¶. (717)

Conversely, men who can speak penetratingly before an
august assembly, would not care to speak even inadvertently
before an assembly of fools (No. 719).
Valluvar must have been holding discourses before a variety
of audiences; insensitive and unresponsive audiences angered
Valluvar into asserting with remorseful indignation,—
To discourse before men,
who are not intellectually your equals, is like
draining nectar down the drain (720)
Üƒèíˆ¶œ à‚è ÜI›îŸø£™ îƒèíˆî˜
Ü™ô£˜º¡ «è£†® ªè£÷™. (720)

One wonders if the soap-box orator and the tub-thumper of
the Hyde Park variety infected the public life of Tamil Nadu 2000
years ago. For Tiruvalluvar devotes one whole chapter of 10 Kurals
to the paramount need for abstaining from uttering unproductive
and wasteful words and slogans. He admonishes the speakers of
his times in these terms :You may even
utter words productive of evil;
but utter not words,
which are barren and fruitless. (197)
ïòQô ªê£™LÂ… ªê£™½è ê£¡«ø£˜
ðòQô ªê£™ô£¬ñ ï¡Á. (197)
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Valluvar knew that an uncritical public opinion was
responsible for the growth and development of trash and piffle
and nonsensical talk on the public platform. Consequently, he
turned his anger from the talkers to their hysterical admirers, and
said :—
The one, who applauds empty words,
is miscalled a man;
he must be called the chaff among men. (196)
ðòQ™ªê£™ ð£ó£†´ õ£¬ù ñè¡âù™
ñ‚è† ðî® ªòù™. (196)

The Tamil Society, which drew such opprobrium from
Tiruvalluvar two millienia ago, must have had something in
common with the sophisticated inanities of the current times.
Public speaking is a democratic virtue and flourishes best in
a democratic set-up. The Uthiramerur stone inscription of the
10th Century refers to the prevalence in Tamil Nadu of elections
to various administrative and legislative bodies by resorting to the
ballot box; the voter used to inscribe the name of his favourite
candidate in a palm leaf and drop the same into pots which were
used as ballot boxes. In the 77th Stanza in Ahananuru (of the
1st Century A.D.) there is also reference to Kudavolai (the palm
leaf ballots dropped into pots). It is, therefore, fairly clear that
during the age of Valluvar orators galore stalked the Tamil
Country and attempted not only to proselytize men but also to
capture the electorate and influence their voting.
Outraged by speeches, which illustrated many of the
infirmities Valluvar has vehemently denounced, it is small wonder
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that Tiruvalluvar, who performed Tapas with words, should have
called for a rigorous discipline in the use of words and declared
that there was no greater ideal for men than the pursuit of
exactness and discrimination in the use of language.
VII. SENSU
AL L
OVE
SENSUAL
LO
The third canto of the Kural, Kamathu Pal, has a sensual
temperature fusing all life into love. But in the Kurals in this
canto, love rises above the coarse physical basis of mutual itching
for mutual titillation. A prudish Englishman, who translated the
first two parts of the Kural, refrained from translating the third,
saying, “It could not be translated into any European language
without exposing the translator to infamy”. Another Englishman
refuted this statement and said, “I am persuaded that it is perfectly
pure in its tendency and in the intention of its wise and highsouled composition”. Such difference of opinion only illustrates
the kind of misunderstanding which enshrouds the central fact
of human existence. Valluvar had a wholesome regard for sex
and had no inhibitions in his attitude towards it. As he himself
says :—
Softer than flower is love
and but a few
can indulge in its delicacy. (1289)
ñôKÂ‹ ªñ™L¶ è£ñ‹ Cô˜Üî¡
ªêšM î¬ôŠð´ õ£˜. (1289)

A lover, who has sunk his soul in the infinite varieties of his
beloved, makes this arresting and memorable reflection :—
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The more you know,
the more you know that you don’t;
likewise, the more you enjoy this lass,
the more you know you haven’t. (1110)
ÜP«î£Á ÜPò£¬ñ è‡ìŸø£™ è£ñ‹
ªêP«î£Á‹ «êJ¬ö ñ£†´. (1110)

The idea that the fresh knowledge acquired today reveals our
ignorance of yesterday, has been applied by the Sage with
incredible propriety to the domain of love, and the lover in his
voyage of discovery, finds that yesterday’s pleasures are as nothing
compared to today’s.
A lover and his beloved are in an intoxicated intimacy. Says
the lover:—
In one simultaneous moment,
she gives the pleasures
of the senses five—
touching, tasting,
seeing, smelling, hearing. (1101)
è‡´«è†´ à‡´J˜ˆ¶ àŸøP»‹ ä‹¹ôÂ‹
å‡ªì£® è‡«íà÷. (1101)

In this union, there is no distinction between the enjoyer,
the enjoyed and the enjoyment. Naturally, the lover, who has
passed from sex into super-consciousness, asks:Is heaven sweeter
than slumbering
on the soft shoulders
of the woman you love? (1103)

113

î£‹i›õ£˜ ªñ¡«ø£œ ¶JL¡ ÞQ¶ªè£™
î£ñ¬ó‚ è‡í£¡ àô°. (1103)

Valluvar tilts his kaleidoscope and enables us to see the everchanging patterns of love. The lover, who is about to go abroad,
comes to take leave of his beloved. Unable to bear the prospect
of separation, she shouts in anguish:—
Of your decision
not to depart,
you may tell me;
of your hard-hearted return after your departure,
tell those who survive it. (1151)
ªê™ô£¬ñ à‡«ì™ âù‚°¬ó ñŸÁG¡
õ™õó¾ õ£›õ£˜‚° à¬ó. (1151)

In Homoeopathy, a medicine that produces a disease is itself
given to the patient to cure that disease, unlike in allopathy where
the opposite principle is applied. Tiruvalluvar’s lover would seem
to be aware of both these principles and he says of his beloved:—
The medicine that cures a disease
is its opposite;
but for the malady this girl induces,
she alone is the cure. (1102)
HE‚° ñ¼‰¶ Høñ¡ ÜEJ¬ö
î¡«ï£Œ‚°ˆ î£«ù ñ¼‰¶. (1102)

He proceeds to say:—
The friendship between this girl and me
is like that
between the body and the soul. (1122)
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àì‹ªð£´ àJK¬ì â¡ùñŸ ø¡ù
ñì‰¬îªò£´ â‹I¬ì ï†¹. (1122)

A separated lover tells her mate :—
Fire burns you if you touch it;
can it, like love-sickness,
burn you when you keep yourself away from it? (1159)
ªî£®Ÿ²®¡ Ü™ô¶ è£ñ«ï£Œ «ð£ô
M®Ÿ²ì™ ÝŸÁ«ñ£ b. (1159)

In her sleep, the sweet-heart is continuously dreaming of her
lover; but when she wakes up, the dream is rudely interrupted
and her poignant separation is brought home to her.
She laments;
“if that blasted condition of waking were not there,
lovers will, in dreams,
remain for ever inseparate.” (1216)
ïùªõù å¡P™¬ô ò£J¡ èùMù£¡
è£îô˜ cƒèô˜ ñ¡. (1216)

Thinking of her husband, who has gone to a far-off land in
search of livelihood, the wife complains;—
While I am asleep,
he lies on my shoulders,
but the moment I awake
he rushes into my heart! (1218)
¶…²ƒè£™ «î£œ«ñô ó£A MN‚°ƒè£™
ªï…êˆî˜ Ýõ˜ M¬ó‰¶. (1218)
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The different moods of pre-marital love are brought out by
Valluvar with great intensity. The hero of a thousand battles falls
in love with a slender girl and finds all his hard-hearted courage
ebbing away at the sight of the girl, and he complains :—
My majestic manhood,
at which my foes in the battle field tremble,
how does it break down at sight of this girl
with the luminous forehead! (1088)
å‡μîŸ «è£å à¬ì‰î«î ë£†HÂœ
ï‡í£¼‹ à†°‹â¡ d´. (1088)

The girl was shy at first sight, but ultimately yielded to the
overtures of the lover. She ruminates over it in retrospect and
marvels:Manifold are the wiles of the stealer of my heart;
is not his language of surrender
the weapon
that breaks down the defences of maiden-hood!
(1258)
ð¡ñ£ò‚ èœõ¡ ðEªñ£N Ü¡«ø£ï‹
ªð‡¬ñ à¬ì‚°‹ ð¬ì. (1258)

At the first encounter, after a long spell of separation between
the two, the girl is both angry and aggrieved that her beloved
has not met her and she breaks out:—
Those whose hearts melt like fat in the fire—
how dare they say
“we will stand rooted in separation”. (1260)
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Gí‰bJ™ Þ†ì¡ù ªï…Cù£˜‚° à‡«ì£
¹í˜‰É® GŸ«ð‹ âù™. (1260)

The girl suspects that her lover’s love is not as intense as her
own. Addressing her own heart, she says:—
Thou seest his heart clinging to him,
oh! heart, why dost thou not cling to me. (1291)
Üõ˜ªï…² Üõ˜‚è£î™ è‡´‹ âõ¡ªï…«ê
câñ‚° Ýè£ î¶? (1291)

The lover, on his part, is no less in torment, He speaks out
anguish in the following Kural :—
I knew not before that thing called Death;
now I know it;
it has the form of a woman with large and
battling eyes. (1083)
ð‡ìP«ò¡ ÃŸªø¡ ðî¬ù ÞQòP‰«î¡
ªð‡ì¬èò£™ «ðóñ˜‚ è†´. (1083)

He recollects the face of his sweet-heart as it blushed in
modesty and he says :—
She wears modesty and the guileless look of the fawn;
why mar her charm
by loading her with jewels. (1089)
H¬í«ò˜ ñì«ï£‚°‹ ï£μ‹ à¬ìò£†°
ÜEâõ«ù£ ãFô î‰¶. (1089)

He reminisces over her sweet, little gestures that go to
strengthen his love. He recollects :—
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She looked, and looking, she lowered her head,
that gesture is the thing that watered our
plant of love. (1093)
«ï£‚Aù£œ «ï£‚A Þ¬ø…Cù£œ Üçîõœ
ò£ŠHÂœ Ü†®ò c˜. (1093)

It seemed as if her modesty was only a device to attract his
attention :—
As I gazed at her,
she would gaze downward at the ground
and as I gazed away,
she would gaze at me
and softly smile (1094)
ò£¡«ï£‚°ƒ è£¬ô Gô¡«ï£‚°‹ «ï£‚è£‚è£™
î£¡«ï£‚A ªñ™ô ï°‹. (1094)

Sex and jealousy are twin sisters and the girl, who is in love,
wishes to possess her lover solely and exclusively. But she finds
that he exposed to the gaze of other women, who drink of his
beauty. This rouses her jealousy and she complains:—
All women’s eyes in common
drink of your beauty;
so, I would clasp not your promiscuous breast. (1311)
ªð‡Eòô£˜ â™ô£¼‹ è‡E¡ ªð£¶à‡ð˜
ï‡«í¡ ðóˆîG¡ ñ£˜¹. (1311)

It is a psychological paradox that whenever she is away from
her lover, she is thinking only of his faults, but the moment she
sights him, all his faults melt away. She observes:—
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When he is in my presence
I see nothing in him that is faulty,
but when he goes out of my presence,
I see nothing in him that is not faulty. (1286)
è£μƒè£™ è£«í¡ îõø£ò è£í£‚è£™
è£«í¡ îõø™ ô¬õ. (1286)

She gives an odd explanation for managing to live in the
absence of her lover:—
You know why I live?
To live in remembrance of the days
I lived in union with him. (1206)
ñŸPò£¡ â¡Â«÷¡ ñ¡«ù£ Üõªó£´ò£¡
àŸøï£œ àœ÷ à«÷¡. (1206)

As for the lover, his sweetheart’s jealousy is expressed by him
in the following words:—
I told my beloved
“I love you more than the rest”
and she fretted and fumed, muttering
“Than the rest? ‘Than the rest’?
Than whom? Than whom?” (1314)
ò£KÂ‹ è£îô‹ â¡«øù£ á®ù£œ
ò£KÂ‹ ò£KÂ‹ â¡Á. (1314)

This jealous mistress, during separation, beholds her lover’s
messenger in a dream and waking up, she wishes to express her
gratitude to the dream and says :—
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With what banquet
shall I celebrate the dream
which brought me
the messenger of my beloved. (1211)
è£îô˜ Éªî£´ õ‰î èùMÂ‚°
ò£¶ªêŒ «õ¡ªè£™ M¼‰¶. (1211)

The Kurals in Kamathu Pal mirror forth all the possible facets
of sexual love and its temperament.
VIII. AR
CHITECT
ONICS OF THE KURAL
ARCHITECT
CHITECTONICS
It is fascinating to study the architectonics of the Kural,
which consists of 133 Chapters of 10 Kurals each. These 133
chapters themselves are classified under three broad headings. The
first heading is Arathu Pal, that is to say, the book relating to
Aram or duty and it consists of 380 Kurals. The second is Porut
Pal or the book relating to wealth and it consists of 700 Kurals.
The third and the last is Kamathu Pal or the book relating to
sexual love and it consists of 250 Kurals. Most critics approach
the Kural on the unproved assumption that it is founded on the
Sanskritic concept of Dharma, Artha, Kama and Moksha. Those,
who have been propounding this theory, have been hard put to
explain why Tiruvalluvar omitted to deal with Moksha
(Liberation), of which the Tamil equivalent is Veedu. A Christian
Missionary was so cynical as to say that Tiruvalluvar did not deal
with Moksha or Veedu, perhaps because he thought that the Tamil
people were not prepared for the highest. Some others have
explained the omission by saying that Veedu was not specifically
dealt with because it would arise as a natural sequence to the
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practice of Aram, Porul and Kamam as expounded by
Tiruvalluvar. G. U. Pope wondered if Tiruvalluvar refrained from
any exposition of Veedu or Moksha because he resolved to take
only the practical view of things. He also supposed that Valluvar
was not perhaps satisfied with glimpses he had obtained of man’s
future and consequently, waited for the light. The proper
inference to draw is that Tiruvalluvar’s classification was based
on different principles altogether from those in the Sanskritic
classification. The content of Aram, as expounded by Tiruvalluvar,
is radically different from that of Dharma as expounded in the
Dharma Sastras. Tiruvalluvar does not, like the Dharmasastras,
prescribe different Arams for different castes. His concept of Aram
is universal in character. He prescribes different duties for the
same individual as he passes through different stages of evolution.
He prescribes the duties of an individual, as a member of his
family, in relation to his parents, wife and children, and as a
member of his community, in relation to his fellow members of
the community, good, bad and indifferent, and as a citizen of
the State, in relation to the ruler of the State. In all these
relationships, he is required to manifest loving thought and
indulge in right action.
It would thus be seen that the Aram of Tiruvalluvar connotes
a purely Tamilian concept which has little in common with the
Sanskritic concept of Dharma.
The Porut Pal of Tiruvalluvar does not parallel the Artha
concept of Sanskrit either. Unlike the Artha Sastra, which deals
mainly with the art of Government, only a few chapters in Porut
Pal deal with the art of Government and with sovereignty, and
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whenever references are made in the Kural to the King, it is to a
King without any divine right, a King who is required never to
swerve from virtue and who is expected to refrain from vice. The
sovereign is portrayed as an embodiment of the ideals and virtues
of the people. Several chapters have been devoted in this section
to the self-respect, the truthfulness, the good character and
honour of the citizen and the special virtues required for
preserving and improving interpersonal relationships in the social
polity. It is important to note that Valluvar, after discussing in
the first book, the inner spiritual growth of the individual,
proceeds to discuss in the second book on Porul, the public life
of such an individual, vis-a-vis Society. Evidently, it is the concept
of Tiruvalluvar that only a man, who has demonstrated by his
moral, cultural and spiritual ripeness, his value as an individual,
is fit to enter the wider arena of public life and play a fruitful
role therein. It will thus be found that the Porut Pal of Valluvar
is infused with the spirit of secularism and social ethics, which
are a far cry from the divine right theory of sovereignty and the
Varnashrama Dharma.
Turning to the third book on Kamathu Pal, it is utterly
different in content from the Kama Sastras of Sanskrit. It is
divided into two sub-sections, Kalavial and Karpial. Kalavial refers
to a marital union unaccompanied by any ritual or sacrament,
and preceded by pre-marital love. This is something which is
uniquely Tamilian. Karpial refers to marital love. Unlike the Kama
Sastras, which deal with an objective and scientific analysis of sex
and sexual poses, Kamathu Pal of Tiruvalluvar contains a highly
poetic exposition of the love between man and woman in its
multitudinous aspects and set in different dramatic and lyrical
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situations. Never before in the literature of the world has the
emotion of sexual love been expounded in such diverse fullness
or with such penetrating insight. Himself happily married,
Valluvar derived a serene satisfaction from drawing tender
portraits of lovers. He asks:—
Can wine, which intoxicates only when drunk,
intoxicate, like love,
at mere sight? (1090)
à‡ì£˜è‡ Ü™ô¶ Ü´ïø£‚ è£ñ‹«ð£™
è‡ì£˜ ñA›ªêŒî™ Þ¡Á. (1090)

His lover longs to singe himself in the fire of his beloved,
and what kind of fire is it?
Tiruvalluvar’s lover is baffled and perplexed by this fire;If I withdraw from her,
it burns me
if I go close to her, it cools me;
whence did she obtain this mysterious fire! (1104)
cƒA¡ ªîÚà‹ °Á°ƒè£™ î‡ªí¡Â‹
bò£‡´Š ªðŸø£œ Þõœ. (1104)

It will thus be seen that there is no parallelism between the
Kama Sastras of Sanskrit and the Kamathu Pal of Tirukkural. It
is wrong, therefore, to assume that the Aram, Porul and Inbam
classification of Valluvar is in any manner patterned upon or akin
to the Dharma, Artha, Kama, Moksha classification of Sanskrit
and further to assume that for some unexplained reason,
Tiruvalluvar omitted to deal in a separate section with Moksha
or spiritual emancipation. It seems clear that Tiruvalluvar was
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more concerned with living fully and richly in the Eternal Now
than with metaphysical speculations about the uncertain future.
It is not as if he failed to cater to the needs of the human spirit.
His chapters in Arathu Pal on possession of spiritual grace,
abstinence from meat, non-killing, performance of penance,
truthfulness, renunciation, eradication of desire and the realization
of the Ultimate Truth, give a clear spiritual conation to the secular
life of the individual, and would have the effect of bringing
Heaven down to the Earth and making egoless bliss a present
reality instead of a distant dream.
He says in one Kural :—
He, who lives on the earth,
in the manner he should,
will be placed among the gods dwelling in Heaven. (50)
¬õòˆ¶œ õ£›õ£ƒ° õ£›ðõ¡ õ£Â¬ø»‹
ªîŒõˆ¶œ ¬õ‚èŠ ð´‹. (50)

Tiruvalluvar regarded spiritual bliss as a state of consciousness
to be achieved Here and Now and not Hereafter. He, therefore,
takes the reader gently by the hand through the various stages of
his inner and outer developments until in Chapters 35 to 37 of
Arathu Pal, he directly deals with the highest illumination, which
releases men from pain and pleasure, birth and death. He says:—
From whatsoever you detach yourself
you become free from the pain it can cause. (341)
ò£îQ¡ ò£îQ¡ cƒAò£¡ «ï£î™
ÜîQ¡ ÜîQ¡ Þô¡. (341)
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He, who cuts off the feelings of ‘I’ and ‘mine’,
enters a world
superior to that of the celestials. (346)
ò£¡âù¶ â¡Â‹ ªê¼‚°ÜÁŠð£¡ õ£«ù£˜‚°
àò˜‰î àôè‹ ¹°‹. (346)

In Kural No. 350, he advocates attachment to God for
overcoming attachment to the things of the world:—
Attach yourself to Him,
in order that
you may detach yourself from all attachment.
ðŸÁè ðŸøŸø£¡ ðŸP¬ù ÜŠðŸ¬øŠ
ðŸÁè ðŸÁ MìŸ°. (350)

He adds:—
To the clear-sighted,
who have rid themselves of doubts,
Heaven is nearer than Earth. (353)
äòˆF¡ cƒAˆ ªîO‰î£˜‚° ¬õòˆF¡
õ£ù‹ ïEò ¶¬ìˆ¶. (353)

In the Chapter on Mei Unarthal (Awareness of Reality) he
says:—
Darkness vanishes from,
and rapture descends upon
the men of spotless vision,
who have extricated themselves from illusion. (352)
Þ¼œcƒA Þ¡ð‹ ðò‚°‹ ñ¼œcƒA
ñ£êÁ è£†C òõ˜‚°. (352)
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Valluvar propounds the theory that those who are bound by
attachment and desire have no real freedom, though they delude
themselves into thinking they are free. In Kural No. 365, he
proclaims:—
The free are those
who are free from desire;
the others are never completely free.
ÜŸøõ˜ â¡ð£˜ Üõ£ÜŸø£˜ ñŸ¬øò£˜
ÜŸø£è ÜŸø¶ Þô˜. (365)

In Kural No. 369, the sage gives the assurance :—
Here on this Earth itself
you will enjoy unceasing rapture,
if you destroy desire,
which is the woe of woes.
Þ¡ð‹ Þ¬ìòø£ b‡´‹ Üõ£ªõ¡Â‹
¶¡ðˆ¶œ ¶¡ðƒ ªè®¡. (369)

He winds up the Chapter on Avavaruthal (Liquidation of
Desire)
Achieve a condition in which all insatiate desire is
rooted out;
in that very condition
immortality will be conferred upon you. (370)
Ýó£ ÞòŸ¬è Üõ£cŠH¡ Ü‰G¬ô«ò
«ðó£ ÞòŸ¬è î¼‹. (370)
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It will thus be seen that Tiruvalluvar omitted to write a
separate book on Moksha, because, in his vision, Heaven and
Earth were not separate compartments, and right earthly conduct
could ensure immediate Heavenly bliss, because there was a
brotherly nearness of Earth to Heaven.
Turning to the meaning of the word ‘Tirukkural’, ‘Tiru’
means ‘holy’ and ‘Kural’ means ‘anything short’. Each Kural is a
couplet, the first line having four metric feet and the second line
having three. This kind of couplet is called Kural Venba in Tamil.
Venba is a metrical piece consisting of four lines. It is
admitted on all hands that it is the most difficult form in which
to compose poetry. The Kural, which is a dwarfed Venba, puts
even greater restraints upon its practitioner.
“Vers Libre”, which is the anti-thesis of the Kural, has been
compared to playing tennis with the net down. The “Vers
Libertines” by breaking loose from the restrictive influence of
metre have sustained a conspicuous loss in the power and capacity
of verbal expression. Valluvar, on the other hand, wilfully
submitted himself to the tyranny of the specially evolved Kural
metre, and by mastering it, achieved maximum tension between
matter and form; he supercharged words with meaning by
indulging in a kind of concentrated verbal yoga.
The Kural is not a “clanging couplet” like Alexander Pope’s,
for there are no pompous drum-beats in it. Here poetry had
become no rhyming rivulet of gay garrulity but a work of intense
and compact art as painstakingly carved as the figures on the rock
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temples of Mamallapuram. The rhythm of the Kural is rather
restrained and noble, sparkling with bold thought and sprightly
style. The Kural is not a mechanically sliced inorganic thing. It
is rather like a perfectly coordinated organism, which has been
alive and kicking for 2000 years.
No wonder, not even Kambar himself has equalled Valluvar
in gathering infinite riches in a little nutshell. Here in 1330
couplets are more memorable lines than in any equal area of
literature in any language known to the writer. G. U. Pope was
right to say in his introduction to his translations of the Kural,
“Nothing, not even a corrupt Greek chorus, so defies the efforts
of the student as does very much of the high Tamil poetry. The
poetical dialect of Tamil allows every kind of ellipsis, so that a
line is often little less than a string of crude forms artfully fitted
together. The best compositions are quatrains or couplets each
containing a complete idea, a moral epigram. Their construction
resembles that of a design in mosaic. The materials fitted together
are sometimes mere bits of coloured glass, but sometimes also very
precious stones and pure gold. And the design? Why, you walk
round it and try to catch it in all lights and feel at first, and often
for a long time, as if it meant nothing at all, till you catch some
hint, and at once it lies revealed, something to be thought of again
and again, some bit of symbolism, it may be, not infrequently
grotesque, often quaint, but sometimes also of rare beauty.”
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IX. SOME GLIMPSES OF TIR
UV
ALL
UV
AR
TIRUV
UVALL
ALLUV
UVAR
Laughter and Tears
Tiruvalluvar treats us to the therapy of laughter as well as
the therapy of tears.
He knew that a knowing tranquil smile is the beginning and
the end of all wisdom.
He declares:To those, who have not the faculty of laughter,
the vast cosmos remains plunged in darkness,
even in broad day light. (999)
ïè™õ™ô˜ Ü™ô£˜‚° ñ£J¼ ë£ô‹
ðè½‹ð£Ÿ ð†ì¡Á Þ¼œ. (999)

A deep under-current of humour marks most of the sayings
of Valluvar. After pointing out that envy is punishment enough
for the envious, he asserts that no envious man has ever become
prosperous and no man, free from envy, has fallen from prosperity.
He proceeds to examine the rare exceptions to this rule and
says with a chuckle in his sleeves:—
The prosperity of the envious
and the adversity of the non-envious
are phenomena worth researching about? (169)
ÜšMò ªï…êˆî£¡ Ý‚èº… ªêšMò£¡
«è´‹ G¬ù‚èŠ ð´‹. (169)
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Dowered with a profound natural wisdom, Valluvar notes
with a twinkle in his eye the uneducated man’s vulgar attempt to
pass off his ‘learning’ and says :—
The illiterate man’s lust for words
is verily like the lust of a woman,
who has neither of her breasts? (402)
è™ô£î£¡ ªê£Ÿè£ ºÁî™ º¬ôJó‡´‹
Þ™ô£î£œ ªð‡è£ºŸ øŸÁ. (402)

In Valluvar’s view, the virtuous man is one who has received
the proper kind of education and all uneducated men, not having
been properly educated, are vicious. He would however make a
good-humored exception to this rule and say:Even the unlearned may be deemed highly virtuous,
if only
they can keep their traps shut
in the presence of the learned. (403)
è™ô£îõ¼‹ ïQï™ô˜ èŸø£˜ º¡
ªê£™ô£ F¼‚èŠ ªðP¡. (403)

In his chapter on Folly, Valluvar shows his poignant contempt
for fools. In Kural No. 843, he observes:How many sufferings do fools inflict upon themselves!
even their enemies find it hard
to inflict so many.
ÜPMô£˜ î£‹î‹¬ñŠ dN‚°‹ d¬ö
ªêÁõ£˜‚°‹ ªêŒî™ ÜK¶. (843)
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Valluvar regarded the wealthy fool with a special kind of
disdain. He says:—
Should a fool gift a thing to another heartily,
it is due to nothing else
than the penance of the recipient. (842)
ÜPMô£¡ ªï…²õ‰¶ ßî™ HP¶ò£¶‹
Þ™¬ô ªðÁõ£¡ îõ‹. (842)

Valluvar proceeds to say—
If it is asked, “What is stupidity?”
it is the arrogance which shouts,
“I am wise”. (844)
ªõ‡¬ñ âùŠð´õ¶ ò£ªîQ¡ å‡¬ñ
à¬ìò‹ò£‹ â¡Â‹ ªê¼‚°. (844)

Valluvar, who appreciated the friendship of the great and the
wise, seems to have suffered greatly from the company of fools.
Valluvar says;The entry of an idiot into an assembly of sages
is like putting an unwashed foot
upon a white-washed bed. (840)
èö£Ü‚è£™ ðœO»œ ¬õˆîŸø£™ ê£¡«ø£˜
°ö£Üˆ¶Š «ð¬î ¹è™. (840)

As a rule, most of the humor of Valluvar is tinged with
pathos, and most often Valluvar laughs through his tears.
Speaking of villains, Tiruvalluvar focuses all his irony and
sarcasm upon them. Though they belong to a sub-human species,
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how like men those scoundrels are! The wonder and profound
amazement of Valluvar are reflected in Kural No. 1071.
The wicked look utterly like men;
such close mimics we have never seen.
ñ‚è«÷ «ð£™õ˜ èòõ˜ Üõó¡ù
åŠð£˜ ò£ƒè‡ì¶ Þ™. (1071)

Schopenhawer refers to this Kural in one of his essays and
says such exquisite humor it is rare to come across.
The JJolly
olly JJuggler
uggler
Occasionally, Valluvar would play with his themes like a jolly
juggler, throwing them up into the air, turning them inside out,
tumbling them upside down, and setting them on their feet again.
He held the Marxist view that even virtue has an economic
foundation. In fact in Kural No. 757, he says:—
Compassion, the child of love,
is nurtured
by that loving foster-mother, wealth.
Ü¼ª÷¡Â‹ Ü¡¹ß¡ °öM ªð£¼ª÷¡Â‹
ªê™õ„ ªêMLò£™ à‡´. (757)

Though he regarded wealth as having no permanent value,
he realized that it was the necessary means for the achievement
of great ends. Consequently, he pondered deeply over the
inequitable distribution of wealth and over the unworthy
character of those in whose hands wealth had a knack of
accumulating. For instance, he says in scandalized shock:—
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Disastrous is the ample wealth
of the man,
who neither enjoys it
nor gives it to the worthy. (1006)
ãî‹ ªð¼…ªê™õ‹ î£¡Ášõ£¡
î‚è£˜‚ªè£¡Á
ßî™ Þò™Hô£ î£¡. (1006)

At another place, he appeals to the stingy by saying;The wealth of the one,
who helps not the poor,
is like a girl of enormous charm
growing, unwed,
into the loneliness of age. (1007)
ÜŸø£˜‚ªè£¡Á ÝŸø£î£¡ ªê™õ‹ Ièïô‹
ªðŸø£œ îIòœÍˆ îŸÁ. (1007)

He trounces the misers by giving what appears to be advice
to the beggars. In Kural No. 1067, he says:—
I beg of you,
oh! beggars of the world,
if beg you must,
beg not of those,
who would not ungrudgingly give.
ÞóŠð¡ ÞóŠð£¬ó â™ô£‹ ÞóŠH¡
èóŠð£˜ Þõó¡I¡ â¡Á. (1067)

Here Valluvar makes beggars angle characters through whom
he reflects his contempt for the ungiving rich. He shifts the
camera to a different angle and takes the snapshot of the manly
poor, who are too proud to beg:—
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It’s worth a million-million
to refrain from begging
even from those
who give with joy and ungrudgingly. (1061)
èóõ£¶ àõ‰b»‹ è‡í¡ù£˜ è‡μ‹
Þóõ£¬ñ «è£® »Á‹. (1061)

Next he pats the generous rich on the back by saying:—
Begging is as good as giving,
when you beg of those
who would not think of refusing alms
even in their dreams. (1054)
Þóˆî½‹ ßî«ô «ð£½‹ èóˆî™
èùM½‹ «îŸø£î£˜ ñ£†´. (1054)

Getting into the skin of the beggars, the sage says
tremblingly: —
Will it come,
today, too—the poverty
that well-nigh
killed me yesterday? (1048)
Þ¡Á‹ õ¼õ¶ ªè£™«ô£ ªï¼ï½‹
ªè£¡ø¶ «ð£½‹ GóŠ¹. (1048)

Now Valluvar’s horror turns into incandescent anger as he
thinks of the dispensation which necessitates begging :—
If even by begging
one has to make both ends meet,
may the Author of the Universe
go a-begging far and wide and perish. (1062)
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Þó‰¶‹ àJ˜õ£›î™ «õ‡®¡ ðó‰¶
ªè´è àôAòŸP ò£¡. (1062)

Then he turns to the rich men and admonishes them for
failing to derive the great joy which giving alone can bring. He
asks:—
Don’t they know the joy
that comes from giving— those hard-hearted boors
who guard their treasure just to lose it? (228)
ßˆ¶õ‚°‹ Þ¡ð‹ ÜPò£˜ªè£™ î£º¬ì¬ñ
¬õˆFö‚°‹ õ¡è íõ˜. (228)

Valluvar puts the problem of begging against every
conceivable background and tries to solve it by appealing, on the
one hand, to the self-respect of the beggars, and on the other, to
the compassion of the Haves.
He expects the rich to have a sense of contemporary tragedy
and to possess an empathetic understanding of the agonies of the
Have-nots. Any sensitive soul must feel the humiliation and
degradation of the human spirit brought about by circumstances
which necessitate begging. In one Kural, the Saint says :To be begged is agonizing,
till you give
and see the smile lighting up the face of the beggar (224)
Þ¡ù£¶ Þó‚èŠ ð´î™ Þó‰îõ˜
Þ¡ºèƒ è£μ‹ Ü÷¾. (224)

Next he proceeds with delightful sensitivity to measure the
power of bearing hunger against the power of appeasing it, the
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power of the Have-nots to suffer hunger against the power of the
Haves to wipe it out.
Kural No. 225 says:—
The most powerful of all powers
is the power to bear hunger
but even that power is next only
to the power of those, who can appease hunger.
ÝŸÁõ£˜ ÝŸø™ ðCÝŸø™ ÜŠðC¬ò
ñ£ŸÁõ£˜ ÝŸøL¡ H¡. (225)

Valluvar next speaks of the safety vault in which all the rich
should deposit their wealth. Here is the Kural;Wiping out
the hunger of the Havenots
is the treasury
in which the Haves should deposit their wealth.(226)
ÜŸø£˜ ÜNðC b˜ˆî™ Üçªî£¼õ¡
ªðŸø£¡ ªð£¼œ¬õŠ ¹N. (226)

The sage winds up his chapter on Eehai (Alms giving) by
directing his scornful invective against the rich whose insensitivity
disables them from giving. Says he:—
There’s nothing more calamitous than Death;
but death itself becomes sweet
once one is disabled from giving alms. (230)
ê£îL¡ Þ¡ù£î F™¬ô ÞQîÉà‹
ßî™ Þ¬òò£‚ è¬ì. (230)
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On M
onar
chy
Monar
onarchy
Valluvar was keenly aware of the fact that the sanction behind
all virtue and morality was the might of the sovereign of the State.
In Kural No. 543, he says:—
That which furnishes basic support
to virtue and to scripture
is the sceptre of the king.
Ü‰îí˜ ËŸ°‹ ÜøˆFŸ°‹ ÝFò£Œ
G¡ø¶ ñ¡ùõ¡ «è£™. (543)

He made it clear that the scripture is not a symbol of brutal
might, but a symbol of uprightness and justice.
He says :That which secures victory for the king
is not his lance, but his sceptre,
and that, too, if it stands upright. (546)
«õô¡Á ªõ¡P î¼õ¶ ñ¡ùõ¡
«è£ôÉà‹ «è£ì£¶ âQ¡. (546)

He further emphasises this concept by saying :—
The King stands sentinel over the Earth
and the Law stands sentinel over the King. (547)
Þ¬øè£‚°‹ ¬õòè‹ â™ô£‹ Üõ¬ù
º¬øè£‚°‹ º†ì£„ ªêJ¡. (547)

As for the punitive jurisdiction of the King, he says:—
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Killing by the king of the murderously cruel
is like pulling out weeds from the tender paddy field.
(550)
ªè£¬ôJŸ ªè£®ò£¬ó «õ‰ªî£Áˆî™ ¬ðƒÃ›
è¬÷è† ìîªù£´ «ï˜. (550)

Valluvar discourages the King from making collections from
the citizens by abusing the power of the State. Here are his words
of admonition :—
The King that goes a-begging
is like the dacoit, who, armed with a spear,
shouts, “Give”. (552)
«õªô£´ G¡ø£¡ Þ´â¡ ø¶«ð£½‹
«è£ªô£´ G¡ø£¡ Þó¾. (552)

Speaking of a King, who is unable to maintain law and order,
he says
“Wealth is worse far than poverty,
in a realm where the King renders no justice.” (558)
Þ¡¬ñJ¡ Þ¡ù£¶ à¬ì¬ñ º¬øªêŒò£
ñ¡ùõ¡ «è£ŸW›Š ð®¡. (558)

He calls upon the State to temper justice with mercy and not
to terrorize the people. He tells the King:—
Raise the rod high
but let it fall gently upon the criminal. (562)
è®¶æ„C ªñ™ô âPè ªï®¶Ý‚è‹
cƒè£¬ñ «õ‡´ ðõ˜. (562)
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Of what avail is a tune
if it isn’t en rapport with the song?
of what avail is the eye
if it doesn’t move to and fro with compassion. (573)
ð‡â¡ù£‹ ð£ìŸ° Þ¬ò¹Þ¡«ø™
è‡â¡ù£‹
è‡«í£†ì‹ Þ™ô£î è‡. (573)

Giving advice, which is applicable both to the king and to
the citizen, he presses into service a simile and says:—
The flower of the floating plant
is as high as the level of the water;
a man’s greatness is as high
as the level of his mind. (595)
ªõœ÷ˆ î¬ùò ñô˜c†ì‹ ñ£‰î˜î‹
àœ÷ˆ î¬ùò¶ àò˜¾. (595)

Speaking of fortitude, he says:—
He who desires not joy
and says, “Grief is natural”,
is never to sorrow subject. (628)
Þ¡ð‹ M¬öò£¡ Þ´‹¬ð Þò™ªð¡ð£¡
¶¡ð‹ àÁî™ Þô¡. (628)

He adds:—
He, who, in pleasure,
exults not in pleasure,
does not, in sorrow,
suffer from sorrow. (629)
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Þ¡ðˆ¶œ Þ¡ð‹ M¬öò£î£¡ ¶¡ðˆ¶œ
¶¡ð‹ àÁî™ Þô¡. (629)

On Agricultur
Agriculturee
Agriculture is lauded by Tiruvalluvar not only as the noblest
of the professions but also as the most fruitful and independent
way of life. He says:—
The earth, though rotating, is still behind the plough;
therefore, though toilsome,
agriculture is the noblest toil. (1031)
²ö¡Á‹ã˜Š H¡ù¶ àôè‹ Üîù£™
àö‰¶‹ àö«õ î¬ô. (1031)

In the next Kural, he says:—
The plough-men are
the linchpin of the world,
for they give support to all others,
who cannot till the soil. (1032)
à¿õ£˜ àôèˆî£˜‚° ÝEÜç î£Ÿø£¶
â¿õ£¬ó â™ô£‹ ªð£Áˆ¶. (1032)

He goes farther in Kural No. 1033 and says:—
They alone live
who live by the plough;
all others live cringing before others
and eating what they give.
à¿¶‡´ õ£›õ£«ó õ£›õ£˜ñŸ ªø™ô£‹
ªî£¿¶‡´ H¡ªê™ ðõ˜. (1033)
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Seeing those idlers,
who say, “I am a have-not,”
the virtuous dame called the Earth will laugh. (1040)
Þôªñ¡Á Ü¬êÞ Þ¼Šð£¬ó‚ è£E¡
Gôªñ¡Â‹ ï™ô£œ ï°‹. (1040)

On F
riendship
Friendship
It is characteristic of self-renewing sages like Valluvar to have
mutual and fruitful relations with other beings. They are capable
of accepting love and capable of giving it.
Friendship dissolves the rigidities of the isolated self and
forces new perspectives. On the other hand, people who have
become strangers to themselves, cannot return for sustenance to
the springs of their own being, because they have lost their
capacity for self-renewal. Valluvar is therefore right to ask:—
Is there anything more difficult to achieve
than friendship?
Is there anything as protective against foes
as friendship? (781)
ªêòŸèKò ò£¾÷ ï†H¡ Ü¶«ð£™
M¬ù‚èKò ò£¾÷ è£Š¹. (781)

In his home at Mylapore, he warmed his heart with the
friendships of many great sages and philosophers :—
The more you cultivate the classics,
the more delightful they become;
Likewise
the more you move
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with men of virtue,
the more sweet becomes
their friendship. (783)
ïM™ªî£Á‹ Ë™ïò‹ «ð£½‹ ðJ™ªî£Á‹
ð‡¹¬ì ò£÷˜ ªî£ì˜¹. (783)
Befriending is not
for the purpose of laughter,
but for the purpose of coming down
heavily upon your friend
when he strays away from the right path. (784)
ï°îŸ ªð£¼†ì¡Á ï†ì™ I°F‚è‡
«ñŸªê¡Á Þ®ˆîŸ ªð£¼†´. (784)
Affinity of feeling makes for friendship,
and not
frequent intercourse or living together. (785)
¹í˜„C ðö°î™ «õ‡ì£ àí˜„Cî£¡
ï†ð£‹ Aö¬ñ î¼‹. (785)
Friendship saves you from ruin,
takes you to the right path,
and in adversity, shares your sorrow. (787)
ÜNM ù¬õc‚A ÝÁŒˆ¶ ÜNM¡è‡
Ü™ô™ àöŠðî£‹ ï†¹. (787)

According to Valluvar :—
Even as your hand rushes to hold your dhoti
when it slips down from your waist,
friendship rushes to your rescue
when you are in grief. (788)

142

à´‚¬è Þö‰îõ¡ ¬è«ð£ô Ýƒ«è
Þ´‚è‡ è¬÷õî£‹ ï†¹. (788)

Tiruvalluvar thinks that Friendship is tested best in adversity
because most friends cluster around you in prosperity and desert
you in adversity.
It is with a rueful smile that Tiruvalluvar throws out this gem
of wisdom:—
There is some good even about adversity,
for it gives you a measuring rod
with which
you may unstintingly measure your real friends.(796)
«è†®Â‹ à‡´æ˜ àÁF A¬÷ë¬ó
c†® Ü÷Šð«î£˜ «è£™. (796)
Friends,
who are descended out of the true stock of love,
cease not to love
even those who have betrayed them. (807)
ÜNõ‰î ªêŒJÂ‹ Ü¡ðø£˜ Ü¡H¡
õNõ‰î «è‡¬ñ òõ˜. (807)
Solitude is better
than the company of those
who, like the unbroken colt,
throw the rider down to the ground
in the midst of the battle-field. (814)
Üñóèˆ¶ ÝŸøÁ‚°‹ è™ô£ñ£ Ü¡ù£˜
îñK¡ îQ¬ñ î¬ô. (814)
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Valluvar perceived a telling difference between the friendship
of the fool and the hatred of the wise man and said:—
The hatred of the wise man is
ten million times worthier
than the friendship of the fool. (816)
«ð¬î ªð¼ƒªèjÞ ï†H¡ ÜP¾¬ìò£˜
ãF¡¬ñ «è£® àÁ‹. (816)

Valluvar strongly discourages the friendship of those, who
would love you in private but revile you in public. (Kural No.
820).
In fact there are five chapters in the Kural, in which Valluvar
investigates in depth the psychology of friendship, flays the surface
of life and shows us its bloody reality.
On Learning
Valluvar, like Karl Marx, Nietzsche and Jean Paul Sartre, was
an existentialist, because like them, he held that the only
knowledge worth having is knowledge that bears directly upon
the human experience. According to Valluvar, the entire purpose
of learning is to make you live the better. Any learning
unconnected with, and irrelevant to living was discarded by him
as useless. In Kural No. 391, he says:—
Learn with utter clarity
whatever has to be learnt;
after learning, conduct yourself according to what
you have learnt.
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èŸè èêìø‚ èŸð¬õ èŸøH¡
GŸè ÜîŸ°ˆ îè. (391)

The discovery of numbers and letters in the history of man
was a discovery of the greatest importance for human progress.
So Valluvar says:Numbers and letters are like the two eyes of
the highest of living beings. (392)
â‡ªí¡ð ã¬ù â¿ˆªî¡ð ÞšMó‡´‹
è‡ªí¡ð õ£¿‹ àJ˜‚°. (392)

It is education that opens the eyes of man, and Valluvar
says:—
Those who are said to have eyes are
the learned
but the unlearned have merely two sores upon
their face. (393)
è‡μ¬ìò ªó¡ðõ˜ èŸ«ø£˜ ºèˆFó‡´
¹‡μ¬ìò˜ è™ô£ îõ˜. (393)

That Tiruvalluvar was not unaware of the modern theory of
education can be seen from the following Kural:The more you delve into the sandy spring,
the more its water spouts;
likewise
the more men study,
the more their knowledge spouts. (396)
ªî£†ì¬ùˆ ÉÁ‹ ñíŸ«èE ñ£‰î˜‚°‚
èŸø¬ùˆ ÉÁ‹ ÜP¾. (396)
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The sage had pity for those, who, though they knew the
honour that learning brings,never care to acquire it till their death.
“Any country and any town will become the country
and the town of the learned men, and yet
why do they not learn even till theydie?” (397)
ò£î£Â‹ ï£ì£ñ£™ áó£ñ£™ â¡ªù£¼õ¡
ê£‰¶¬í»ƒ è™ô£î õ£Á. (397)

Learning gives joy to the learned and the learned distribute
their joy by passing it on to the world. Says Valluvar :The enlightened like to see the world
taking part in the joy which learning gives them. (399)
î£I¡ ¹Áõ¶ àôA¡ ¹ø‚è‡´
è£ºÁõ˜ èŸøP‰ î£˜. (399)

The sage thinks that the uneducated men belong to a
different species altogether from that of the educated men.
As beasts are to men,
so are
the unlearned to the learned. (410)
Môƒªè£´ ñ‚èœ Ü¬ùò˜ Þôƒ°Ë™
èŸø£ªó£´ ã¬ù òõ˜. (410)

Valluvar was rightly convinced that learning can be better
acquired and assimilated through the ear-gate than through the
eye-gate.
According to him, to listen to an exposition of truth by a
learned man is by far more fruitful than to read it in cold print.
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In ancient Tamil Nadu books were not available in print and
most works were inscribed and stored in palm leaves. A man
might not be able to read the palm leaf script, but still he might
be a learned man having heard for long years truths expounded
by men of understanding and experience. That is why Valluvar
says in Kural No. 411:—
The Wealth of wealth is wealth acquired through the ear;
it is the noblest among all the wealths.
ªê™õˆ¶œ ªê™õ‹ ªêM„ªê™õ‹ Ü„ªê™õ‹
ªê™õˆ¶œ â™ô£‹ î¬ô. (411)

Valluvar proceeds to rank food for the stomach very much
below the food for the ear.
When there is no food for the ear,
a little food might be given even to the stomach. (412)
ªêM‚°í¾ Þ™ô£î «ð£›¶ CP¶
õJŸÁ‚°‹ ßòŠ ð´‹. (412)
Let him, who has no learning,
at least listen to the learned;
it will prove a supporting staff in times of distress. (414)
èŸPô ù£JÂ‹ «è†è Üçªî£¼õŸ°
åŸèˆF¡ áŸø£‰ ¶¬í. (414)

According to Valluvar, the power of the word differs
according to the character of the man who utters it.
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He says:—
The words that fall from the lips of the man of character
are like a supporting staff
in slippery ground. (415)
Þ¿‚è™ à¬ì»N áŸÁ‚«è£™ ÜŸ«ø
å¿‚è‹ à¬ìò£˜ õ£Œ„ªê£™. (415)

Valluvar was aware of the fact that listening to another with
concentration is as difficult as making a cogent speech. The art
of listening has therefore to be cultivated; otherwise what is
received by the one ear will pass through the other without
making any impression upon the mind. So says Valluvar in Kural
No. 418;
The ear, which has not been bored open
by continual listening,
listens not, though appearing to listen.
«è†HÂƒ «è÷£ˆ î¬èò«õ «èœMò£™
«î£†èŠ ðì£î ªêM. (418)

Tasting a thing by the mouth is something which man shares
with the animal. So Valluvar indignantly asserts:Those boors, who know
only to taste with the mouth,
but not to taste with the ear—
what does it matter if they live or die? (420)
ªêMJ¡ ²¬õ»íó£ õ£Œàí˜M¡ ñ£‚èœ
ÜMJÂ‹ õ£NÂ‹ â¡. (420)
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Villainy
Valluvar distils his hatred for the villain in the following
Kural :—
The villains look exactly like men;
such close mimics
we have never set eyes upon. (1071)
ñ‚è«÷ «ð£™õ˜ èòõ˜ Üõó¡ù
åŠð£˜ ò£ƒè‡ì¶ Þ™. (1071)

He sarcastically envies the villains for their utter freedom from
compunction:—Richer are the villains
than the practitioners of Virtue;
‘for their hearts suffer from no qualms of conscience.
(1072)
ï¡øP õ£KŸ èòõ˜ F¼¾¬ìò˜
ªï…êˆ¶ Üõô‹ Þô˜. (1072)

The villains have no scruples and nothing can move them
except fear or hope of gain. Says the Kural :—
Fear is the one thing that is a restraining influence
upon the villains,
and next to fear, hope of gain
sometimes restrains them. (1075)
Ü„ê«ñ W›è÷¶ Ýê£ó‹ â„ê‹
Üõ£à‡«ì™ à‡ì£‹ CP¶. (1075)

Valluvar says the fruit tree is tended by men because it does
not secrete its sweetness but yields it up in the form of fruits,
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but the sugar-cane stores all its sweetness within its body and
people have therefore to crush it and extract its sweetness. Kural
No. 1078 says:
The great will become helpful to you,
the moment you speak out to them your grievance;
the villains will become helpful,
like sugar-cane,
the moment you crush them.
ªê£™ôŠ ðò¡ð´õ˜ ê£¡«ø£˜ è¼‹¹«ð£™
ªè£™ôŠ ðò¡ð´‹ W›. (1078)

The contempt that Valluvar has for villains is as intense as
his admiration for the Sages:—
For what are the villains fit
except to sell themselves
while in trouble? (1080)
âŸPŸ° àKò˜ èòõªó£¡Á àŸø‚è£™
MŸøŸ° àKò˜ M¬ó‰¶. (1080)

Friendship with evil men gives the shudder to Valluvar,
evidently because many of them had wormed their way into his
heart and ultimately betrayed him. Here is a gem of a Kural,
which has precipitated from his bitter experience:—
It is horrid even in dreams
to hobnob with men,
in whom there is a dichotomy
between their deeds and their words. (819)
èùMÂ‹ Þ¡ù£¶ ñ¡«ù£ M¬ù«õÁ
ªê£™«õÁ ð†ì£˜ ªî£ì˜¹. (819)
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Valluv
ar
imiles
alluvar
ar’’s SSimiles
Valluvar is famous for his analogies and similes, which are
incredibly original. Addressing ministers as to how they should
behave with fickle-minded kings, he says :—
Behave with them as you would whilst
warming yourselves at the fire;
if you go too near,
the fire will burn you,
if you go too far,
it will cease to protect you from the cold. (691)
Üèô£¶ Üμè£¶ b‚è£Œõ£˜ «ð£™è
Þè™«õ‰î˜„ «ê˜‰ªî£¿° õ£˜. (691)

It is found that a man, who occupies a high office, is adored,
but the moment he vacates that office, those adoring him start
despising him. Valluvar finds an extraordinary simile to explain
this phenomenon.
When the hair remains rooted in the head, it is tended with
great devotion, but the moment it falls down from the head, it
becomes an object of contempt and is swept rudely away. Valluvar
says:Like unto the hair,
that has fallen from the head,
is a man
who has fallen from his status. (964)
î¬ôJ¡ ÞN‰î ñJó¬ùò˜ ñ£‰î˜
G¬ôJ¡ ÞN‰î‚ è¬ì. (964)
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As a linguist, Valluvar knows that the sound “a” is the substratum of all other sounds. As he thinks of the genesis of this
world, an uncommon simile passes across his mind:All word-sounds have their genesis
in the sound—‘a’;
likewise
the whole of the world has its genesis in God. (1)
Üèó ºîô â¿ˆªî™ô£‹ ÝF
ðèõ¡ ºîŸ«ø àô°. (1)

Purity of M
eans
Means
Valluvar did not think that pure ends could be achieved by
impure means.
Wealth attained by proper means
and without foul practice
will generate virtue as well as joy. (754)
Üø¡ßÂ‹ Þ¡ðº‹ ßÂ‹ FøùP‰¶
bF¡P õ‰î ªð£¼œ. (754)

Valluvar insists on our remaining constantly in the company
of men of purity in order that we may acquire purity of mind
and purity of action. (455)
This Kural occurs in the Chapter on Avoidance of bad
Company.
In the Chapter on ‘The manner of Accumulation of Wealth’,
the poet says:-
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Let the man cast off from his embrace all wealth,
which comes not out of grace or love. (755)
Ü¼ª÷£´‹ Ü¡ªð£´‹ õ£ó£Š ªð£¼÷£‚è‹
¹™ô£˜ ¹ó÷ Mì™. (755)

In his chapter on ‘Impartiality’ Valluvar says :The wealth of the man of justice
will, without frittering away,
stand even his Posterity in goodstead. (112)
ªêŠð‹ à¬ìòõ¡ Ý‚è‹ C¬îM¡P
â„êˆFŸ «èñ£Š¹ à¬ìˆ¶. (112)

X . VA L L
UV
AR A
T T H E WORLD V E G E T
ARIAN
LU
VA
AT
TA
CONGRESS
The World Vegetarian Congress having its Headquarters in
Holland sent in 1961 a goodwill mission to India. The mission
consisted of Oxford Dons, French Savants, Dutch and German
Scholars. They were confirmed believers in vegetarianism and the
object of their visit to India was to receive inspiration from the
land of vegetarianism. After visiting several places in India, they
came to Coimbatore and convened a public meeting. The author
of this monograph, who happened to preside over the meeting,
quoted a Kural expounding the basis of vegetarianism. At the end
of the meeting, the European Savants rushed to the platform and
shouted, “This is the 151st meeting we have held in India. At each
meeting a vegetarian Indian presided and as a rule, had nothing
to say which could inspire us. On the contrary, those men were
pessimistic and said the future of vegetarianism in India was bleak,
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but the Kural you have quoted throws a new light on
vegetarianism and inspires us to stick to it”. The Kural that
captivated the European visitors was the one on non-killing.
Usually the merits and demerits of vegetarianism are canvassed
from the economic, hygienic, medical and cultural points of view.
Valluvar went to the bottom of the question and said, “Unless
we eschew violence from our minds and hearts, we cannot show
compassion to our fellow creatures”. Violence is disruptive of the
unity of life, and subversive of the reverence for life, without
which there can be no peace on the earth. Virtue has, therefore,
to be defined broadly so as to exclude all irreverence for lives. If
man practises non-killing, not mechanically, but out of genuine
respect for all life, he practises a supreme virtue, but if man resorts
to killing, whether the victim of the killing is man, bird or beast,
he shows an irreverence for life which would form the basis of
all other vices, such as theft, dacoity, rape and murder. This idea
has been most pithily put by Valluvar in Kural No. 321, which
can be translated as follows :—
What is virtue except non-killing?
for
killing brings in its train
all the other vices.
ÜøM¬ù ò£ªîQ™ ªè£™ô£¬ñ «è£ø™
HøM¬ù â™ô£‰ î¼‹. (321)

The representatives of the World Vegetarian Congress left
Coimbatore, saying that their Indian visit had been worthwhile,
because they had heard the voice of Valluvar lending a new
dimension to vegetarianism.
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XI. VALL
UV
AR’S BL
UE PRINT FOR THE E
VOL
UTION
ALLUV
UVAR’S
BLUE
EV
OLUTION
OF MAN
Tiruvalluvar has a fascinating blue print for the evolution of
Man. He knows that the average house-holder is usually selfcentred and narrow in his vision. He must, therefore, dangle
before him an ideal which he would think worth achieving. He
places before him the ideal of ‘Puhazh’ or fame and prescribes
certain virtues by practising which the house-holder can achieve
fame.
By the time the house-holder has achieved fame, he has, by
practising the prescribed virtues, become less self-centred and
more fit to work for a higher ideal than fame. At this stage
Valluvar places a greater ideal before him. He wants him to
become a man possessing perpetual inner joy and peace. For that
purpose, he wants the house-holder, who has achieved fame, to
become a contemplator, a meditator, a man of sacrifice, a
renunciant who will be in perpetual joy. After he achieves this
ideal, he becomes fit to play a significant and fruitful role as a
member of the community, as a citizen of the State and as a
universal man. At this stage Valluvar places before him the ideal
of the sage or the Superman and calls upon him to achieve this
ideal by practising certain loftier virtues.
It would indeed be edifying to study how Tiruvalluvar takes
us kindly by the hand and persuades us, by resorting to all the
tricks of psychiatry, to rise from a lower stage to the higher, till
at last we achieve the ideal of becoming a ‘Sanror’.
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It is difficult to translate the Tamil word ‘Sanror’ into English
because ‘Sanror’ is a man who possesses many different but great
virtues. According to Tiruvalluvar, ‘Salbu’, that is to say, the virtue
of the Sanror consists of a group of five distinguished virtues,
namely, universal love, sensitivity, helpfulness to all, compassion
and truth speaking. (Kural No. 983).
What are the qualities of the ‘Sanror’ as conceived by
Tiruvalluvar? He would be a man so full of love that he would
love even his enemy. In Kural No. 987, Tiruvalluvar asks :Of what avail is your Salbu,
if you do not do good
even to those who have done you evil.
Þ¡ù£ªêŒ î£˜‚°‹ ÞQò«õ ªêŒò£‚è£™
â¡ù ðòˆî«î£ ê£™¹. (987)

This goes farther than the doctrine of “turning the other
cheek”. Sanrors would be clear-sighted and, therefore, firm in
their determination to maintain their ideals.
“Even if the final deluge swirls around them,
the Sanrors will stand upright and unshakeable.
(Kural No. 989).
áN ªðòKÂ‹ î£‹ªðòó£˜ ê£¡ø£‡¬ñ‚°
ÝN âùŠð´ õ£˜. (989)

It is the view of Tiruvalluvar that only the moral dynamics
of the Sanrors enables the earth itself to bear its huge burden.
Says the Kural:-
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The earth will cease to bear its burden
if the Sanrors deteriorate in their virtues. (990)
ê£¡øõ˜ ê£¡ø£‡¬ñ °¡P¡ Þ¼Gô‰î£¡
î£ƒè£¶ ñ¡«ù£ ªð£¬ø. (990)

The Sanrors will not be distracted by the frolics of the ego.
In fact, they will have achieved the egoless condition by wiping
out the delusions of ‘I’ and ‘Mine’. They would, therefore, have
the magnanimous quality of accepting defeat even at the hands
of inferiors. (986)
As has been pointed out elsewhere, Tiruvalluvar thinks that
every man must be sensitive enough to realise that it is his duty
to raise himself to the level of a Sanror and that it is the duty of
every Sanror to do all those good acts which time and place
require him to do.
Before becoming a Sanror, the individual is required to
undergo probation, first as a house-holder, and then, as a selfdenying renunciant.
What, according to Valluvar, are the virtues that the householder must practise? He has given a very broad and unconfusing
definition of virtue:All virtue consists in being mentally free from dirt;
all else is pompous show. (34)
ñùˆ¶‚è‡ ñ£Cô¡ Ýî™ Ü¬ùˆîø¡
Ý°ô có Hø. (34)
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How are we to keep the mind free from dirt? Kural No. 35
says:—
Virtue consists in acting
in eradication of four evil qualities,
namely,
jealousy, covetousness, anger and evil speech.
Ü¿‚è£Á Üõ£ªõ°O Þ¡ù£„ªê£™ ï£¡°‹
Þ¿‚è£ Þò¡ø¶ Üø‹. (35)

These are qualities which are difficult to eradicate. But
Tirvualluvar tells us that unless we do so, we cannot achieve
happiness or fame. (39)
Dealing with the married life of the individual, Valluvar says
that if it is marked by love and virtue, it would receive an
ennobling quality and fulfil itself. (45)
The house-holder, who is frequently called upon to discharge
the onerous duties laid down by Valluvar, is made to look upon
these duties as interesting because Valluvar tells him frequently:The man, who lives the life of a house-holder
as it ought to be lived,
will be placed among the gods of Heaven. (50)
¬õòˆ¶œ õ£›õ£ƒ° õ£›ðõ¡ õ£Â¬ø»‹
ªîŒõˆ¶œ ¬õ‚èŠ ð´‹. (50)

The duties of the house-holder will be frustrated if he does
not have a virtuous wife. The wife, is described by Valluvar as
the life mate of the husband. In the Chapter on the virtues of
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the wife, Valluvar regards chastity as the highest of all the virtues
and says :—
She, who possesses chastity,
will develop miraculous powers. (54)
ªð‡EŸ ªð¼‰î‚è ò£¾÷ èŸªð¡Â‹
F‡¬ñ»‡ ì£èŠ ªðP¡. (54)

Another Kural says:A woman, who, while waking up from sleep,
worships not God, but worships her husband,……..
when she says, ‘Let it rain’,
it will rain. (55)
ªîŒõ‹ ªî£ö£Üœ ªè£¿ï¡ ªî£¿ªî¿õ£œ
ªðŒªòùŠ ªðŒ»‹ ñ¬ö. (55)

Kural No. 57 says:—
It is chastity that can give protection to a wife
and not any protective custody.
C¬øè£‚°ƒ è£Š¹âõ¡ ªêŒ»‹ ñèO˜
G¬øè£‚°ƒ è£Š«ð î¬ô. (57)

The wife is the queen of the home and her role in married
life is supreme. That is why in Kural No. 53, Valluvar asks:—
Whatever do you not possess,
if your wife is eminent in virtue?
if she be without virtue,
whatever can you be said to possess?
Þ™ôªî¡ Þ™ôõœ ñ£‡ð£ù£™ àœ÷ªî¡
Þ™ôõœ ñ£í£‚ è¬ì. (53)
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The right kind of married life breaks down the barriers
between the couple and gives them training in the noblest acts
of self-sacrifice and selfless love. The entry of children into the
home expands the circle of the home and consequently the ambit
of selflessness. When the child of a stranger puts its dirty hands
into a cup of coffee, you feel repugnant, but when the dirty fingers
are those of your own children, they add a new dimension to the
taste of the coffee they have dabbled in. Rightly did Valluvar
say:—
The gruel that has been dabbled in by the tender
hands of children
is sweeter far to their parents
than divine Nectar. (64)
ÜI›FÂ‹ ÝŸø ÞQ«îî‹ ñ‚èœ
CÁ¬è Ü÷£Mò Ã›. (64)

The prattle of the children is music for him, superior indeed
to that of the flute and the lyre.
“They, who have not heard the sweet prattle of their
own children,
say, “The flute is sweet and the lyre is sweet”. (66)
°ö™ÞQ¶ ò£›ÞQ¶ â¡ðî‹ ñ‚èœ
ñö¬ô„ªê£™ «è÷£ îõ˜. (66)

In this atmosphere of love and devotion, the children are
brought up in the family.
Now Valluvar delineates the responsibility of the father in
bringing up his child and says:—
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The father’s duty towards the son
consists
in making him sit in the front benches of a learned
assembly. (67)
î‰¬î ñèŸ°ÝŸÁ‹ ï¡P Ü¬õòˆ¶
º‰F J¼Šð„ ªêò™. (67)

and the son should co-operate with his father in the discharge of
his duties. The son’s ideal should be to become a Sanror.
The mother who hears her son has become a Sanror
will be happier, at that moment,
than when she gave birth to him. (69)
ß¡ø ªð£¿FŸ ªðK¶õ‚°‹ î¡ñè¬ù„
ê£¡«ø£¡ âù‚«è†ì î£Œ. (69)

The best way a son can repay the kindness of his father is to
make men say:—
By what great penance
did his father beget him? (70)
ñè¡î‰¬î‚° ÝŸÁ‹ àîM Þõ¡î‰¬î
â¡«ù£Ÿø£¡ ªè£™âÂ‹ ªê£™. (70)

After indicating the warmth of the inter-personal relationship
that must exist among father, mother and son, Valluvar wants that
the love that sustains the members of the family should not get
atrophied in selfish pursuits but should become universal by
transcending the limits of the individual, the family, the
community and the country. In Kural No. 72, the differences
between genuine love, which redeems itself by the highest and
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noblest acts of sacrifice, and the utter lack of love, which marks
the stony-hearted are exemplified. Says the Kural :—
The loveless men belong all to themselves;
but men of love
belong to others-their bones and all. (72)
Ü¡Hô£˜ â™ô£‰ îñ‚°Kò˜ Ü¡¹¬ìò£˜
â¡¹‹ àKò˜ Hø˜‚°. (72)

Having emphasised the importance of love, Valluvar calls
upon the house-holder to show hospitality to guests. 2000 years
ago, there were not many inns or hotels in Tamil Nadu. It was
full of villages of varying sizes. Pilgrims, men of business and
scholars in pursuit of Truth and poets would be performing their
long journeys by foot, breaking their journey, at dusk and
resuming it by dawn the next day. The climate of Tamil Nadu is
such that except for two or three months in the year, anybody
could lie down under the open sky on the pials of houses without
having to pay any rent for such user. It is against this background
we have to understand the great emphasis that Tiruvalluvar has
placed upon hospitality to guests. The guests might be known
or unknown persons and if they come within the house, they
should be warmly and respectfully taken in and looked after. They
were not all mendicants who lived by taking alms. Ordinarily,
they would be hypersensitive persons like poets, artists,
philosophers. So says Kural No. 90:—
If we smell the Anicha flower,
it will wither and wilt away;
like wise, if you look at the guest with an un welcoming
face,
he will wither and wilt away.
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«ñ£Šð‚ °¬ö»‹ ÜQ„ê‹ ºè‰FK‰¶
«ï£‚è‚ °¬ö»‹ M¼‰¶. (90)

Sweet speech lubricates the wheels of life and keeps the
atmosphere positively creative. In fact a hearty gift with an
unsmiling face is much less productive of good than sweet speech
with a beaming face. (92)
Valluvar is surprised that people, who reap rich dividends by
indulging in sweet speech, should be so unbusinesslike as to use
harsh words and incur certain loss.
Another virtue, which Valluvar wants the householder to
cultivate, is the virtue of gratitude. He knew the liberating
influence of gratitude upon the human mind. He says:—
It is not good
to forget the good done to us,
but it is good forthwith
to forget the evil done to us. (108)
ï¡P ñøŠð¶ ï¡ø¡Á ï¡ø™ô¶
Ü¡«ø ñøŠð¶ ï¡Á. (108)

To remember an act of kindness done to us by another will
give us mental joy and physical pleasure. It is neither good for
the body nor for the mind to remember mental or physical pain
caused to us. That is why the Sage says, ‘It is better forgotten
forthwith’.
Valluvar advises us as to how we should react to evil. Even if
a man has inflicted upon us a murderous injury, the effect of it
will be wiped out by thinking of some good he might have done
us before. (109)
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Another quality which Tiruvalluvar calls upon the
householder to pursue is impartiality. It is the ornament of the
wise to remain impartial without inclining to either side like the
level rod of the balance loaded with equal weight on both of its
pans. (118)
Next in order comes the possession of humility. Tiruvalluvar
says :—
Humility will place you among the gods
but the lack of it will engulf you in the deepest darkness.
(121)
Üì‚è‹ Üñó¼œ àŒ‚°‹ Üìƒè£¬ñ
ÝK¼œ àŒˆ¶ M´‹. (121)

This idea goes counter to Hazlitt’s statement ‘Humility is the
worst of virtues’. Evidently, Hazlitt must have confused timidity
with humility. Humility is the mark of the man of learning, who
has realised how ignorant he is. As Valluvar says:Humility is good for all,
but when it is shown by the rich
it shines like a special wealth. (125)
â™ô£˜‚°‹ ï¡ø£‹ ðEî™ Üõ¼œÀ‹
ªê™õ˜‚«è ªê™õ‰ î¬èˆ¶. (125)

The man, who has no humility, may get angry, easily wag
his tongue needlessly and thereby come to grief. That is why
Valluvar says:
A wound caused by a burning fire
may heal internally,
but not a wound caused by a blistering tongue. (129)
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bJù£Ÿ ²†ì¹‡ àœ÷£Á‹ Ýø£«î
ï£Mù£Ÿ ²†ì õ´. (129)

Valluvar next asks the householder to cultivate character. He
does not say that character will give him postmortem paradise.
All that he says is “Character gives a man an honourable place
in Society and, therefore, it should be valued more than life itself”.
(131)
In Kural No. 137, he says:A man of character achieves greatness;
but a man who has no character achieves infinite
disgrace.
å¿‚èˆF¡ âŒ¶õ˜ «ñ¡¬ñ Þ¿‚èˆF¡
âŒ¶õ˜ âŒî£Š ðN. (137)

Valluvar persuades us to cultivate good character by saying:“Character alone produces happiness”. Kural No. 138 says:Good character sows the seed,
out of which happiness sprouts forth,
but bad character will give eternal sorrow.
ï¡P‚° Mˆî£°‹ ï™ªô£¿‚è‹ bªò£¿‚è‹
â¡Á‹ Þ´‹¬ð î¼‹. (138)

Valluvar is particular that a man, who lives the life of a
householder, shall not covet another man’s wife. He says:Of all the fools that stand
on the out-skirts of virtue,
there is no fool greater
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than the one who stands
on the outskirts of another man’s home. (142)
Üø¡è¬ì G¡ø£¼œ â™ô£‹ Hø¡è¬ì
G¡ø£K¡ «ð¬îò£˜ Þ™. (142)

Valluvar knows what a tremendous amount of courage is
required not to covet another mans wife. He also knows that
when once that courage is achieved, great dignity will go with it.
In Kural No. 148, he says:That supreme courage of manliness,
which looks not at the wife of another,
is not merely a virtue for the great;
it lends them a great dignity. (148)
Hø¡ñ¬ù «ï£‚è£î «ðó£‡¬ñ ê£¡«ø£˜‚°
Üøªù£¡«ø£ Ý¡ø å¿‚°. (148)

Turning to the quality of forbearance, Valluvar tells the
householder:Just as the Earth bears
even those who cut into it,
it is important to bear
even those who revile us. (151)
Üè›õ£¬óˆ î£ƒ°‹ Gô‹«ð£ôˆ î‹¬ñ
Þè›õ£˜Š ªð£Áˆî™ î¬ô. (151)

In Kural No. 153, he gives us an interesting and thoughtprovoking epigram:
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Poverty in poverty
is
to turn a guest away without feeding him;
Might of might
is
to suffer fools.
Þ¡¬ñ»œ Þ¡¬ñ M¼‰ªî£ó£™ õ¡¬ñ»œ
õ¡¬ñ ñìõ£˜Š ªð£¬ø. (153)

Hospitality and forbearance go hand in hand in this Kural.
In Kural No. 160, he says:—
Those, who endure fasting as a penance,
are great,
but they are next only to those,
who endure the evil words of others.
à‡í£¶ «ï£Ÿð£˜ ªðKò˜ Hø˜ªê£™½‹
Þ¡ù£„ªê£™ «ï£Ÿð£K¡ H¡. (160)

Valluvar next asks the house-holder to be free from jealousy,
which Shakespeare points to as that “green-eyed toad”. In Kural
No. 165, Valluvar says:To those who have envy
it is punishment enough;
even without enemies it can bring them destruction.
Ü¿‚è£Á à¬ìò£˜‚° Ü¶ê£½‹ å¡ù£˜
õ¿‚A»‹ «è¯¡ ð¶. (165)

The next advice that Tiruvalluvar gives the householder is
not to covet another man’s property. We know how Prime
Minister Gladstone’s kleptomania brought disgrace to an
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otherwise magnificent personality. Next to non-coveting, Valluvar
places the virtue of abstinence from back-biting. Back-biting is
the very reverse of the way of love and is disruptive of friendship
and unity. Kural No. 187, says:—
Those, who know not
to cultivate friendship with laughter,
will, by back-biting,
estrange the closest of relatives.
ðè„ªê£™L‚ «èO˜Š HKŠð˜ ïè„ªê£™L
ï†ð£ì™ «îŸø£ îõ˜. (187)

Valluvar pours contempt upon the back-biters by
wondering:—
Is it out of charity
that the Earth bears the burden
of the one who slanders people behind their backs. (189)
Üø¡«ï£‚A ÝŸÁƒªè£™ ¬õò‹ ¹ø¡«ï£‚AŠ
¹¡ªê£™ à¬óŠð£¡ ªð£¬ø. (189)

In Kural No. 190, the poet asks:—
If people should detect their own faults,
even as they detect the faults of others,
would any evil happen to mankind?
ãFô£˜ °Ÿø‹«ð£™ îƒ°Ÿøƒ è£‡AŸH¡
b¶‡«ì£ ñ¡Â‹ àJ˜‚°. (190)

Next, Valluvar proceeds to instruct the house-holder, not to
indulge in profitless words, and to learn to dread even the
performance of evil deeds. In Kural No. 205, he says:—
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Don’t commit evil, saying, “I am poor”;
if you do, you will become poorer still,
Þô¡â¡Á bò¬õ ªêŒòŸè; ªêŒJ¡
Þôù£°‹ ñŸÁ‹ ªðò˜ˆ¶. (205)

In Kural No. 204, he observes:—
Think not even forgetfully,
of ruining others;
Virtue will engulf in evil
the man, who thinks of doing evil to others.
ñø‰¶‹ Hø¡«è´ ÅöŸè; ÅN¡
Üø…Å¿‹ Å›‰îõ¡ «è´. (204)

In a separate chapter, Valluvar commends benevolence to all:Benevolence seeks not
any return;
how can the Earth repay the clouds
for their benevolence! (211)
¬è‹ñ£Á «õ‡ì£ èìŠð£´, ñ£Kñ£†´
â¡ÝŸÁƒ ªè£™«ô£ àô°. (211)

It is the confirmed judgement of Valluvar that neither in the
world of the gods nor here upon the Earth, can we come across
a virtue which is greater than benevolence.
The wealth of those, who distribute it to others, is like
the lake, supplied by springs,
being filled to the brim with drinking water. (215)
á¼E c˜G¬ø‰ îŸ«ø àôèõ£‹
«ðóP õ£÷¡ F¼. (215)
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Wealth, when it is in the hands of a benevolent man,
is like
the ripening of a fruit tree right in the midst of a town.
(216)
ðò¡ñó‹ àœÙ˜Š ð¿ˆîŸø£™ ªê™õ‹
ïòÂ¬ì ò£¡è‡ ð®¡. (216)
If it were said that evil will emerge out of benevolence, it
is worth procuring such benevolence even by selling
oneself. (220).
åŠ¹óM ù£™õ¼‹ «èªìQ¡ Üçªî£¼õ¡
MŸÁ‚«è£œ î‚è ¶¬ìˆ¶. (220)

Valluvar has a thousand ways of persuading the Haves to help
the Have-nots. Kural No 225 says :—
The power of enduring hunger is a mighty power
but it is next only to the power of those,
who can remove that hunger by giving.
ÝŸÁõ£˜ ÝŸø™ ðCÝŸø™ ÜŠðC¬ò
ñ£ŸÁõ£˜ ÝŸøL¡ H¡. (225)

Valluvar pities those hard-hearted misers, who hoard their
riches all life long and then die leaving all their hard-earned riches
behind. He asks with smiling sensitivity:—
Don’t they know the joy of giving—
these hard-hearted men who hoard
just to lose their hoarding? (228)
ßˆ¶õ‚°‹ Þ¡ð‹ ÜPò£˜ªè£™ î£º¬ì¬ñ
¬õˆFö‚°‹ õ¡è íõ˜. (228)
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Valluvar climaxes his chapter on ‘Giving’ with the following
Kural:There is nothing more evil
than dying;
even dying will be sweet
if you have lost the capacity to give. (230)
ê£îL¡ Þ¡ù£î F™¬ô ÞQîÉà‹
ßî™ Þ¬òò£‚ è¬ì. (230)

Having catalogued all the virtues above discussed and
commended them to the house-holder, Valluvar tells him that the
outcome of practising all these virtues is renown, (Puhazh). He
makes this ideal attractive by saying:—
There is nothing immortal in this world
except fame, which exalts you in the eyes of the world.
(233)
å¡ø£ àôèˆ¶ àò˜‰î ¹èö™ô£™
ªð£¡ø£¶ GŸðªî£¡Á Þ™. (233)

Valluvar underlines the need for achieving fame by saying:—
If you are born into this world,
be born with qualities,
which make for fame;
those, who have not those qualities,
had better remain unborn. (236)
«î£¡P¡ ¹èªö£´ «î£¡Áè ÜçFô£˜
«î£¡øL¡ «î£¡ø£¬ñ ï¡Á. (236)
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We can hear Valluvar gnashing his teeth as he adds :—
The soil, which bears the burden of an infamous man,
will become barren and infertile. (239)
õ¬êJô£ õ‡ðò¡ °¡Á‹ Þ¬êJô£
ò£‚¬è ªð£Áˆî Gô‹. (239)

Kural No. 240 embodies the ultimate verdict of
Tiruvalluvar:—
They alone live,
who live without infamy;
and they alone live not,
who live without fame.
õ¬êåNò õ£›õ£«ó õ£›õ£˜ Þ¬êªò£Nò
õ£›õ£«ó õ£ö£ îõ˜. (240)

It is true that love of fame is not entirely an unselfish virtue.
But then Valluvar knows that it is a sufficiently sound
psychological incentive for the ordinary man to practise such
graceful and unselfish virtues as hospitality, gratitude, impartiality,
humility, character, patience, etc.
After tempting the house-holder to cultivate these virtues and
to secure fame in the eyes of society, Valluvar places before him
the loftier ideal of living in the world with eternal and incessant
joy. In order to achieve this ideal, the house-holder must
renounce, not the world, but certain egoistic habits and
tendencies. He appeals to the house-holder to become a Thuravi
or a renunciant by cultivating certain special and difficult virtues.
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First he must acquire spiritual grace:—
Acquire grace by pursuing the path of goodness;
whatever system you may explore,
you will find that grace alone is your companion. (242)
ï™ô£Ÿø£¡ ï£® Ü¼÷£œè ð™ô£Ÿø™
«îKÂ‹ Üç«î ¶¬í. (242)

They will never enter the evil world of darkness whose hearts
ooze with grace (Kural No. 243). Rightly does Valluvar declare:—
Those who help others by exercising grace,
will never fear for their lives. (244)
ñ¡ÂJ˜ æ‹H Ü¼÷£œõ£Ÿ° Þ™ªô¡ð
î¡ÂJ˜ Ü…²‹ M¬ù. (244)

This Kural appears to be both a commentary upon and an
illustration of the life and conduct of martyrs like Mahatma
Gandhi.
The other world is not for those who have no grace,
even as this world is not for those who have no wealth.
(247)
Ü¼O™ô£˜‚° Üš¾ôè‹ Þ™¬ô
ªð£¼O™ô£˜‚°
Þš¾ôè‹ Þ™ô£A ò£ƒ°. (247)
Those, who lose their wealth,
may, at some future time, blossom again;
but those, who have lost grace,
have lost it for ever and for ever and can never recover it.
(248)
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ªð£¼÷Ÿø£˜ ÌŠð˜ å¼è£™ Ü¼÷Ÿø£˜
ÜŸø£˜ñŸ ø£î™ ÜK¶. (248)
The man, who performs a virtuous act without grace,
is like a muddle-headed man
securing a glimpse of Reality. (249)
ªî¼÷£î£¡ ªñŒŠªð£¼œ è‡ìŸø£™ «îK¡
Ü¼÷£î£¡ ªêŒ»‹ Üø‹. (249)

Cultivation of grace necessarily leds, in the view of Valluvar,
to compassion for all lives. That is why he calls upon the
householder to renounce the eating of meat, in order that he may
become a man of grace. Kural No 251 Says:—
How can he be possessed of grace,
who, to swell his own flesh,
eats the flesh of others!
î¡Û¡ ªð¼‚èŸ°ˆ î£¡HP¶ áÂ‡ð£¡
âƒéù‹ ÝÀ‹ Ü¼œ. (251)

The wily argument “I only eat the flesh of animals killed by
others; I don’t kill animals myself ”, is met by Valluvar in the
following Kural (No. 256).
If the world were to refuse
to kill for the purpose of eating,
there would be none to sell flesh
for the purpose of gaining money.
FùŸªð£¼†ì£™ ªè£™ô£¶ àôªèQ¡ ò£¼‹
M¬ôŠªð£¼†ì£™ á¡î¼õ£˜ Þ™. (256)

Here in this context, Valluvar takes the opportunity to
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denounce the enormous number of sacrifices of animals, which
were made in the name of religion during his time. Kural
Not to kill an animal and eat its flesh
is better far
than pouring ghee into a thousand sacrificial fires. (259)
ÜMªê£K‰ î£Jó‹ «õ†ìL¡ å¡ø¡
àJ˜ªê°ˆ ¶‡í£¬ñ ï¡Á. (259)
All lives will,
with folded hands, worship him,
who would neither kill an animal nor eat its flesh. (260)
ªè£™ô£¡ ¹ô£¬ô ñÁˆî£¬ù‚ ¬èÃŠH
â™ô£ àJ¼‹ ªî£¿‹. (260)

The next thing that Valluvar commends is the practice of
Thavam or meditation. Performance of austerity and noninfliction of injury to other lives are said to be part of Thavam.
A man who has increased his spiritual power by Thavam, gets
enormous powers of changing his very environment:—
Destruction of the enemies
and elevation of friends
can be wrought by the mere thoughts of the man
who performs penance. (264)
å¡ù£˜ˆ ªîø½‹ àõ‰î£¬ó Ý‚è½‹
â‡E¡ îõˆî£¡ õ¼‹. (264)
As whatever one wishes
can be attained
in the manner one wishes,
Thavam must be practised here and now. (265)
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«õ‡®ò «õ‡®ò£ƒ ªèŒîô£™ ªêŒîõ‹
ß‡´ ºòôŠ ð´‹. (265)
Those who performs Thavam
are really those who perform their proper duties;
the others get entangled in desire
and toil in vain. (266)
îõ…ªêŒõ£˜ îƒè¼ñ… ªêŒõ£˜ñŸ ø™ô£˜
Üõ…ªêŒõ£˜ Ý¬ê»† ð†´. (266)
Those who perform austerities by going through the
crucible of agony
will shine all the brighter like gold heated in
the crucible of fire. (267)
²ì„²ì¼‹ ªð£¡«ð£™ åOM´‹ ¶¡ð…
²ì„²ì «ï£ŸAŸ ðõ˜‚°. (267)
All souls will worship him,
who, losing his Ego,
gets control of his own soul. (268)
î¡ÂJ˜ î£¡ÜøŠ ªðŸø£¬ù ã¬ùò
ñ¡ÂJ ªó™ô£‹ ªî£¿‹. (268)
Those who have attained in full
the power derived from penance
can successfully pummel even the Lord of death. (269)
ÃŸø‹ °Fˆî½‹ ¬èÃ´‹ «ï£ŸøL¡
ÝŸø™ î¬ôŠð† ìõ˜‚°. (269)
The have-nots have increased and multiplied,
because
those, who practise penance are a few,
and those, who practice it not, are many. (270)
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Þô˜ðô ó£Aò è£óí‹ «ï£Ÿð£˜
Cô˜ðô˜ «ï£ô£ îõ˜. (270)

While commending the practice of penance, Valluvar takes
care to denounce those wicked men who pretend and pass off
for men of penance.
Looking at the secret sin of the wicked-hearted
the elements five (of which the body is composed)
will laugh inwardly. (271)
õ…ê ñùˆî£¡ ð®Ÿªø£¿‚è‹ Ìîƒèœ
ä‰¶‹ Üèˆ«î ï°‹. (271)

It is here that Valluvar warns us against being misled by the
outer shape of things :—
Though the lute (yazh) is crooked,
it produces wholesome music,
unlike the arrow, which, though straight,
is cruel in the effect it produces. (279)
è¬íªè£®¶ ò£›«è£´ ªêšM¶Ýƒ è¡ù
M¬ùð´ ð£ô£™ ªè£÷™. (279)

So, says Valluvar :—
We must judge men, not by their appearance,
but by the actual deeds that they perform. (667)
à¼¾è‡´ âœ÷£¬ñ «õ‡´‹
à¼œªð¼‰«î˜‚°
Ü„ê£E Ü¡ù£˜ à¬ìˆ¶. (667)
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Valluvar has a dig at the external paraphernalia of men who
are not really spiritual in conduct.
There is no need to shave the head
nor elongate the face with a beard,
if you have liquidated acts which the world condemns.
(280)
ñNˆî½‹ c†ì½‹ «õ‡ì£ àôè‹
ðNˆî¶ åNˆ¶ M®¡. (280)

Valluvar next pleads for non-covetousness:—
Stealth stands steadfast in the heart of the covetous,
even as Virtue stands steadfast
in the heart of those who have a sense of measure. (288)
Ü÷õP‰î£˜ ªï…êˆ îø‹«ð£ô GŸ°‹
è÷õP‰î£˜ ªï…C™ èó¾. (288)

The renunciant is next required to practise truthful speech
(Vaimai).
If you ask what truth-speaking means
it is speaking words,
which are untainted
by the least trace of evil. (291)
õ£Œ¬ñ âùŠð´õ¶ ò£ªîQ¡ ò£ªî£¡Á‹
b¬ñ Þô£î ªê£ô™. (291)

It may be remarked that Valluvar tests even truth on the
touch-stone of goodness. Supposing the uttering of truth is likely
to produce evil, what shall we do? Valluvar anticipates this
question and answers it in the following Kural :—
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Even falsehood belongs to the realm of truth,
if it can produce faultless good. (292)
ªð£Œ‹¬ñ»‹ õ£Œ¬ñ Jìˆî ¹¬ób˜‰î
ï¡¬ñ ðò‚°‹ âQ¡. (292)

Valluvar says that the man of truth will be universally
acclaimed, He declares in Kural No. 294:—
He who lives by renouncing falsehood from his heart,
will live enshrined
in the hearts of all mankind.
àœ÷ˆî£™ ªð£Œò£ ªî£¿A¡ àôèˆî£˜
àœ÷ˆ¶ ª÷™ô£‹ à÷¡. (294)

Valluvar thinks that truth-speaking is even superior to the
making of gifts and the performing of penance. Valluvar is so
convinced of the spiritual quality of truth-speaking that he goes
to the extent of asserting :—
If one can be free from falsehood,
it is needless for him to practise any other virtue. (297)
ªð£Œò£¬ñ ªð£Œò£¬ñ ÝŸP¡ Üø‹Hø
ªêŒò£¬ñ ªêŒò£¬ñ ï¡Á. (297)
External cleanliness can be procured
by a wash with water;
but internal cleanliness can be secured
only by truth-speaking. (298)
¹ø‰ÉŒ¬ñ có£¡ Ü¬ñ»‹ Üè‰ÉŒ¬ñ
õ£Œ¬ñò£™ è£íŠ ð´‹. (298)
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To the wise,
all the lights of the world are not lights,
the light of truth
is the only guiding light. (299)
â™ô£ M÷‚°‹ M÷‚è™ô ê£¡«ø£˜‚°Š
ªð£Œò£ M÷‚«è M÷‚°. (299)

In the concluding Kural on Veracity, Tiruvalluvar gives a
magisterial summation of his entire life’s experience in the
following words :—
Of all the verities
we have scrutinized,
there is nothing more productive of good
than truth-speaking. (300)
ò£ªñŒò£‚ è‡ìõŸÁœ Þ™¬ô
â¬ùˆªî£¡Á‹
õ£Œ¬ñJ¡ ï™ô Hø. (300)

The sage next asks us to refrain from anger. A man may not
be angry with his master, because he dare not, but he may lose
his temper very often, while dealing with his servant. So Valluvar
tells us which kind of restraint is proper:
He is the real restrainer of anger
who restrains it where it can hurt;
where your anger cannot hurt,
what does it matter if you restrain it or give it free rein.
(301)
ªê™Lìˆ¶‚ è£Šð£¡ Cùƒè£Šð£¡
Ü™Lìˆ¶‚
è£‚A¡â¡ è£õ£‚è£™ â¡. (301)
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In Kural No. 304, it is said:—
Can there be a greater foe than anger
which would kill laughter as well as joy?
ï¬è»‹ àõ¬è»‹ ªè£™½‹ CùˆF¡
ð¬è»‹ à÷«õ£ Hø. (304)

Valluvar next refers to the destructive effect of anger upon
the human body :—
If you want to guard yourself,
guard against anger;
if you guard not,
anger will kill yourself. (305)
î¡¬ùˆî£¡ è£‚A¡ Cùƒè£‚è è£õ£‚è£™
î¡¬ù«ò ªè£™½‹ Cù‹. (305)

In the next chapter on ‘Non-doing of evil’, Valluvar calls
upon the Man of penance :Not to do evil,
in any manner,
at any time,
to any one even mentally. (317)
â¬ùˆî£Â‹ â…ë£¡Á‹ ò£˜‚°‹
ñùˆî£ù£‹
ñ£í£ªêŒ ò£¬ñ î¬ô. (317)
A man knows what pain evil inflicts upon him.
Why, then, should he think of inflicting evil upon
others? (Kural No. 318)
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î¡ÂJ˜‚° Þ¡ù£¬ñ î£ùPõ£¡
â¡ªè£«ô£
ñ¡ÂJ˜‚° Þ¡ù£ ªêò™. (318)
If you do evil to others in the forenoon,
evil will come of its own accord
and inflict itself upon you
in the afternoon. (319)
Hø˜‚°Þ¡ù£ ºŸðè™ ªêŒJ¡ îñ‚°Þ¡ù£
HŸðè™ î£«ñ õ¼‹. (319)

The next Chapter on non-killing embodies the central
concept of Tiruvalluvar. He thinks that man should have
reverence for all lives and that if he shows irreverence to life in
any form, he will be sowing the seeds of vice. In Kural No. 323,
it is said:—
“The greatest good is, without doubt, ‘Non-killing’,
next to it in rank comes freedom from falsehood”.
å¡ø£è ï™ô¶ ªè£™ô£¬ñ ñŸÁÜî¡
H¡ê£óŠ ªð£Œò£¬ñ ï¡Á. (323)

Valluvar’s luminous insight in this behalf is expressed by him
in a myriad ways. In Kural No. 324, Valluvar says:If you ask what is the perfect way,
it is the way by which
the killing of any life is avoided.
ï™ô£Á âùŠð´õ¶ ò£ªîQ¡ ò£ªî£¡Á‹
ªè£™ô£¬ñ Å¿‹ ªïP. (324)
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In the estimation of those, who know the nature of
vileness,
men, who destroy life, are the vilest. (Kural No. 329)
ªè£¬ôM¬ùò ó£Aò ñ£‚èœ ¹¬ôM¬ùò˜
¹¡¬ñ ªîKõ£ óèˆ¶. (329)

After calling upon the house-holder to practise these virtues,
he reminds him of the evanescence of things so that he may not
procrastinate and postpone the practice of the recommended
virtues.
In Kural No. 331, he says:—
To mistake the evanescent for the Eternal
is the quality of the meanest intellect and has to be
disdained.
G™ô£î õŸ¬ø G¬ôJù â¡Áí¼‹
¹™ôP õ£‡¬ñ è¬ì. (331)

Referring to the transience of wealth, he says :—
Accumulation of great wealth
is like
the accumulation of a vast crowd
in a dramatic theatre;
wealth disappears as quickly as the crowd
that melts away
after the theatrical play ends. (332)
Ãˆî£†´ Ü¬õ‚°ö£ˆ îŸ«ø ªð¼…ªê™õ‹
«ð£‚°‹ Ü¶MO‰ îŸÁ. (332)

Though wealth itself is impermanent, Valluvar tells us that
works of permanent value can be rendered with the aid of wealth.
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Perishable is the nature of wealth;
if you obtain it,
forthwith do something imperishable. (333)
ÜŸè£ Þò™HŸÁ„ ªê™õ‹ Ü¶ªðŸø£™
ÜŸ°ð Ýƒ«è ªêò™. (333)

As regards the evanescence of human life, Valluvar says:The one, who existed yesterday,
is no more today;
that is the glory of earthly life. (336)
ªï¼ï™ à÷ªù£¼õ¡ Þ¡P™¬ô â¡Â‹
ªð¼¬ñ à¬ìˆ¶Þš ¾ô°. (336)

And what about the passage of time? Every day that passes
brings death closer by a day:—
To the wise,
that which appears to be a day
is but a saw
which cuts down the term of human life. (334)
ï£ª÷ù å¡Á«ð£™ è£†® àJ˜ß¼‹
õ£÷¶ àí˜õ£˜Š ªðP¡. (334)

Hence the need to do the right thing and that, too,
quickly:—
Do virtuous deeds quickly,
before the tongue becomes powerless,
and the fateful hiccup supervenes. (335)
ï£„ªêŸÁ M‚°œ«ñ™ õ£ó£º¡ ï™M¬ù
«ñŸªê¡Á ªêŒòŠ ð´‹. (335)
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Those who know not
to live richly even for a moment
occupy their minds with a million-million fancies,
nay, even more. (337)
å¼ªð£¿¶‹ õ£›õ¶ ÜPò£˜ è¼¶ð
«è£®»‹ Ü™ô ðô. (337)

Here is a cameo by Tiruvalluvar on the relationship between
the body and the soul.
The hunter puts a basket over a bird
and thinks he has imprisoned it;
but the wily bird burrows into the ground
and out of the basket and flies away.
That is the kind of friendship, which exists between the
body and the soul. (338)
°ì‹¬ð îQˆ¶åNòŠ ¹œðø‰ îŸ«ø
àì‹ªð£´ àJK¬ì ï†¹. (338)
Death is like unto sleep
and birth is like a waking up from slumber. (339)
àøƒ° õ¶«ð£½‹ ê£‚è£´ àøƒA
MNŠð¶ «ð£½‹ HøŠ¹. (339)

Looking at the phantasmagoria of souls tenanting one body
after another in the succession of births, Valluvar pitifully says:—
Is there no permanent refuge for the soul,
which takes a temporary shelter in the body! (340)
¹‚A™ Ü¬ñ‰F¡Á ªè£™«ô£ àì‹HÂœ
¶„C™ Þ¼‰î àJ˜‚°. (340)
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It is thus found that by pointing to the transience of wealth
and mortality of man, Valluvar appeals to the renunciant to make
spiritual hay while the bodily sun shines by practising all the
virtues which he has prescribed for him.
In the chapter on renunciation, Valluvar says;—
Whatever it is that you have renounced
you are sure to be liberated from the pain that it can
cause. (341)
ò£îQ¡ ò£îQ¡ cƒAò£¡ «ï£î™
ÜîQ¡ ÜîQ¡ Þô¡. (341)

This is a profound thought which has been most pithily
expressed. A man, who renounces his motor car, becomes free
from the trouble and expenditure of maintaining it. The man who
renounces his cook is no longer subjected to the suffering that
the cook can inflict upon him. It is thus manifest that
renunciation of anything whatsoever brings about liberation from
the pain and mischief that that thing can cause. This Kural
reminds us of the simplicity of Socrates, who was content with
one simple, shabby robe throughout the year and liked bare feet
better than sandals or shoes. He had freed himself from the fever
of possessiveness which agitates mankind. Looking at the
multitude of articles displayed for sale in the market place, he
remarked, “How many things there are in this world that I do
not want?” In fact, he felt himself immensely rich in his selfimposed poverty.
In Kural No. 342, Valluvar says that this renunciation gives
man the capacity to rejoice in this very world and to celebrate
life with eclat ;—
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A man, who destroys the arrogance of ‘I’ and ‘mine’,
will enter a world
superior even to that of the denizens of Heaven. (346)
ò£¡âù¶ â¡Â‹ ªê¼‚°ÜÁŠð£¡
õ£«ù£˜‚°
àò˜‰î àôè‹ ¹°‹. (346)
Sorrows will not lose hold,
of those who do not lose hold of attachment. (347)
ðŸP Mì£Ü Þ´‹¬ðèœ ðŸP¬ùŠ
ðŸP Mì£Ü îõ˜‚°. (347)

In Kural No. 350, the Saint says;—
Attach yourself to the One,
who has no attachments;
cling fast to that paramount attachment,
in order to get free from all attachments.
ðŸÁè ðŸøŸø£¡ ðŸP¬ù ÜŠðŸ¬øŠ
ðŸÁè ðŸÁ MìŸ°. (350)

The renunciant is next called upon to become aware of the
Ultimate Reality;—
Darkness disappears from,
and bliss descends upon,
those who rid themselves of delusion
and develop an unclouded vision. (352)
Þ¼œcƒA Þ¡ð‹ ðò‚°‹ ñ¼œcƒA
ñ£êÁ è£†C òõ˜‚°. (352)
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For those that have dispelled doubts and achieved clarity
Heaven is nearer than Earth. (353)
äòˆF¡ cƒAˆ ªîO‰î£˜‚° ¬õòˆF¡
õ£ù‹ ïEò ¶¬ìˆ¶. (353)

According to Valluvar, even the knowledge obtained through
the five senses is useless except for those who have acquired
knowledge of Ultimate Reality.
The moment that a man’s mind becomes aware of the
Real,
it can be said with certainty
that there is no birth again for him. (357)
æ˜ˆ¶œ÷‹ àœ÷¶ àíK¡ å¼î¬ôò£Š
«ð˜ˆ¶œ÷ «õ‡ì£ HøŠ¹. (357)

Let the very names of lust, anger and delusion
perish;
at once all pain shall perish. (360)
è£ñ‹ ªõ°O ñò‚è‹ Þ¬õÍ¡ø¡
ï£ñ‹ ªèì‚ªè´‹ «ï£Œ. (360)

In the next chapter, the sage calls upon the renunciant to root
out desire;—
If desire, that woe among woes, is destroyed,
joy will become eternal even in this world. (369)
Þ¡ð‹ Þ¬ìòø£ b‡´‹ Üõ£ªõ¡Â‹
¶¡ðˆ¶œ ¶¡ðƒ ªè®¡. (369)
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Most men think that they are free merely because they are
politically, economically or socially free. The truth is that in spite
of all these freedoms, they continue to be victims of their own
impulses, and have no greater freedom than sleep-walkers. Says
Valluvar ;—
They alone are free,
who are free from desire;
the others are not really free. (365)
ÜŸøõ˜ â¡ð£˜ Üõ£ÜŸø£˜ ñŸ¬øò£˜
ÜŸø£è ÜŸø¶ Þô˜. (365)

It is only after the individual has achieved real, spiritual,
freedom and awareness of the Real and has become an ideal
renunciant that Valluvar expects him to play the more important
role of the member of the community and the citizen of the State.
In the concluding portion of the Porutpal or Canto on
Wealth, which comes after the Canto on Virtue, Valluvar
delineates the features of the sage or the superman and holds him
up as the ideal for the renunciant. In other words, renunciation
of desire, self-sacrifice, performance of penance, perception of
reality, etc. are all qualities, which, according to Valluvar, are not
ends in themselves, but qualities which make the individual fit
to become a Sanror (Sage) and serve Society the better. Let it be
clearly understood that the sage is not a person who runs away
from life or renounces worldly duties, but a person who has
eradicated his ego, discovered his own soul, achieved inner
harmony and is, therefore, spiritually, temperamentally and
instinctively fit to help people in distress and to spread peace and
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joy among men, and on the basis of the Reality of the world and
life affirmation, to celebrate the whole of life.
From the house-holder to the renunciant, from the
renunciant to the sage or superman—that is the direction in
which, according to Valluvar, Man is bound or destined to evolve.
With the realization that he is one with all life, the duties and
responsibilities of the sage or the superman increase enormously.
In the last chapter in the Canto on Wealth, Tiruvalluvar deals
with Sanranmai or the character of the sage; says he;—
It is the duty of all Sages
to perform all that is good;
And it is the duty of all men to realize
they should become Sages. (981)
èì¡â¡ð ï™ô¬õ â™ô£‹ èì¡ÜP‰¶
ê£¡ø£‡¬ñ «ñŸªè£œ ðõ˜‚°. (981)

After reaching the level of consciousness of the super-man,
doing good in return for evil may become to him as natural as
breathing. That is why Tiruvalluvar asks ;—
Of what avail is the character of the sage
if he cannot confer benevolence
even upon persons who have done him evil. (987)
Þ¡ù£ªêŒ î£˜‚°‹ ÞQò«õ ªêŒò£‚è£™
â¡ù ðòˆî«î£ ê£™¹. (987)

Thus Tiruvalluvar conceives his Sanror to be a sage, who has
liquidated his ego, who has an unclouded vision of Ultimate
Reality, who is in a perpetual state of bliss, who is full of
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compassion for his fellow men, who has a profound concern for
all lives that are in distress on the earth, and who, without any
limitations of caste, creed, community or nation, rushes to help
any one in distress and thus practises universal love. This concept
developed by Tiruvalluvar 2000 years ago is singularly refreshing
and surprisingly modern.
A bird’s eye view of the Tirukkural shows that Valluvar had
the wisdom to see the part, not in isolation, but in the light of
the whole and to suggest methods by which the tempo of the
individual’s evolution could be accelerated. The blue print that
the has handed down to posterity is both bold and detailed in
conception.
XII. THE BARD OF UNIVERSAL MAN
The weaver of Mylapore had a wholesome world-view; the
pattern in his carpet becomes visible as we look at his multipletinted Kurals in the light of the whole. He was essentially an
optimist. At a time when the religions around him had developed
profound misgivings about the reality of the world and started
concerning themselves with man’s redemption from the world,
Valluvar concerned himself with the improvement of the human
predicament through love and compassion. While the Protaganists
of Maya taught others to say ‘No’ to life, Valluvar with all his
might said ‘Yes’. He opposed inactivity and indifference to the
world and declared, “Evil Karma (action) is better than no
Karma”. He said so because a man, who did evil deeds, was atleast
in touch with reality, and there was, therefore, the possibility of
his correcting himself; but there was no such possibility for the

191

man who believed in non-activity. He demanded of man not only
an inner perfection but also an outer activity in the shape of
selfless service to others. The people, who believe in world and
life affirmation, are usually preoccupied with worldly activity and
are indifferent to their spiritual welfare. On the contrary, those
who believe in world and life negation, put their spiritual welfare
in the forefront and neglect the activities of the world. In fact,
while the BhagavadGita said, “Be unconcerned in action”, those
accustomed to life negation became unconcerned with action.
The Kural, on the other hand, struck the golden mean between
the two schools of thought and called for external activity as much
as for internal freedom. Dr. Albert Schweitzer in his ‘Indian
Thought and its Development’ at page 16 says; “World and Life
Negation are found in the thought of Jesus in so far as he did
not assume that the Kingdom of God would be realized in this
natural world. He expected that this natural world would very
speedily come to an end and be superseded by a super-natural
world in which all that is imperfect and evil would be overcome
by the power of God”. On the contrary, Valluvar believed that
in this very natural world, the liberated man can find his heaven
and said that perfect bliss could be attained by an individual in
this natural world itself and it is unnecessary to wait indefinitely
for the transformation of the world in order to transform oneself.
Thus he took life and world affirmation to a loftier plane than
Christ. In Jain and Buddhistic thought, non-violence was
originally advocated out of an eagerness to keep oneself
uncontaminated by the world; in fact, the principle of nonviolence originated in those religions from the principle of nonactivity. But in Valluvar, positve love and compassion are the basis,
upon which non-violence is justified. Another contribution
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Tiruvalluvar made to the world of thought is equally original. He
said: “Whatever is good conduces to happiness and whatever is
productive of good is the truth”. This theory of truth is an
important event in the history of philosophy. `
Yet another
contribution made by Tiruvalluvar was to free the concept of God
from the trammels put upon it by denominational religions.
Diderot, the 18th Century French Philosopher, rejected with
scorn the God revealed in the Bible and pleaded with his
countrymen to rise to a conception of God worthy of the
Universe that science had revealed: “Enlarge and Liberate God”,
he demanded. Nearly two millenia before Diderot, Tiruvalluvar
had enlarged and liberated God by equating Him with pure and
absolute love. In fact, Tirumoolar, one of the spiritual descendants
of Tiruvalluvar expounded this theory of love in Tirumandiram,
a collection of 3000 immortal songs in Tamil. In one of his songs,
he says;—
They are fools, who say
that Love and God are two;
they know not that Love and God are one;
after knowing that Love and God are one,
they remain rooted in Love-as-God.

While Western thought was in the main concerned with Man
and Society and tended to ignore his relationship to his Maker,
oriental thought reversed the process and was concerned more
with man’s relation to his Maker than with man’s relation to man.
Valluvar absorbed the best from both these schools. His chief
glory is that he effected a synthesis of the two for the first time
in the history of thought. This is obviously why Dr. Albert
Schweitzer, one of the greatest philosophers and humanitarians
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of the 20th Century, says in his “Indian Thought and its
Development” as follows :—
“That the idea of active love did arise in the popular ethics
of India in fairly ancient times we know from many stories we
meet in her literature and especially through the ethical maxims
found in the Kural, a work which probably belongs to the 2nd
Century A.D.”
***
“What a difference between the Kural and the Laws of Manu
which originated some four centuries before it! In the latter, under
the dominance of the Brahmanic spirit, world and life affirmation
is still just tolerated alongside world and life negation. In the
Kural, world and life negation is only like a distant cloud in the
sky.”
***
“In the ethics of the Kural, as in those of the Laws of Manu,
the idea of reward has a place. The way of virtue is recommended
because it leads to a better reincarnation or to liberation from
rebirth. Alongside of this is found also the naive view, which is
so conspicuous in Chinese ethics, that moral behaviour results
in earthly welfare and immoral in misfortune. Nevertheless, ethics
in the Kural are not so entirely dominated by the idea of reward
as in Brahmanism, Buddhism and the Bhagavad-Gita. We already
find here the knowledge that good must be done for its own sake.
It shines out from various maxims.”
***
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“Even though one should say there is no higher world, it is
still good to give” (222)—”True liberality asks nothing in return.
What does the world give in return to the cloud that gives it rain?”
(211)
***
“Whilst the Bhagavad Gita in a forced and chilly manner
gives as a motive for remaining in active life that it is in
accordance with the order of the Universe, the Kural justifies it—
what an advance! —by the idea of ethical activity. Work and profit
place a man in a position to do good.”
***
“According to the Kural, duty is not confined, as in the
Bhagavad-Gita to what the caste alling involves, but consists is
in general in “all that is good”.
***
“Maxims about joy in activity, such as one would not expect
from Indian lips, bear witness to the strength of the world and
life affirmation present in the Kural”.
***
“Like the Buddha and the Bhagavad-Gita, the Kural desires
inner freedom from the world and a mind free from hatred. Like
them it stands for the commandment not to kill and not to
damage. It has appropriated all the valuable ethical results of the
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thought of world and life negation. But in addition to this ethic
of inwardness there appears in the Kural the living ethic of love.”
***
“With sure strokes the Kural draws the ideal of simple ethical
humanity. On the most varied questions concerning the conduct
of man to himself and to the world its utterances are characterised
by nobility and good sense. There hardly exists in the literature of
the world a collection qf maxims in which we find so much lofty
wisdom.”
***
“So a natural and ethical world and life affirmation of this
kind was present among the people of India at the beginning of
our era, although nothing of it can be found in Brahmanism,
Buddhism and Bhagavad-Gita Hinduism. It gradually penetrates
into Hindu thought through the great religious teachers who had
sprung from the lower castes and lived among and felt with the
people.”
Thus Dr. Albert Schweitzer puts Tiruvalluvar on the highest
peak of Indian thought. Shri Aurobindo in his book, “The
Foundations of Indian Culture”- (Page 358) refers to the
Tirukkural as “the Gnomic Poetry, the greatest in plan, conception
and force of execution, ever written in this kind, of the Tamil
Saint, Tiruvalluvar.”
The man, who has earned such compliments, must have
spent the greater part of his life thinking about Man, about
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human conditions and about the best way of leading life while
on this planet. He worked out his concepts in a pragmatic manner
so that they could be applied to the details of daily living.
In the great systole and diastole of history, an age of
licentiousness is succeeded by an age of severe discipline. From
the way Valluvar condemns the vices of man, it may not be far
wrong to presume that the society in which he lived was
profligate, given to tall talk, violence and triviality. At the same
time, it may be noticed that Valluvar presents a many-toned
picture of a society, which had a high culture, which was
sophisticated and well-ordered and which had an opulent
religious, aesthetic, economic and political activity and had an
abundant life-movement.
While dealing with such a society and commenting upon it,
he reveals his clairvoyant intelligence as well as the fact that he
was a masterly mixture of wisdom and learning, idealism and
pragmatism, gravity and humour, austerity and romance. He
salted his profound observations with kindly humour, and
occasionally, with biting sarcasm.
Tiruvalluvar left little to be said on any major problem of
life. The accumulated impression that one receives from what he
has said is that the sage rather than the warrior was the ideal of
Valluvar, and his ideal man (Sanror) not only talked philosophy
but also lived it. His writings leave us the impression that he had
a strong conviction that compassion is the power that holds the
different parts of the Universe together and the greatest happiness
can only come from, and the perfect morality would consist in,
a sensitive loyalty to this whole. The witchery of Valluvar enables
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him to give himself wisely both to the pursuit of Truth and to
the creation of Beauty. He not only founded a new philosophy
but also gave expression to it in poems of such sculptured power
that no man has equalled them. The Kurals, as a whole, have just
enough lightness to float the burden of Valluvar’s thought.
Tiruvalluvar coined phrases and invented expressions, which
have put both language and philosophy heavily in his debt. The
very composure and majesty with which he sums up immense
things reflect the confidence, poise and grace with which he met
the problems of life. No mistiness, vagueness, sophistry,
prevarication or indecision clouds his writings. There is a vital
inwardness and ripeness about his couplets arising from his
extraordinary maturity and mellowness. He, therefore, drops his
fruits of wisdom like a ripe tree. Above all, his colossal and loving
inclusiveness gives him a vision that refuses to recognise the
trivialities of caste, community or nation. His is a
cosmopolitanism, which he shared with another Tamil Poet, Poon
Kundranar, who was probably co-eval in time with Tiruvalluvar
and who showed similar catholicity by proclaiming;—
Every country is my native land
and every man my kinsman.

In the great republic of letters, Valluvar had few equals.
Rightly did G. U. Pope hail him as “The Bard of Universal Man’.
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Transliteration of Tamil words used in this Monograph, with
diacritical marks:

1. Tiruval@l@uvar
2. Tirukkural@
3. Kambar
4. Avvaya$r
5. Che$ra
6. Cho$la
7. Pa$ndya$
8. Tamil@ @
9. Karika$l Cho$la@ $
10. Gajaba$hu
11. Si1appatika$ram
12.Manime$kalai
13. Sa$ttana$r
14. Kapilar
15. Paran@ar
16. Ko$tamana$r
17. Ma$ngudi Marudana$r
18. Te$ni$kkudi Marutana$r
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4
KAMBAN
(Courtesy: ‘Sahithya Akademi’, New Delhi, who published this as a
monograph under `Makers of Indian Literature’ series)

FORE
WORD
FOREW

I

t is clear to me even from a cursory reading of these
excerpts that the translator is working with both a Poet
and an epic poem of high caliber indeed. The
characteristic reach of the Poet Kamban for cosmic personification
in his poetry clearly ties these high and abstract matters to very
human detail. It is the world of human experience he deals with,
and it is through the exaltation of poetic song that he achieves
what all the world’s great poetry attempts to achieve-a marriage
of the divine and timeless with the earthly and experiential.

201

I am impressed by the skill of the translation, which,
although it recognizes and laments the impossibility of fully
adequate translation from the Tamil to the harsh and alien
English, still reflects with taste and remarkable verve what is
obviously the peculiar quality of the original. His execution into
English is effective and welcome. Kamban is clearly a poet the
English-speaking world will be enriched by knowing through Mr.
Maharajan’s careful and loving translation.

ED
WARD L
UEDERS
EDW
LUEDERS

Department of English,
University of Utah,
Salt Lake City, Utah 84112,
U.S.A.
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INTR
ODUCTION
INTRODUCTION
JUDGING from the fantastic popularity that Kamban enjoys
in Twentieth Century Tamil Nadu, a foreigner may be tempted
to guess that Kamban is a contemporary poet who has sung of
the absorbing problems of today. Such a guess would be eleven
centuries off the mark, for Kamban lived and died in the Ninth
Century A.D. His great poetry keeps its hold firmly on the
centuries, because he gives poetic articulation to those timeless
problems, which arise at all times and the answers to which will
continue to fascinate the spirit of Man till the end of Time.
Kamban had behind him an unbroken poetic tradition of
over a thousand years. He did not have the advantage, which the
Tamil Poets of early Spring had. Before his arrival, the Tamil
language had been handled by scores of masters; while it was still
malleable and responsive, the Sangam Poets of the pre-Christian
era had conferred upon the language a delicate reticence and
austerity. Tiruvalluvar, of the 2nd Century A.D., had given it a
lucidity, precision and terseness, which forced Dr. Graul to
describe his couplets as ‘apples of gold in a network of silver’.
The Vaishnavite Saints (Alwars) and the Saivite Saints
(Nayanmars) had, between the 6th Century and the 9th, given
the language an extraordinary suppleness and a warm and moving
song quality. It appeared as if all the potentialities of the language
had been thoroughly exploited before Kamban’s arrival. But, in
spite of these handicaps, Kamban’s genius gave to the language
fresh powers of articulation and made it serve the pure perfection
of poetry.
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He chose the Ramayana, because the simple story of Rama,
unlike the Mahabharata, was free from the complexities which
would distract the reader from the liberating influence of poetry.
The Tamils had known for many centuries the broad outlines of
the story and enjoyed the different situations in the story through
the devotional songs of the Alwars. Kamban knew that the
advantage of such a familiar setting was that he could divert the
entire attention of the reader from the story and focus it upon
the marvels of his own creative, narrative, dramatic and lyrical
genius. In fact, in the prologue to his Ramayana, he proudly
declares that he has chosen the Ramayana for his theme in order
that the greatness and divinity of poetry may be demonstrated.
This claim he makes good with astonishing success.
In fact, with the birth of Kamba Ramayana the whole future
of Tamil poetry was altered, and this masterpiece has been
exercising the most profound impact upon the poetic sensibility
of the Tamils during the last eleven centuries. A long series of
learned men have been thrilling the masses, from the time of
Kamban down to our own, with recitations from, and exposition
of the Kamba Ramayana. Land grants have been made by the
Tamil Kings for the maintenance of these rhapsodists and reciters.
Stone inscriptions in the neighbouring territories of Kerala,
Karnataka and Andhra show that Kamba Ramayana was being
expounded to, and enjoyed even by people whose mother tongue
was not Tamil. Thus Kamban became one of the most potent
instruments of popular education and culture; he shaped the
outlook, character and the aesthetic and religious attitudes of the
people in the South; his Ramayana became part of the abiding
national memory. He was acclaimed by all poets and scholars as
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KAVI CHAKRAVARTI or the Emperor of Poesy and he has
passed into history as the most learned of Poets. Popular
exponents of Kamba Ramayana hold discourses continuously for
months and it is a marvel that even today mammoth crowds of
twenty to forty thousand men, women and children attend these
discourses and listen with rapt attention and delight to the songs
of Kamban. There must be something timeless about a poet who
has gripped the attention of the people for over a millennium.
Kamban can never become out of date, because he speaks to us
and to the whole world with the Voice of Tomorrow.
THE A
GE OF KAMBAN
AGE
THE Age of Kamban has been the subject of considerable
controversy among the scholars. According to one view, which
appears to be the more plausible, he lived in the 9th Century
A.D., and according to the other, he lived in the 13th Century.
But there is consensus among the scholars that Kamban was
a native of Thiruvazhundur in Tanjore District, and that a
landlord by name Sadayappa Vallal was his great admirer and
patron and that we owe not a little to this patron for having drawn
the best out of Kamban.
Popular imagination has woven several legends around the
name of Kamban, and these legends, which are totally valueless
as historical material, indicate the attempt of the people to analyse
and evaluate the genius of their greatest poet.
According to one legend, Kamban was the contemporary of
Ottakootar, a minor poet in the court of a Chola King. By his
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mastery of prosody and of the mechanics of versification,
Ottakootar exercised a tyrannical sway over the literary men of
his time; he was suffered by the King even to decapitate the
poetasters of the age, who, out of ignorance, committed the
slightest mistakes of grammar, syntax or prosody. But, with the
advent of Kamban, whose intense poetic genius broke the
accepted moulds of grammar and who invented patterns of verbal
harmonics which far transcended the conventional scales of
Ottakootar, the latter’s influence with the King began to dwindle
and Kamban became the Poet Laureate in the Court of the Chola
King.
One day the King requested both the bards to prepare a
poetic rendering of the epic story of Rama. Ottakootar set about
the task in great earnest and started producing a laborious work
of third rate verse. Kamban was in no hurry to commence the
work, but spent his time in playful amusements. Some time later,
the King summoned both the poets and questioned them about
their progress. Kamban said that he had come up to the Sixth
Canto and was working upon the bridge that Rama’s monkey
hordes were building between India and Lanka as a preliminary
to the final battle between Rama and Ravana. Ottakootar, who
was listening to this yarn, knew that Kamban had not even
commenced the first Canto. So he challenged Kamban to recite
one song from the scene relating to the construction of the bridge.
At once, Kamban, with unlaboured spontaneity, sang the original
of the following song impromptu:
Kumuda, the monkey-chief
dropped a stately hill into the rocky sea;
and the hill, with the rhythmic footwork of a dancer,
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glided over the rocks and twisted and churned,
shooting forth a spray of ocean-droplets into Heaven;
and the denizens of Heaven jumped with joy,
hoping the Nectar would rise again from the sea.
°ºî‹ Þ†ì
°ôõ¬ó, ÃˆîK¡
FIî‹ Þ†´ˆ
FKòˆ, - F¬óèì™ˆ
¶Iî‹ á˜¹è
õ£ùõ˜ ¶œOù£˜ Üºî‹ Þ¡Â‹
â¿‹âÂ‹ Ý¬êò£™.

Ottakootar, who was irritated by this brilliant extempore
performance of Kamban, blamed him for using the word ‘thumi’
in the song. Kamban said it meant ‘droplet’. Ottakootar objected
that ‘thuli’ was the proper word and not ‘thumi’, but Kamban
asserted that the word had the sanction of popular usage.
Ottakootar challenged Kamban to prove the usage. At once
Kamban took his rival and the King into the town. The three
saw a shepherd maid churning curd in front of her house and
telling the children playing around her, ‘Go away, you kids, lest
the curd “thumi” (droplet) should spill upon you.’ After making
this statement, the churning woman vanished miraculously.
Ottakootar realized that Saraswati, the Goddess of Learning
herself, had come in the shape of the shepherd maid to justify
the verbal inventions of Kamban.
Heart-broken, Ottakootar went home and started tearing to
pieces the seven cantos of the Ramayana, which he had carefully
and laboriously compiled with the aid of a thesaurus. By chance,
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Kamban went to his rival’s house at that juncture and found that
only the last canto, Uttara Kanda, remained untorn. With
characteristic graciousness, he grabbed his rival by the hand,
prevented him from tearing the Uttara Kanda and got his
permission to include it as the final Kanda in the Ramayana he
was yet to produce.
It is desirable that we review the message of Kamban for the
benefit of a society which is in danger of losing the dimension
of depth. To Kamban, the question of the meaning of Life is one
of infinite seriousness, and in his Epic he silences the transitory
concerns of life so effectively that he enables us to listen
continually to the voice of the Ultimate Concern. His intuitive
and powerful presentation of Truth, Beauty and Goodness gives
sustenance to the spirit of our own being, dissolves the rigidities
of the Ego and induces in us a new perspective of Ananda. It is
hoped that something of this Ananda may come through in the
English rendering of Kamban.
BAL
A KANDA
BALA
The M
aiden B
attle of Rama
Maiden
Battle
We shall make a rapid survey of the maiden battle of Rama
as described by Kamban. Visvamitra, the great sage, takes young
Rama and Lakshmana from the custody of King Dasaratha, much
against the latter’s will, to the dreary desert. Kamban brings out
the dreariness of the desert after taking the three characters
through the luscious greenery of the forests and the cool rivers
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undulating down the hills, pausing a while on plain ground and
leaping down steep rocks. The alternate pauses and leaps of the
rivers remind them of the rhythmic tinkle of the dancer’s anklet.
Now they come upon the unfriendly desert, dried, parched and
moistureless. The poet, with a chuckle up his sleeve, compares
the aridity of the desert with the minds of two incompatible
quantities, namely, seekers after Ultimate Reality and harlots,-with
Reality-seekers, because in their ruthless search for the Ultimate
they have gone beyond the warmth of passion and become
detached; with the harlots, because they ply their passions for hire
and thereby become devoid of the least vestige of passion. We
note that the poet by his wit effects a skilful though startling
linking of two contradictory elements.
It is in the setting of such a dreary desert that Visvamitra
starts recounting to Rama the weird atrocities of Thadakai, the
giantess.
Before Visvamitra could say that she resided in yonder
mountain, came a huge black woman with crimson hair. She
looked like a soot-black hill aflame with fire; the ends of her
eyebrows trembled with anger. With pursed lips, she closed her
cavernous mouth. She wore around her neck a string of elephants,
the trunks of each animal pair remaining intertwisted. She let out
a roar, at which the Heavens, the outer space and the seven worlds
trembled, at which thunder itself became hushed with fear.
The Poet suggests the dynamics of the giantess in the
following song:
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She grabbed at the passing clouds
And, squeezing them with her hands,
She gobbled them up;
the huge hills she powdered
with her kick;
Her giant lips she bit hard
with her giant teeth,
each of which looked like half a moon;
She seized her trident
and roared,
‘You will get this in your chest.’
«ñè‹ Ü¬õ
ðŸÁ ¹
HN‰î ùœ
M¿ƒ è£,
ñ£è õ¬ó
ÜŸÁ è
à¬îˆî ùœ,
ñFˆ F‡
ð£è‹ âÂ‹
ºŸªø J(Á)
Ü¶‚A, ÜJ™
ðŸ ø£
Ýè I¬ì
àŒˆªî Põ¡
â¡ªø F˜
Üö¡ ø£œ’.

Viswamitra thought it was time for Rama to act.
‘Oh bejeweled one!’ implored the Rishi, ‘She has exhausted
the entire gamut of conceivable evil; she has left us alive, because
she thinks we are shriveled-up things unworthy of being eaten.
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This is her only restraint. Would you look upon this monster as
a woman and as a delicate damsel with her plaited hair-do
dangling on her back?’
The fire-like demon guessed what the Rishi was whispering
to Rama and she flung at him her purple trident-fire along with
the leaping fire of her whitish eyes.
None saw Rama
touching the arrow
or bending his lovely bow;
but they saw
The falling pieces of the pulverized trident,
which the monster had plucked from the very tree of
Death
and flung headlong.
ñ£½‹ Ü‚èí‹
õ£O¬òˆ ªî£†ì¶‹,
«è£ô MŸè£™
°Qˆî¶‹, è‡®ô˜:
è£ô ¬ùŠðPˆ(¶)
Ü‚è® ò£œM†ì
Åô‹ ÜŸÁi›
¶‡ìƒèœ è‡ìù˜.

Thereupon the woman, whose complexion was made as if
out of darkness, sent with the speed of sound a rain of stones
sufficient to level up the seas. With a rain of arrows the hero
thwarted it. Then Rama sent out an arrow, which was as sharp
and hot as an unkind word and which penetrated her chest and
shot past the heart, like good counsel given by the virtuous to
the wicked. The blood that swelled out of her holed heart spread
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throughout the desert. It seemed as if the rose of the evening
sunset had detached itself from the sky and fallen upon the earth.
In this maiden battle of Rama, the Lord of Death, who was
pining to drink the blood of the Rakshasa race, smacked his lips
with a foretaste of their blood.
The SStor
tor
ahabali
toryy of M
Mahabali
After the destruction of Thadakai, Visvamitra takes his
proteges across the desert to a lovely and fertile country. Rama
asks him to whom the country belongs. This gives Kamban the
chance to tell a dramatic short story through Visvamitra.
Once upon a time this country was ruled by a mighty king
called Mahabali. By dint of his might he brought Heaven and
Earth under his sway. He decided to augment his powers by
performing a Yaga which even the gods could not perform. He,
therefore, entrusted his kingdom to holy men and launched upon
the great sacrifice. The gods, who learnt of this project, went to
Lord Vishnu and requested him to frustrate the Yaga lest
Mahabali should acquire much greater powers. Vishnu readily
granted this prayer.
He, who had created the Cosmos, took birth as a stunted
dwarf. As the far-spreading banyan tree lies hidden in a tiny seed,
so did Infinity, in this pigmy shape.
The Dwarf mastered all knowledge and wisdom. Meditation
illuminated his form. Wearing a sacred thread, uttering magic
incantations with his tongue and holding burning embers on his
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palm, the Dwarf went forth to the Court of Mahabali, who
received him with honours and said that he felt blessed by his
visit.
The King asked, ‘What can I do for you?’ ‘Give me three
feet of land, if you have it,’ said the Dwarf. ‘Granted,’ declared
the King, but Sukra, his preceptor and minister, obstructed the
King and said, ‘His appearance is deceptive, my King! Don’t take
him for a mere dwarf. Beware, he is the One who swallowed long
ago the whole Universe and the Beyond.’
‘Imagine the good I get by making a gift into the supplicating
hands of the Lord himself,’ declared the King, whose ideal was
to give freely and ungrudgingly to those who sought his aid.
In a poem of unsurpassed intensity and felicitous form, which
defies the translator’s art, Kamban puts the following into
Mahabali’s mouth:
The Dead are not
the dead;
But
The dead are those,
Who,
Without dying,
Live,
With palms outstretched
For alms,
And who are the living,
My friend,
If not the givers,
Who, though dead,
Live for Ever?
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‘ñ£Œ‰îõ˜ ñ£Œ‰îõ˜
Ü™ô˜èœ: ñ£ò£(¶)
ã‰Fò ¬èªè£(´)
Þó‰îõ˜, â‰î£Œ!
i‰îõ˜ â¡ðõ˜:
i‰îõ«óÂ‹,
ß‰îõ˜ Ü™ô(¶)
Þ¼‰îõ˜ ò£«ó?’

With these words Mahabali rejected the advice of his minister
and called upon the Dwarf to measure out three feet of land and
take it. In the absence of Registration Offices transfer of property
was made in those days by the donor pouring water on the hand
of the donee.
The Infinite God stuck out his dwarfish hand on which the
King poured water. The moment the water touched his hand,
the Dwarf began to grow taller and taller. The watching crowd
watched admiringly as the Dwarf rose to normal human height,
but they became fearful as he grew and grew and touched the
Heavens and grew beyond them.
The planted foot grew wider and wider
till it covered all the Earth
and made the Earth look tiny;
the raised foot
out-compassed the Heavens,
after bringing them within its sweep,
and returned,
there being no room to put it in.
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G¡øè£™ ñ‡âô£‹
GóŠH, ÜŠ¹ø‹
ªê¡Áð£ MŸP¬ô
CP¶ ð£˜âù£:
å¡øõ£ ùè‹âô£‹
å´‚A, à‹ð¬ó
ªõ¡øè£™, e‡ì¶
ªõOªð ø£¬ñò£™!

Visvamitra drove home the point of the story by adding that
the returning foot of the Lord came down upon Mahabali’s head,
wiped out his Ego, and absorbed him in its Ultimate Substance.
Kamban’s aesthetic sensibility would not be gratified till the
story is rounded off with a delicate finale. So he adds that Lord
Vishnu, after absorbing Mahabali and gifting his kingdom to the
Gods, went back to his abode in the Milky Way to rest Himself.
As the Blue One
laid himself to rest
in the Milky sea,
Lakshmi, his consort,
softly touched his feet;
and the rugged feet that had
encompassed all the worlds
blushed and turned pink
at her tender touch.
àKò(¶)Þ‰ FóŸAªî¡(Á)
àôè‹ ß‰¶«ð£Œ,
MKF¬óŠ ð£Ÿèì™Š
ðœO «ñMù£¡
èKòõ¡; àôªèô£‹
èì‰î î£O¬í,
F¼ñèœ èó‰ªî£ì„
Cõ‰¶ è£†®Ÿ«ø!
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It is by such delicatesse that Kamban succeeds in bringing out,
with passionate intensity, the paradox of Infinite Power and
Infinite Tenderness.
alls in Lo
Rama F
Falls
Lovve
Listening to such stories, Rama and Lakshmana follow
Visvamitra to Mithila, where the wedding of Rama with Sita is
to take place.
In the Ramayana of Valmiki, the couple had not set eyes on
each other before they met at the wedding. In fact, Valmiki’s Sita,
while recounting to Anasuya the story of her wedding, says that
she was six years of age at her wedding. There was, therefore, little
scope for romance at that age.
On the contrary, Kamban throws in a love-scene of
extraordinary lyrical beauty, after making the couple mature
enough to fall in love with each other before the wedding and
even before the breaking of the bow.
Upon his description of the exalted charms of Sita, Kamban
lavishes his entire aesthetics of Beauty. According to Kamban,
even before the birth of Sita, the Goddess of Beauty appeared to
have arrived at perfection; she had become a Being rather than a
Becoming. Down the ages she had evolved by abstracting and
assimilating the myriad aspects of Beauty from the myriad
beauties in Creation. After assimilating the finest in Beauty, the
Goddess found nothing new to absorb, and, therefore, ceased to
evolve. But lo! when Sita was born, the loveliness of Beauty gained
a new grace and shone with an ampler radiance than before.
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As Rama went round the streets of Mithila along with
Visvamitra and Lakshmana, he caught a glimpse of this beauty
of Sita from her reflection in a moat beside the King’s palace. As
he raised his eyes from the reflection, he saw Sita herself standing
at the palace balcony. The subtle psychic fusion of two beings in
love is arrestingly described by Kamban:
Eye caught Eye, in pairs,
and each the other devoured;
their feelings brought to a standstill,
the Prince stood looking at the Princess
and the Princess stood looking at the Prince.
â‡Ü¼‹ ïôˆFù£œ
Þ¬íòœ G¡ÁN,
è‡ªí£´ è‡, Þ¬í
èšM å¡¬øå¡(Á)
à‡í¾‹, G¬ôªðø£(¶)
àí˜¾ æŒ‰Fì,Ü‡í½‹ «ï£‚Aù£¡
ÜõÀ‹ «ï£‚Aù£œ.

Visvamitra and Lakshmana, who had been lagging behind
Rama, came up to him. Rama woke up from his absorption and
reluctantly followed them to the palace of King Janaka. The mind
and the poise and all the charms of Sita lingered around and
followed the figure of Rama.
With the disappearance of Rama’s figure, to which her soulful
glance was riveted, Sita’s mind drifts wildly and aimlessly.
The moonrise made her hotter with desire for Rama. She
wilted and withered with the lotus flower spread on her bed. Cool
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sandal paste smeared on her body singed her like liquid fire.
Kamban, who creates all this sweet agony, projects himself into
the mind of Sita and makes the empathetic interjection: ‘ Could
there be a drug-cure for the malady of Love!’
Meanwhile, the trio had reached the palace of Janaka, where
Rama is allotted a bedroom in the balcony. Visvamitra and
Lakshmana leave Rama to himself and share a room downstairs.
Rama is a stranger to the feeling of Love. As he is musing over
Sita, darkness closes in, adding poignancy to his musings. His
condition is aggravated by the rising moon. Is he alone? No, says
Kamban. Solitude, Darkness, the Moon, his own tormenting self
and his Sita keep him company. Rama laments:
The region of her waist,
looking verily like a chariot;
those two long spearing eyes;
that couple of shooting breasts;
and oh! that inward-drawing smileDoes that pitiless God of Killing
need all this panoply?
õ‡í «ñè¬ôˆ
«î˜å¡Á, õ£œªï´‹
è‡Þ ó‡´,
èFº¬ô î£‹Þó‡(´),
àœG õ‰î
ï¬èªòÂ‹ å¡Á‹à‡(´),â‡Þ™ ÃŸPÂ‚(°)
Þˆî¬ù «õ‡´«ñ£?

In the company of these tormenting thoughts Rama spends
most of the interminable-seeming night and then falls asleep.
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Kamban, who, unlike Valmiki, depicts Rama as God, is moved
by the human agony that afflicts Rama. The love-torn Rama
inspires Kamban to point out to us the condescending grace of
God, who, out of compassion for Man, comes down upon earth,
imprisons himself in Time and Space and subjects himself to
agony in order the redeem Man. The Poet sings of the waking
up of Rama at dawn in words of untranslatable charm:
The sweating Sun
riding in his chariot,
borne on wheels of light,
Dipped and bathed himself in the western sea,
and rose, refreshed and cool,
in the Eastern sky,
And, with his tender arms of light,
touched the feet of Rama
and stirred him out of sleep.
And Rama reached the shore
of that endless agonising nightThe Joyous One, who might have slept
in the Sea of Infinity
On his native couch of a thousand dazzling lights,
chose, instead,
to turn and writhe in pain
on this constricting couch of Space and Time.
ªê£™ÝNŠ ðó¬õJ¬ì,
ªõ‹¬ñ«ð£Œˆ î‡¬ñªðøˆ,
«î£Œ‰(¶)â¿‰ î
â™ÝNˆ «î˜ÞóM
Þ÷ƒèóˆî£™ Ü®õ¼®
Üù‰î™b˜Š ð,
Ü™ÝN‚ è¬óè‡ì£¡;
ÝJóõ£Œ ñEM÷‚è‹
Üö½‹«ê‚ ¬èˆ
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ªî£™ÝNˆ ¶Jô£«î,
¶ò˜ÝN Þ¬ì‚Aì‰¶
¶J™õ£¡î£ «ù.

As one reads this magnificent poem in the original, one feels
the rush of sound of a myriad oceans. The Poem has been
suffused with such inspired music that the resulting rhythm
haunts, and the haunted reader finds himself slipping out of the
prison of cause and effect.
The B
ws
Brreaking of a Thousand Bo
Bows
Janaka, The King of Mithila, had vowed to give his daughter,
Sita, in marriage only to a man who would bend and string the
might bow of Siva, which was in his keeping. Many a valiant King
had tried and failed to string the bow.
The sage Visvamitra introduces Rama to Janaka and tells him
of his great prowess in archery and suggests that this protégé
might be allowed to have a try at the bow.
Janaka looked at Rama and then at the formidable bow. He
became depressed and apprehensive. He cursed himself for the
rashness of his vow and was filled with concern for Sita’s future.
But Visvamitra gave Rama a meaningful look.
Up rose Rama,
like a tongue of flame
leaping from a sacrificial fire
to meet the falling ghee;
‘Broken is the bow,’ shouted the gods in joy
and benediction was uttered by the saints.
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ªð£N‰îªïŒ Ý°F
õ£ŒõN ªð£ƒA
â¿‰îªè£ ¿ƒèù™
â¡ù,â ¿‰î£¡;
ÜN‰î¶ M™âù
M‡íõ˜ Ý˜ˆî£˜,
ªñ£N‰îù˜ ÝCèœ
ºŠð¬è ªõ¡ø£˜.
The Bow lay like Mount Meru
and he lifted it with effortless ease;
he lifted it as he would lift
a garland of gay flowers made
to put around Sita’s neck.
Ýìè ñ£™õ¬ó
Ü¡ù¶ î¡¬ùˆ,
«îì¼ ñ£ñE
Y¬îâ Â‹Ì‰
«î£ìô˜ ªè£‹H¬ù„
Å†®ì c†´‹
ãìM› ñ£¬ôÞ(¶)
â¡ùâ ´ˆî£¡.
Unwinking, watched the crowd,
they saw not
Rama planting the Bow firm against his foot
nor how adroitly he drew the bow;
his taking the Bow-they saw,
the breaking of the Bow-they heard.
î´ˆ(¶)Þ¬ñ ò£ñ™
Þ¼‰îõ˜, î£O™
ñ´ˆî¶‹, ï£‡¶F
¬õˆî¶‹, «ï£‚è£˜:
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è´ŠH¬ù ò£¼‹
ÜP‰Fô˜; - ¬èò£™,
â´ˆî¶ è‡ìù˜
ÞŸø¶ «è†ì£˜.

Doubts D
ispelled
Dispelled
Sita, who was in the palace, was unaware of the breaking of
the bow by Rama. The figure of the unknown lad, who had
smitten her with live, remained sharply engraved in her mind.
While love-lorn Sita is yearning for Rama, Neelamalai, her
main-in-waiting rushes headlong into her presence, with her
diamond ear-drops glittering and making rainbow patterns in the
Sun, with her loosened saree and dishevelled hair ‘chasing her
from behind’. She is beside herself with joy and she shouts and
sings and dances, without remembering even to salute Sita or
passing on the good news.
Sita asks Neelamalai, ‘What joy fills your heart? Tell me the
news.’ At once, the excited maid collects her faculties, salutes Sita
and then tells her how a Prince a name Rama lifted the bow of
Siva as if it were a tiny toy and broke it. She adds that he is the
lotus-eyed son of Dasaratha, the King of Ayodhya, and that he
has been accompanied by his brother and Rishi Visvamitra. The
reference to Rama’s two companions dispels Sita’s doubts; she feels
assured that the breaker of the bow is no other than the one who
had stolen into her heart. This assurance produces a significant
physical effect on Sita; that part of her body, which is girt by a
golden waist-band, heaves and swells, breaking the waist-band in
twain. Kamban’s seismographic needle registers with quivering
sensitivity every secret tremor.
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Wedding IInvitation
nvitation
Leaving Sita in his mood of sweet expectancy, Kamban takes
us to Janaka, whose joy is greater than the explosive sound that
accompanied the breaking of the bow. He asks Visvamitra if the
wedding might be celebrated forthwith or after the arrival of King
Dasaratha. At the bidding of the Saint, Janaka sends an invitation
to Dasaratha.
Towar
ds M
ithila
wards
Mithila
As Dasaratha and his people reached the outskirts of Mithila,
Janaka with his retinue received them and took them into the
city. Then a procession round the city was arranged for Rama,
who decked himself with flowers and jewels and mounted a
chariot which took him around Mithila.
The procession ends in front of the Wedding Hall in which
the two sages, Vasishta and Visvamitra are waiting. Rama enters
the Hall and salutes both the Rishis by falling at their feet. He
wears a garland of diamonds around his neck, which swings, as
he prostrates himself, and throws off flashes of light upon his blue
skin. The contrast of colours fascinates the Poet, who says Rama
is like a seasonal cloud gently settling down at the feet of the
Rishis—a cloud which is coruscating with lightning.
By exploiting colour words and vivid imagery and the littlest
of significant details, Kamban produces, not a still photograph,
not a motion picture, nor even a technicolour film, but a threedimensional drama staged right in front of us.
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The Lo
eet
Lovvers M
Meet
After all the guests have taken their seats, Vasishta suggests
to Janaka that the bride might be fetched.
As Sita walks in softly, her jewels cast polychromatic images
moving on the ground; it seems as though Mother Earth, fearing
that the ruggedness of the Earth might hurt Sita’s tender feet, has
rolled out a carpet of multicoloured petals on the floor.
In a few bold dramatic strokes Kamban brings out the
personality of the principal guests by merely stating their reactions
to the appearance of Sita.
As the bride, who had the character of a sweet melody, drew
nearer, all hands went up in salutation to her, except those of
Rama and the Rishis. For, argues the Poet, all things that had a
mind, regarded Sita as divine and what the mind thought the
body promptly carried out.
Though Neelamalai’s description of Rama was sufficiently
reassuring, there was still some lingering doubt in Sita’s mind
about his identity. It would be immodest for her to stare at him.
Pretending to adjust her bangles, she casts a quick furtive glance
at him through the corner of her eye; she is now convinced that
the Rama she sees objectively tallies in every particular with the
one she has been subjectively nourishing in her heart.
During the split second that she looks at him the blue charms
of Rama flow like a river into the large eyes of Sita.
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At this juncture, Visvamitra announces, at the instance of
Dasaratha, that the wedding would take place the very next day.
Synthesis of B
hoga and Yoga
Bhoga
The next morning Vasishta is ready with all the materials
needed for the wedding sacrament.
The bridegroom and the bride, both bedecked with flowers,
take their seats on the bridal dais. As Rama and Sita sit, side by
side, touching each other, Kamban whispers to us that they look
like the grand synthesis of Bhoga and Yoga. The Poet believes
that there is no inherent incompatibility between earthly joy and
celestial bliss and that the two can be welded into a harmonious
whole.
With the wedding Visvamitra’s task is done. His exit from
the epic is celebrated by Kamban in a song, which sings with
orchestral fulness and exudes Visvamitra’s sense of fulfilment and
exaltation.
As the lordly groom
and Janaka’s darling cuckoo
are dallying in the versatile fields of bliss,
Visvamitra, in the Vedic mode,
blesses them
and sets forth on his journey northward,
towards his retreat
in the dizzy heights
of Meru, the Mount of gold.
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«è£ù£ Aò
ñíõ£ ÷Â‹
êùè¡ î¼
°J ½‹,
ï£ù£ Mî‹
õ¼«ð£ è«ñ
¸è˜A¡ øÜ‰
ï£œ õ£Œ,Ýù£ ñ¬ø
ªïPÝ Cèœ
ºQ«è£ Cè¡
Ü¼ OŠ
«ð£ù£¡ õì
F¬êõ£Œ, àò˜
ªð£¡ñ£™ õ¬ó
¹° õ£¡.

With this close-up of Visvamitra, the Poet bids farewell to
one, who has brought about a union of momentous significance
for the Epic.
AYODHYA KANDA
Now the curtain rises on Ayodhya Kanda, in which Rama is
deprived of the crown by the machinations of Mantharai, the
hunchback, and of Kaikeyi, the youngest wife of Dasaratha. By
the banishment of Rama to the forest the ground is prepared for
the abduction of Sita by Ravana and the final extermination of
Evil and Tyranny.
Kamban begins the Ayodhya Kanda with a lovely song of
invocation, which is as perfect of its kind as anything in the
language.
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Matter,
which is descended from Ether,
pervades
the whole of the limit-disdaining
expanse of Space;
And God dwells in this expanse,
infusing and transcending it,
even as Soul and Consciousness
infuse the Flesh, yet transcend it.
That Godhead is no other
than that Prince of Princes,
that wearer of the warrior’s anklets,
who, teased and ill-treated
by his queenly step-mother and
a hunchbacked hag,
abdicated the sceptre,
crossed jungle and sea
and saved the celestials
from tyranny.
õ£¡G¡(Á) ÞN‰¶
õó‹Hè‰ î
ñ£Ì îˆF¡
¬õŠªðƒ °‹
áÂ‹ àJ¼‹
àí˜¾‹ «ð£™
àœÀ‹ ¹øˆ¶‹
à÷¡â¡ ð:
ÃÂ‹ CPò
«è£ˆî£ »‹
ªè£´¬ñ Þ¬öŠð‚
«è£™¶ø‰ ¶,
è£Â‹ èì½‹
èì‰(¶)Þ¬ñ «ò£˜
Þ´‚è‡ è£ˆî
èö™«õ‰ ¬î.
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The original of this poem, which has been tortured out of
shape and rhythm by the sadistic mechanism of translation, would
give us a measure of Kamban’s capacity to fuse scientific thought
with religious emotion and beatific vision.
The Cabinet M
eets
Meets
After his return from Mithila, Dasaratha spends many happy
days at Ayodhya. With the weddings of his able and virtuous sons,
his secular life has become rich and full. One day he leaves his
palace for his Council Chamber on an elephant’s back, and directs
his ministers to be fetched to the Council Hall. Vasishta, his Prime
Minister, arrives first. The other ministers enter the Council
Chamber in the order of precedence, bow to Vasishta first and
then salute Dasaratha with folded hands. After Vasishta and
Dasaratha greet them, they take their appointed seats. Looking
at them with benevolence, Dasaratha says that he wishes to
emulate his spotless predecessors, who, after reaching old age,
handed over the kingdom to their sons and went away to the
forest in search of spiritual enlightenment.
Dasaratha requests the Council of Ministers to ponder over
his proposal and offer advice.
Vasishta, who was intently listening to the king’s words,
considers his proposal in the light of the wisdom and
understanding behind it, of the unanimous opinion of the
ministers and the interests of the citizens. Then he speaks:
It is indeed a virtuous duty.
Your utterance is worthy of your nobility.
... ...
...
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î¼ñ º‹Þ¶;
î‚è«î à¬óˆî¬ù,
îè «õ£Œ!

Dasaratha is overjoyed that his proposal has met with
Vasishta’s approval.
The faces of the elder statesmen looked like outstretched
letters on which approval was writ large. At Dasaratha’s request
Sumantra fetches Rama.
Rama bows before Vasishta and then salutes the feet of
Dasaratha, who is overwhelmed by love and embraces Rama, with
tears gushing from his eyes.
Dasaratha explains the tradition of his royal ancestors, who,
in the evening of their lives, handed over their crowns to their
sons and then set forth to save their own souls.
As the father made this request, the lotus-eyed son neither
coveted the crown nor disdained it. He realized it was his duty
to rule. Thinking to himself, ‘whatever is commanded by the King
is law unto me,’ Rama accepted the royal command.
At once Dasaratha embraced Rama again and left for his
palace, surrounded by his ministers.
Invitations for the coronation were sent to the sovereigns of
different countries of the earth; they were sealed with gold-plated
seals bearing the inscription of Garuda.
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The F
estiv
Festiv
estivee City
Rama is getting ready for the crowning ceremony. The
citizens of Ayodhya beautified the beautiful city as if they would
polish the Sun or dust the resplendent jewel on the broad chest
of Vishnu, the Protector of the worlds.
Chariots and elephants studded the streets. As the goldcaparisoned elephants walked, they looked like the hill of the
Rising Sun, walking with the glittering Sun on their foreheads.
As the City was thus scintillating with joy, Mantharai, the
malignant hunchback came on the scene like the embodiment
of all the evils perpetrated by Ravana. The festivities roused her
envy. Her mind quivered, her anger struck roots deep into her,
her heart ached, her eyes sparkled with fire, her words boiled up
with rage.
This woman, who could plunge the three worlds into grief,
burst into the palace of Kaikeyi, the third wife of Dasaratha and
the mother of Bharatha. She pursed her lips and recalled to her
mind and fixed in her memory the scene of child-Rama playfully
shooting clay pellets from his bow at her hump. She could not
bear to see the urchin, that had mocked at her deformity,
ascending the throne. She entered the bed-chamber of Kaikeyi
in a bid to persuade her to thwart the impending coronation of
Rama, her step-son.
Kamban
efinement
Kamban’’s R
Refinement
Kamban casts Kaikeyi, as in fact he casts every other character
in the epic, in a mould radically different from that of Valmiki.
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She is lovable, gracious, magnanimous and generous and is so
wholesomely constituted that even sub-consciously she makes no
distinction between her son, Bharatha, and her step-son, Rama.
By introducing this refinement, Kamban arms Kaikeyi more
strongly against the wily onslaughts of Mantharai and creates
more challenging problems for himself. But, he meets the
challenge convincingly by solving the problem at a deeper and
subtler level of psychology. The scene in which Mantharai
succeeds in poisoning the innocent and incorruptible mind of
Kaikeyi, is an epic by itself and the bold dramatic treatment given
by Kamban to the insidious manner in which Kaikeyi is enlisted
on the side of Evil cannot be discussed within the limitations of
available space. Suffice it for the present to say that, like the
cunning technician that Mantharai is, she converts Kaikeyi by
an argument, based not on the cupidity of the human heart, but
upon its exalted nobility. She asks her,’ When the indigent and
the poor, pursued by distress and poverty, go to you and beg for
alms, will you, in your turn, beg of Kausalya to give you gold to
help those in distress, or say “No” to those who beg for succour?
If her son Rama becomes King, the whole world will become that
of Kausalya, and are you going to live on gifts doled out by her?’
As wicked Mantharai uttered these words, says the Poet, the
sacred heart of the noble Queen turned profane, by force of the
boons obtained by the gods for the destruction of Evil. She
wanted Mantharai to tell her how to secure the crown for
Bharatha. The woman, whose mind was as crooked as her body,
reminded her of the two boons Dasaratha had given her at the
time of his conquest of Samparan, a Rakshasa, and she went on
to suggest, ‘With one boon you get the Kingdom for your son,
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and with the other, you banish Rama to the forest for fourteen
years.’ Kaikeyi proceeded to execute this plan without loss of time.
Dasaratha was shocked when Kaikeyi asked him for these
boons. He entreated her not to insist upon her request to banish
Rama, but Kaikeyi would not relent.
As the sorrowing Emperor rolled in the dust, the unmoved
woman said, ‘I shall accept the boons if you grant them; else,
Oh King! I shall kill myself.’ It was clear to Dasaratha that Kaikeyi
was bent on getting what she wanted. In exasperation, he grants
her the boons.
‘Fallen in this wretch,’ cried he,
‘Granted, granted is your request.
Let my son rule over the forest,
and, dying, let me rule over Heaven.
Never, never shall you and your son
swim ashore from the Sea of Infamy.’
iŒ‰î£ «÷Þš
ªõŒòõœ â¡ù£,
Iì™ «õ‰î¡,
‘ß‰«î¡ ß‰«î¡
Þšõó‹; â¡«êŒ
õù‹Ý ÷,
ñ£Œ‰«î¡ ï£¡«ð£Œ
õ£Âô(°) Ýœªõ¡;
õ¬ê ªõœ÷‹
c‰î£Œ c‰î£Œ
G¡ñè «ù£´‹
ªï®(¶)’ â¡ ø£¡.
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Kaikeyi SSleeps
leeps
As he said these words, a great sorrow, which was as sharp
and fatal as a well-tempered and sharpened dagger, stabbed his
heart and he became unconscious. As for the woman with the
unmoved heart, a sense of fulfilment stole into her and she fell
fast asleep. It is a subtle truth of psychology that an overwrought
mind, which is suddenly released from great tension, slides quickly
into a state of deep sleep. The Poet gives dramatic expression to
this truth by sending Kaikeyi into the peace of slumber after
sending Dasaratha into an agonized stupor.
Natur
aturee P
Prrotests
Though Kaikeyi finds repose in sleep, all Nature, according
to Kamban, rebels against her great act of treachery.
The Night breaks into Dawn. The cool Night-Maid, says the
Poet, hurried away as if ashamed to show her face before men
and as if abashed at the conduct of the woman, who since her
wedding day had acted as the soul of Dasaratha, but who, when
her lord was struck with sorrow, showed him no pity whatever.
With day-break the stars disappear into the sky. The starstudded firmament looked like a far-spreading canopy hung with
lustrous pearly hangings, which bathed the entire Earth with their
white radiance. Now that the Coronation of Rama (whose
crimson eye looked like a laughing lotus) has been put off, where
is the need for the canopy? As the stars hide themselves in the
sky, it looks as though the canopy is being hurriedly dismantled
before Rama would wear the coronation armlet around his arm.
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The Sun rises. The hostile darkness that was like dense
overhanging smoke was put to flight. The life of Dasaratha (the
descendant of the Sun) was wearing out like the fading lamps in
the palace. As if infuriated by the sinful wickedness of treacherous
Kaikeyi, the blazing Sun rose above the Eastern hill, reddening
with anger.
The Cor
onation C
Coronation
Crrow d
The people of Ayodhya, who know nothing of the bedchamber scene, were ecstatically looking forward to the coronation
of Rama. Each enjoyed the prospect of the coronation according
to his or her temperament and maturity. Women, mature in age,
regarded Rama’s elevation with the mother-heart of Kausalya. The
saints looked upon the event with the detached enlightenment
of Vasishta. The younger women resembled Sita in their
attunement to the joyous occasion. Sita in her joy looked like
Lakshmi herself. The older men, who had become other-worldly,
resembled Dasaratha in their serenity.
Princes and Kings from all over the globe flooded Ayodhya
to witness the coronation of the spouse of Sita.
Fresh-B
lo
wn Lotus
esh-Blo
lown
As the coronation crowds were surging in the streets of
Ayodhya, Vasishta, who was busying himself inside the palace
with the performance of sacred rites, asked Sumantra to bring
the King forthwith. Sumantra went to Dasaratha’s mansion and
failing to find him there, went to the palace of Kaikeyi. He was
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commanded by Kaikeyi to bring Rama to her. Rama appeared
before Kaikeyi and prostrated himself at her feet. Kaikeyi told
him: ‘The King has ordered that your brother Bharatha shall rule
his Kingdom and you shall go out into the jungle, live with
matted locks in the company of saints, perform penance, bathe
in the holy rivers and return in fourteen years.’
Rama rejoiced at this heartless command. The Poet says that
Rama’s face, which, before hearing the command, resembled the
lotus in freshness and charm, outshone the fresh-blown lotus after
hearing the command. Rama said:
Were it not the King’s Command but yours,
would I disobey it?
This very moment I take leave of you
and set out for the forest.
‘ñ¡ùõ¡ ðEò¡ø£ A™
à‹ðE ñÁŠð«ù£: â¡
... ...
...
Þ¡QQ «òò£¡è£ ù‹
ãA¡«ø¡, M¬ì»‹ªè£‡ «ì¡.’

Rama knew that his father was in the inner Chamber, but
he did not go in to take leave of him. He offered his salutation
in the direction of his father, and after prostrating at the feet of
Kaikeyi again, he left for the palace of his mother, Kausalya. En
passant we may note that in Valmiki’s Ramayana, Rama, before
leaving for the forest, seeks an interview with Dasaratha, who calls
Rama in and tells him, ‘I have been defrauded by Kaikeyi to grant
those boons. You must, therefore, ignore my Command and
become King of Ayodhya.’ This advice provokes Valmiki’s Rama
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to preach a homily to Dasaratha and to dissuade him from
breaking his pledged word. Kamban cuts out this awkward
farewell scene for sound artistic reasons. Firstly, the pathos of
separation would be more dramatic and intense if Rama went into
the wilderness without taking leave of his grief-stricken father.
Secondly, Dasaratha’s love for Rama and love for Truth are in such
lofty conflict that the tonality of either would be impaired by
over-stringing the other.
Vir
tue
obs
irtue
tue’’s SSobs
With none to fan him with samarai fans,
with none to hold aloft the white umbrella of royalty
over his head,
with heartless Destiny going in front of him
and Virtue going behind him
with sobs and sighs,
the solitary figure of Rama came
into the presence of the woman,
whose mother-heart was throbbing with expectant joy,
and yearning to see Rama, blue-mountain-like,
come with a dazzling crown upon his head.
°¬ö‚A¡ø èõKJ¡ P‚,
ªè£Ÿøªõ‡ °¬ì»I¡ P,
Þ¬ö‚A¡ø MFº¡ªê™ ôˆ,
î¼ñ‹H¡ ÞóƒAãƒ è,
ñ¬ö‚ °¡ø‹ Ü¬ùò£¡ªñ÷ L
èMˆîù¡ õ¼‹â¡(Á), â¡Á
î¬ö‚A¡ø ¾œ÷ˆ(¶)Ü¡ ù£œ
º¡,å¼ îIò¡ªê¡ ø£¡.
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As Rama gently broke the news of his banishment, Kausalya
broke down.
Rama takes his sorrowing mother in his arms and tries to
console her. She says, ‘By all means let Bharatha rule the world.
He is rich with the perfection of Virtue and is better than you,
even. But, I will, by cringing before the ill-advised King and
appealing to him, protect you from banishment.’ With these
words, she rushes towards Kaikeyi’s palace, where she finds the
King lying unconscious on the floor.
Meanwhile, Sage Vasishta conveys the dreadful news to the
waiting crowd of citizens. In their delirious frenzy, the people
attribute the vilest of motives to Dasaratha and declare that his
desire to retire after crowning Rama is only a ruse.
They proclaim:
‘We will cluster around Rama
and following him,
we will dwell in the serpent-infested Jungle—
and the Jungle shall in a brief while
turn into the City Beautiful.’
... ...
...
ºŸÁ¬ìò «è£¬õŠ
HKò£¶ ªñ£Œˆb‡®
àŸ(Á)à¬ø¶‹; ò£¼‹
à¬øò«õ, C™ï£O™Š
¹Ÿ(Á)à¬ìò è£(´)â™ô£‹
ï£ì£AŠ «ð£‹’â¡ð£˜.
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As the citizens were bemoaning their fate, Lakshmana raged
with anger upon learning that his pretty-eyed step-mother had
charmed Dasaratha into banishing Rama and securing the Crown
for her own son.
‘Here stand I’, he roared,
‘to exterminate the folk
who call for battle
and to rid the Earth of their burden;
to pile their carcases,
one upon the other,
till the heap reaches the roof of the sky;
to set the crown upon the head
of the only King I recognize,
Come who may
to cross my wishes.’
‘¹MŠð£ ¬õ
ðóƒªèìŠ «ð£˜àõ‰
«î£¬óªò™ ô£‹
ÜMŠð£ Â‹
ÜMˆ(¶)Üõ˜ Ý‚¬è¬ò
Ü‡ì‹ºŸ ø‚
°MŠð£ Â‹
âù‚(°)å¼ «è£M¬ù‚
ªè£Ÿøªñ÷ L
èMŠð£ Â‹G¡«ø¡,Þ¶ è£‚°ï˜
è£I¡!’â¡ ø£¡.

Rama came to Lakshmana sprinkling a cool spray of
mellowed words. He came, says the Poet, like a blue-black cloud
to drench an inextinguishable fire.
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After quelling Lakshmana’s rage, Rama prepares to go to the
forest.
Weeping Voices
The poignancy of the scene invaded the homes of Ayodhya.
Stunned housewives ceased to perform their domestic chores.
The kitchens lost their smoke;
the terraces lost
the incense of burning sandalwood;
cupfuls of milk the parrots lost;
the cradles lost
the rocking hands of women,
the babies squealing.
Ü†®½‹ Þö‰îù
¹¬è; ÜA™Š¹¬è
ªï†®½‹ Þö‰îù
G¬ø‰î ð£™,AO
õ†®½‹ Þö‰îù;
ñèO˜ ¬è,ñEˆ
ªî£†®½‹ Þö‰îù
ñè¾‹ «ê£ó«õ.

This is great drama, literature that makes the kitchen and
the terrace, the milk-cup and the cradle, walk and talk.
Ayodhya’s streets would be usually filled with song and
merriment. But, now?
The sound of mridangam
ceased;
the stringed lutes were hushed;
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stilled was the noise of the festive crowds;
with nothing but weeping voices
the regal streets were filled.
ºö(¾)â¿‹ åLJô,
º¬øJ¡ ò£›ïó‹(¹)
âöâ¿‹ åLJô,
Þ¬ñŠH™ è‡Eù˜
Mö(¾)â¿‹ åLJô,
«õÁ‹ å¡Pô,
Üöâ¿‹ åLòô(¶)
Üóê iF«ò.

Rama went to the palace of Sita, followed by hordes of griefstricken citizens. He tried to dissuade her from following him to
the forest by telling her that she could not stand the forest heat.
Sita retorted:
Can the huge forest burn hotter
than your parting?
...ß‡´G¡
HKM Â‹²´
«ñ£,ªð¼ƒ è£(´)?’â¡ø£œ.

As Rama stood lost in thought, Sita went into the inner
chamber, audaciously put on a saree made of the bark of trees,
came out and stood beside Rama, firmly clasping his long arm.
In the Ramayana of Valmiki, Sita does not wear the hermit’s
weeds voluntarily but is forced by Kaikeyi to wear them. The
coarseness of the garment shocks Sita, who trembles at the sight
of it ‘like a deer trembling at the sight of a net cast to catch it’.
Vasishta and Dasaratha curse Kaikeyi for her hard-hearted gift,
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but Kaikeyi turns a deaf ear to their curses. Kamban, on the
contrary, makes Sita wear the coarse garment voluntarily and
cheerfully and thereby lends dramatic finality to her resolve to
follow Rama into exile.
Depar
tur
epartur
turee for the Woods
It was sunset when Rama started for the jungle along with
Sita and Lakshmana. Sumantra drove them for twenty miles in a
chariot to a fragrant grove, where Rama alighted for the night.
As he was conversing with the Rishis in that grove, a dense circle
of citizens, ten miles in diameter, converged on the grove and
covered its outside as if with a blanket. They settled themselves
down on the river-beds, on sand slopes, on green grass, on every
available patch of land.
As the crowd started sleeping, Rama wished to go further into
the forest without their knowledge and before doing so, he asked
Sumantra to go back to Ayodhya and convey his salutations to
his ‘three mothers’ and to wipe out the sorrow of Prince Bharatha
by remaining constantly by his side. This amazing compassion
of Rama for Bharatha moves the Poet to exclaim:
So said the One,
who, hiding from the Scriptures,
took to dwelling in the woods.
...â¡ø£¡:
ñ¬øè¬÷ ñ¬ø‰¶«ð£Œ
õùˆ¶œ ¬õ°õ£¡.
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The idea of Kamban is that mere theological learning is a
hindrance to the discovery of Reality. Such learning merely
thickens the ego of Man and puts Reality at a greater distance
from him. The more we burrow into the scriptures, the more
perplexed we become about the nature of Reality. God, therefore,
decided, for the benefit of Man, to quit the Scriptures and to
give more convincing proof of Himself by going into the woods.
And how does going into the woods demonstrate to Man the
reality of God?
In the artificial City, the handiwork of Man is more in
evidence than that of God. Man becomes drunk with his egotistic
powers as he sees in the city the glory of his achievements. But,
when Man leaves the City and goes out into the forests and
mountains and sees stately trees with myriad-tinted leaves or wild
cascades flowing down the hills, he feels humbled, forgets the
achievements of his own ego and is overpowered by the unseen
Presence of God. As a visit to the wilderness turns the mind of
Man from his own Ego to God, Kamban justly says that God
hides himself from the Scriptures and chooses to dwell in the
woods.
This profound sentiment crosses the mind of the Poet as
Rama, the incarnate God has discarded the City of Ayodhya and
is about to go deeper into the forest. The request made by Rama
to Sumantra to stand by Bharatha and console him is so
refreshingly free from the pettiness and envy we associate with
human nature that Kamban makes this memorable exclamation
so that the reader may notice this existential proof of the divinity
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of Rama-’So said the One, who hiding from the Scriptures, took
to dwelling in the woods.’ The whole sublimity of the passage
derives from the weight of passionate insight thrown into it. This
is not cleverness or artifice, but genius.
The M
ynah and the P
arr
ot
Mynah
Parr
arrot
Now, Sumantra turns to Sita, who is looking forward to a
joyous future in the forest. She tells Sumantra, ‘Convey my
regards first to the King and my mothers-in-law. Then tell my
loving sisters carefully to nurse my golden Mynah and parrot.’
Sumantra is moved by this child-like request of the simple,
unsophisticated Sita, who has known no sorrow and who has not
the slightest notion of the rigours and perils of forest life. As he
thinks of her pathetic innocence, Sumantra breaks into tears. Sita
wonders if she has given offence to Sumantra. She muses, ‘I
merely said the birds must be looked after. Why should he weep?’
Unable to divine the reason for his tears, she starts weeping, too.
With a heavy heart, Sumantra takes leave of Rama and drives
back all alone to Ayodhya.
The G
odly M
oon
Godly
Moon
Leaving the sleeping legion of Citizens, Rama takes this
opportunity of going further into the jungle. It is pitch dark now,
and who escorts Rama into the dark? The Poet says:
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The Chastity of Sita,
the manliness of his own Virtue
and his younger brother and the bow–
these were the protective armoury
that escorted this Earth-descended Grace,
as he launched out into the darkness of the Night.
¬îò™î¡ èŸ¹‹,î¡
îè¾‹, î‹H»‹,
ªêŒò¬è M™½«ñ
«êññ£è‚ ªè£‡´,
¬ñòÁ è¼¬íò£Œ
¬õò‹ õ‰¶÷
äòÂ‹ «ð£Jù£¡
Ü™L¡ ï£Šð«í.

As the three groped forward, the darkness seemed to have
an obstructive solidity about it; it seemed to collude with the
Rakshasas, the friends of Evil, and out of friendship for them, to
obstruct the march of the trio. It is by such whispered intimations
that Kamban suggests the impending confrontation between
Good and Evil.
Driving
the ink-drenched darkness out,
came the Godly Moon,
as if the Sky, lighting a lantern,
had lifted it up with its hands.
... ...
...
¬ñM÷‚ Aò«îÜ¡ ù
õòƒ(°)Þ¼œ ¶ó‚è,õ£ ù‹
¬èM÷‚(°) â´ˆî(¶)â¡ ù,
õ‰î¶ èì¾œˆFƒ èœ.
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In some subtle way the Poet involves the reader in this
pilgrimage through the darkness and in the ensuing Crusade
against Evil. Kamban expresses our sense of sudden relief and
gratitude by calling the timely Moon ‘Godly’. In the whole epic
we get a continual consciousness of eternal law and order and
good.
As the Moon breaks through the night, the Poet gives a verbal
silhouette of the three figures moving in the moonlight. Rama
moves like a black-washed hill. Lakshmana is like a hill having
the same contours but plated with gold. The play of moonlight
on the ground is so soft that the Moon would appear to have
spread out filaments of whitest cotton in order that the tender
feet of Sita might tread the forest unhurt. Leaving the three in
these gay idyllic surroundings, Kamban takes us along with
Sumantra to the poignant scenes in Ayodhya.
Well of Tears
As Sumantra returned to Ayodhya, Dasaratha asked him, ‘Is
the Prince far or near?’ ‘Into the remote jungle of rising bamboos,
the Prince is gone’ said Sumantra. The moment Dasaratha heard
the words, ‘the Prince is gone’, gone was the soul of Dasaratha.
The tragedy of Dasaratha stirs Kamban to his depths and what a
well of tears has he dug out of it!
The sight of the bereaved wives holding fast to the body of
Dasaratha leads the Poet into a mood of profound reflection upon
the glory that was Dasaratha. At the cost of his life he had kept
his pledged word and, by dying for an ideal, he had achieved the
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life eternal. The body-boat, in which Dasaratha sailed, had ferried
him safely across the ocean of earthly life to the shore of Bliss; it
had steered clear of the sharks of delusion and returned safe after
landing its passenger in Eternity, thereby proving the
seaworthiness. As the wives held fast to the dead body, it seemed
they had boarded this trustworthy vessel in the confidence it
would take them, too, to the same destination.
The E
Exxcursion
Blissfully unaware of the tragic events in Ayodhya, Sita and
Rama walk through the forest with great gaiety. In a holiday
mood, they enjoy the Carnival of Nature. The spirit of tender
and charming irresponsibility, which marks their picknicking
excursion, is brought out by Kamban in a series of poems of
exalting loveliness and charm; Rama strolled along with Sita, like
a lovely cloud strolling with a flash of lightning. As they reached
the northern bank of the Ganges and were conversing delightfully
in the company of Saints, Guha, the hunter-chief, came to pay
his respects to Rama. He was the Lord of a thousand boats, armed
with a deadly bow. His shoulders were carved in stone, and his
thighs, cut in ebony. He was tall, of such height as could plumb
the Gangetic depth. A piece of red skin flowed down from his
waist and a shiny belt of tiger’s tail fastened tight the hide around
his loins. He wore a necklace of beads, strung as if with a row of
teeth; he wore an anklet, strung as if with pebbles; he had a tuft,
strung as if with sheaves of darkness; lion-like, he had bushy eyelashes, strung as if with paddy grains. Buckled to his belt was a
blood-stained dagger. He had the awe-inspiring look of a
venomous cobra, but he lisped his words like a babbler and his
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waist was strong as Indra’s diamond lance. ‘Unversed in
Falsehood’s ways’, ‘pure of heart’ and ‘more loving than a mother’.
Guha placed before Rama his tribute of fish and honey.
Kamban’s Rama and sages were vegetarians, unlike Valmiki’s,
and regarded vegetarianism both as a virtue and as a hall-mark
of culture. The hunter-chief ’s request to eat fish shocked the
assembled saints and sounded offensive. Rama smilingly told
them that the gift brought by Guha was ‘bathed in love’, and
thereby it had become consecrated and must be deemed to have
been eaten with sweet relish. Guha asked Rama why he had left
Ayodhya, and Lakshmana unfolded to him the woeful tale, which
drew tears from Guha’s eyes. Rama is moved by the intense
devotion of Guha and adopts him as his brother. He tells him:
Hitherto we were brothers four,
and from now on, we are brothers five.
Is there any limit to brotherhood?
Love increases the number.
...
...
...
º¡¹ª÷‹ å¼ï£™ «õ‹;
º®¾÷(¶) âùà‡ «ì£?Ü¡¹÷ ÞQï£‹ æ˜
äõ˜èœ à÷ó£ «ù‹’

It is a happy sentiment of the Poet that brotherhood is
founded not in birth but in love, and with expanding love, the
bounds of brotherhood expand, there being no limit to either.
After taking leave of Guha, the three reached the Chitrakuta
hills in the morning. The whole day they spent under the shade
of trees on the river bank. It is evening now.
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Catharsis of Lo
Lovve
As the three remain meditating near a mountain pond,
darkness falls, and Lakshmana takes Rama and Sita to a hermitage
he has improvised for them on the slope of the hill. He has built
it with his own princely hands. He uprooted bamboos from the
hill side, cut them into pieces of equal length, planted them in a
row, put up a roof-frame over them and fastened it to the planted
posts. He thatched the roof with closely-knit teak leaves and
overlaid it with flowering reeds. He built a wall around and
plastered the wall with mud and treated the surface with water.
Appurtenant to this hut, he built a private chamber for Sita with
the same materials and decorated its walls with red loam and
studded it with glittering stones picked up from the jungle stream.
As he surveyed the hut lovingly put up by Lakshmana, Rama
rejoiced. He is stirred by the love showered on him by Sita and
Lakshmana, and thinks that such spontaneous gifts of love come
only to those who have lost all.
‘The queenly feet of Janaka’s daughter
have trodden the Jungle path;
the peerless hands of my younger brother
have built this hermitage;
what on earth one could not have
once one has deprived oneself of all!’
Rama then turns to Lakshmana and asks:
‘When did you learn, my brother,
to do this wise?’
ê‰î‹
î£ù î¡ùù
î¡ùù î¡ùù
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«ñ¾ è£ù‹
IF¬ôò˜ «è£¡ñèœ
ÌM¡ ªñ™Lò
ð£îº‹ «ð£‰îù;
î£M™ â‹H¬è
ê£¬ô ê¬ñˆîù;
ò£¬õ ò£¶‹
Þô£˜‚A¬ò ò£î«õ!

and as he said so, dewy tears misted his lotus eyes. Rama thinks
that his reputation for the vindication of Virtue is undeserved,
as it is based, not upon his own sacrifice, but upon that of
Lakshmana. Leaving us in this state of catharsis, Kamban takes
us to Bharatha, who is Kekaya on a visit to his maternal
grandfather, the King of Kekaya.
Tyrant Woe
Kaikeyi, who slept in peace after getting the two boons from
the King, woke up and hurriedly sent messengers to Kekaya to
fetch Bharatha. Bharatha, on receipt of the message, rushed back
to Ayodhya, without knowing that Rama had been banished and
Dasaratha was dead.
He found the City desolate. Foreboding evil, Bharatha dashed
into the palace to see the King, but the King was not to be seen
anywhere. He went to Kaikeyi and asked her where the King was.
She embraced him and said, ‘Grieve you not, Your father is gone
to Heaven.’ The callousness of her reply intrigued Bharatha, and
the news of Dasaratha’s death made him breathless, and
unconscious. Recovering consciousness a little later, he broke into
a loud lamentation. Then his thoughts naturally turned to Rama
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for consolation. He said: ‘It is Rama of boundless virtue, who is
my father, mother, brother and lord. Unless I prostrate myself at
his sacred feet, my mind will not be rid of this tyrant woe.’
Bharatha’s reverence for Rama angered Kaikeyi, who, in a
thundering voice, said:
‘Companioned by those two—
wife and brother—
he is now a forest-dweller.’
...
...
...
‘ªîšõ´ C¬ôJù£Œ!
«îM î‹Hªò¡(Á)
ÞšM¼ «õ£ªó£´‹
è£ùˆ î£¡’ â¡ø£œ.

The casual manner in which she uttered these words
provoked Bharatha to ask, ‘What more plots are there to uncover?
And what more griefs to inflict on my ear?’ ‘Why did the King
die? and why did Rama go to the forest?’ Kaikeyi replied with
verve, ‘With one boon I caused Rama to be banished and with
the other, I procured the Realm for you. Unable to bear it all,
the King gave up the ghost.’
Before hearing these words, Bharatha’s folded hands remained
upstretched over his head in salutation, but on hearing these
words,
his folded hands
came down to stop his ears;
his eyebrows jumped up and down
and danced a fierce dance;
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gleams of fire mingled with his breath,
and ran in and out;
blood flushed his eye and flowed forth.
Å®ù ñô˜‚èó‹,
ªê£™L¡ º¡,ªêM
Ã®ù, ¹¼õƒèœ
°Fˆ¶‚ Ãˆ¶G¡(Á)
Ý®ù, àJ˜H«ù£(´)
Üö™‚ªè£ ¿‰¶èœ
æ®ù, àI›‰îù
àFó‹ è‡è«÷.

In this stanza, Kamban dramatizes the very physiological
symptoms of indignation. The anatomy of anger is seldom more
vivaciously described. Annexing Rama’s crown out of cupidity
would be an unholy act of sacrilege in the eyes of Bharatha, but
the omission to kill wicked Kaikeyi on the spot appears to him
equally unholy. However, he restrains himself from tearing her
mouth lest he should incur Rama’s wrath by doing so.
In his despair, Bharatha thinks that all values have collapsed
in this sordid scheming world. But, later, recollecting in
tranquility the sacrifice of Rama and Dasaratha, his confidence
in Virtue is restored. He exclaims:
If here is a King who would lay down his life
to keep his pledged word,
if here is a hero, to return from the exile
thrust upon him by a heartless word;
and if here is a Bharatha to rule the Kingdom
that has come his way,
the blame lies with the stars, not with Virtue,
which shines undimmed.
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‘ñ£÷¾‹ à÷¡å¼
ñ¡ù¡; õ¡ªê£ô£™
e÷¾‹ à÷¡å¼
ió¡;-«ñòð£˜
Ý÷¾‹ à÷¡å¼
ðóî¡ Ý‹âQ™,
«è£œÜô(¶) ÜøªïP
°¬ø»‡ ì£°«ñ£?’

Bharatha’s conviction that the whole of life is sustained by
the higher laws of virtue is expressed by Kamban in words of
singular force and grandeur. The Poet’s mastery over the choice
of words and sonorities is uplifting and his marvellous blending
of sound and sense makes him the most untranslatable of Tamil
Poets. The lofty disdain with which Bharatha refers in this song
to his own self in the third person gives his holy name the
contextual meaning of sinner. Kamban contrives such dramatic
situations and puts such eloquence into his living characters that
he is able to sustain in the reader a feeling of passionate intimacy
with things that count.
Bharatha refuses to remain by the side of Kaikeyi because he
says she is a sinner with a mind filled with unspeakable cruelty.
He goes to Kausalya and tells her that the solar dynasty has
become tainted by ‘a slander called Bharatha’, because on account
of him, sinful Kaikeyi had caused Rama to be expelled. Hearing
these words of lofty sorrow, Kausalya feels an instantaneous sense
of identity with Bharatha. Weeping, she gathers up and embraces
Bharatha, as if the one who had given up the crown and gone to
the jungle, has come back and stood right in front of her. Vasishta
comes to Bharatha at this juncture and tells him, ‘A Realm
without a strong King is like a Day without the dazzling Sun,
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and a planetless Night without the lucid Moon. Your father is
dead and your brother has renounced the crown which has
descended upon you by virtue of your mother’s request. Take over,
my son, the Government of this domain.’ As he heard these
words, Bharatha shuddered in fear. With glowing indignation,
he asked if it was proper for men of Virtue to give such advice.
He adds that Rama must be brought back and crowned in
accordance with law and immemorial custom. ‘If you utter any
word more’, he said, ‘I will kill myself.’ Vasishta and other, who
heard these words, were struck with Bharatha’s sublime sense of
justice and eagerness to right the wrong done to Rama. Bharatha
called Satrugna, his younger brother, and asked him to proclaim
by tom-tom to the people that he was resolved to give them back
their lawful Sovereign. The dead City revived on hearing this
proclamation. It is the diagnosis of Kamban that sorrow is the
result of the deprivation of love and can be cured by an adequate
supply of love. The Poet says:
Bharatha went, followed by chariots, cavalcades of horses and
elephants, on foot, unlike Valmiki’s Bharatha, who mounted a
chariot and rode fast in his eagerness to meet Rama and bring
him back.
As Bharatha, with his Army reached the Ganges, Guha, who
was on the opposite side, jumped to the conclusion that the Army
was directed against Rama.
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Kamban’s Guha is the very personification of unconditioned
love and devotion. He recalls to our mind the unspoilt awareness
and the uninhibited reactions of a child. His loyalty to Rama
constrains him to act excitedly and unrestrainedly.
A sword buckled to his belt,
biting his lips, his eyes afire,
uttering words that cut and pierced,
beating his war-drum, sounding his bugle,
stood he,
with his shoulders swelling to rush,
like close kinsmen, to his support.
è†®ò ²K¬èò¡,
è®ˆî õ£Jù¡,
ªõ†®ò ªñ£NJù¡,
MN‚°‹ bJù¡,
ªè£†®ò ¶®Jù¡,
°P‚°‹ ªè£‹Hù¡,
A†®ò îñ˜âù‚
A÷˜‰î «î£Où£¡.

Guha gather his warriors around him and tells them:
This deep, long-waved riverDare they cross it and survive?
Are we archers that would flee
at the sight of these huge elephant hordes!
Did not Rama call me ‘friend’,
and is that not a word among words?
ê‰î‹
î£ùù î¡ùù
î¡ùù î¡ùù
î¡ù î¡
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‘Ýöªï ´‰F¬ó
ÝÁè ì‰(¶)Þõ˜
«ð£õ£ «ó£!
«õöªï ´‹ð¬ì
è‡´M ôƒA´‹
M™ô£ «÷£!
«î£ö¬ñ â¡øõ˜
ªê£™Lò ªê£™å¼
ªê£™Ü¡ «ø£?
ãö¬ñ «õì¡
Þø‰Fô¡ â¡ªø¬ù
ãê£ «ó£?’

The ungraciousness of Bharatha distress Guha most. In his
martial speech to his warriors, he says:
‘To my Lord, who gave them kingdom,
They wouldn’t give the jungle that we rule!’
‘ï£´ªè£ ´ˆîâ¡
ï£òè Â‚Aõ˜,
ï£‹Ý À‹
è£´ªè£ ´‚Aô˜
ÝAâ ´ˆî¶
è£a «ó£!

As Guha stands on the southern bank of the Ganges, Minister
Sumantra approaches Bharatha on the northern bank and gives
him a description of Guha and his devotion to Rama. At once,
Bharatha, in his eagerness to meet Guha, hastens to the water’s
edge, taking Satrugna with him. The hunter-chief now has a close
view of Bharatha.
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Dressed in jungle weeds, his body stained with dust,
his face bereft of laughter, like a pale, beamless Moon,
his grief so mellow as to melt the rockiest of rocksSuch was the sorrow-stricken figure that Guha saw
and seeing it, Guha stood dazed, choked and sobbing,
the bow in his hand slithering down to the ground.
õŸè¬ôJ¡ à¬ìò£¬ù,
ñ£ê¬ì‰î ªñŒò£¬ù,
ïŸè¬ôJ™ ñFªò¡ù
ï¬èÞö‰î ºèˆî£¬ù,
è™‚èQò‚ èQA¡ø
¶òó£¬ù‚ è‡μŸø£¡;
M™‚¬èJQ¡(Á) Þ¬ìiö
M‹ºŸÁ G¡(Á)åN‰î£¡.

Recovering from the shock, Guha realizes that Bharatha’s
intention is far from war-like. He bursts out at once:
This trusty Prince does look like my lord
and the one who stands beside him
does look like my lord’s brother.
He is in hermit’s attire, his grief is without end,
he salutes in the direction of Rama.
Can any one born brother to my lord
be guilty ever of misdemeanour?
‘ï‹H»‹â¡ ï£òè¬ù
å‚A¡ø£¡; Üò™G¡ø£¡
î‹H¬ò»‹ å‚A¡ø£¡;
îõ«õì‹ î¬ôG¡ø£¡;
¶¡ð‹å¼ º®M™¬ô;
F¬ê«ï£‚Aˆ ªî£¿A¡ø£¡,â‹ªð¼ñ£¡ H¡Hø‰î£˜
Þ¬öŠð«ó£ H¬öŠ(¹)!’ â¡ø£¡.
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Guha rows in a lonely boat to the opposite bank and salutes
Bharatha, who prostrates at Guha’s feet and tells him he has come
to right the wrong committed by Dasaratha and to take back
Rama and crown him. As he hears these words, Guha clasps tight
the feet of Bharatha and says:
‘Oh, celebrated one!
your nobility is such indeed
that, in the eyes of those who ponder,
a thousand Ramas cannot equal you.’
...
...
...
¹èN«ù£Œ! î¡¬ñè‡ ì£™,ÝJó‹ Þó£ñ˜G¡ «èœ
Ýõ«ó£, ªîKJ¡Ü‹ ñ£?’

Bharatha tells Guha, ‘Pray tell me where out elder brother
rested.’ Guha takes him to the hermitage, where on a slab of stone
overspread with grass, Rama had taken bed. Bharatha falls down
at once shivering to the ground and is lost in grief. Then Bharatha
asks, ‘If this is where the great one slept, where did he spend his
time—the one who has boundless love for him and who followed
close upon his heels?’ Guha replies:
As the lovely dark Prince and she
slept here together,
Lakshmana kept vigil, bow in hand,
heaving long, hot sighs,
his eyes pouring tears;
Unwinking, he kept vigil
till Night’s limit-line came into view.
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‘Ü™¬ôò£‡ ì¬ñ‰î«ñ Q
ÜöèÂ‹ ÜõÀ‹¶… ê,
M™¬ôá¡ Pò¬è«ò£ ´‹
ªõŒ¶J˜Š «ð£´‹i ó¡,è™¬ôò£‡(´) àò˜‰î«î£ ÷£Œ!
è‡èœc˜ ªê£Kò‚,èƒ °™
â™¬ôè£‡ ð÷¾‹G¡ ø£¡,
Þ¬ñŠHô¡ ïòù‹’â¡ ø£¡.

Guha’s report is as touching as the Gentleman’s report to Kent
of Cordelia’s reactions to Lear’s sufferings.
At Bharatha’s request, Guha caused the sixty thousand troops
of Bharatha and the grief-stricken people of Ayodhya to be ferried
across the Ganges. Then Bharatha boarded a boat along with his
brother and the three Queens and Minister Sumantra. Guha
rowed this boat, ‘which crawled on those lovely swimming feet
called the oars.’
Intr
oducing the Q
ueens
ntroducing
Queens
As they pass over the river, Guha points to Queen Kausalya
and asks Bharatha who she is. Bharatha replies: ‘She is the noble
one who gave birth to him who had given birth to all the worlds;
she is the one, who, because I was born, renounced all the wealth
of royalty.’ Guha fell at Kausalya’s feet and sobbed, whereupon
the Queen asked who he was. In reply Bharatha told her that he
was Guha, the sweetest friend of Rama and the elder brother of
Lakshmana, Satrugna and himself. As Guha wept, the eyes of
Bharatha and Satrugna became wet with tears. Kausalya
comforted them all in a song, which breathes the very spirit of
serene benediction. As we read the song in the original, the air
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becomes vibrant with a thousand angelic wings, which waft a
balmy breeze over the bruised heart of Man. The original song is
given below in Roman script:

Naivir$ ali$r, mainti$r!
inittuyara$l; natirantw
ka$tuno$k ki
Meivi$ peyarntatuvum
nalama$yitra$m antre
vilangal tintol
Kaivi$rak kaliranaya
kalai ivan tannotum
Kalantu ni$vir
aivi$rum oruvi$ra$i
ahaltattai nedunga$lam
alittir endra$l.
Kamban’s variety of musical accomplishments is prodigious.
In fact, he works in larger musical units than any English poet.
In this stanza, which consists of four lines, each line comprises
19 or 20 syllables. To be able to control so many syllables and
words at once is a sure sign of exceptional mastery, and to be able
to arrange them in such a musical order as to set them to a key
appropriate to the relevant emotion is the most conclusive
evidence of his supremacy in poetry.
Beethoven said once that Goethe was in D-major. Likewise,
everything and everybody seem to present themselves to Kamban
in a certain key and Kamban communicates them in a key most
appropriate to each by resorting to musical phrases and
rhythmical devices which produce the intended impression on a
sensitive and penetrating reader. None of this word-magic of
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Kamban or the regality of his tone can come through in a
translation, but lest the narrative should be interrupted, the
following version of Kausalya’s utterance is given.
‘Grieve you not, my sons, grieve no more,
it is as well that the warriors of Truth
renounced the Realm and came to the wilderness;
Befriend this mighty warrior,
who stands like a heroic elephant
with a trunk strong as the hills;
and befriending him,
may the Five of you, becoming one,
govern this Earth
for many and many a year.’
‘¬ïi˜Ü h˜¬ñ‰b˜!
ÞQˆ ¶òó£™; ï£(´)Þø‰¶
è£´ «ï£‚ A
ªñŒió˜ ªðò˜‰î¶¾‹
ïôñ£JŸ ø£‹Ü¡«ø,
Môƒè™ˆF‡ «î£œ‚
¬èió‚ èO(Á) Ü¬ùò
è£¬÷Þõ¡ î¡«ù£´‹
èô‰¶,c M˜
äi¼‹ å¼ió£Œ,
ÜèLìˆ¬î ªï´ƒè£ô‹
ÜOˆF˜’â¡ ø£œ.

In the mellowness of her grief, Kausalya’s mother-heart
embraces the lowly hunter as one of her own blue-blooded sons.
There is in this song a certain epic nobility of thought, which
lifts the reader above human pettiness.

260

Pointing to Sumitra, who looked like Virtue herself, Guha
asked, ‘Pray, tell me who’s this lady brimming over with love.’
And Bharatha replied, ‘She is the Junior Queen of the one, who
died in order that unfaltering Truth might live. She is the great
one, who begot that inseparable brother and showed that adorable
Rama had a brother, too.’
After this introduction, Kamban feels embarrassed that
Guha’s attention might fall on Kaikeyi. As that distinguished
aesthete T.K. Chidambaranatha Mudaliar observes, this feeling
of embarrassment is brought out with superb poignancy in the
next stanza.
Her spouse gone to the cremation ground,
her son gone down the sea of grief,
Rama—that ocean of Grace—
gone to the merciless jungle,
the woman, who gauged
with the wanton cruelty of her mind,
all the worlds, which, of yore,
Mystic Vishnu had gauged with his height—
pointing to this woman.
Guha said, ‘Pray, tell me who she is.’
²´ñò£ ùˆF¬ì,î¡
¶¬íãèˆ, «î£¡ø™¶ò˜‚
èìL¡ã è‚,
è´¬ñò£˜ è£ùèˆ¶‚
è¼¬íÝ˜ èLãè‚;èö™‚è£™ñ£ ò¡
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ªï´¬ñò£™ Ü¡ø÷‰î
àôªè™ô£‹, î¡ñùˆ«î
G¬ù‰¶ªêŒ »‹
ªè£´¬ñò£™ Ü÷‰î£¬÷,
‘ò£˜Þõ˜â¡(Á) à¬ó’â¡ù‚,
°KC™Ã Á‹.

Now, Kamban makes Bharatha give vent to all the pent-up
fury of his mind. He replies:
She is the Author of all evil,
the foster-mother of Revenge,
she is the one
who has ground me down mercilessly
despite my lying in her accursed womb so long,
she is the one, the only one,
who has a beaming grief-free face
in a world where all bodies seem all dead.
Guess you not who she is?
The one who stands this wise
is the one who has generated me.
‘ðì˜âô£‹ ð¬ìˆî£¬÷Š,
ðNõ÷˜‚°‹ ªêML¬òˆ,î¡
ð£›ˆîð£ M‚
°ìK«ô ªï´ƒè£ô‹
Aì‰«îŸ°‹ àJ˜Šð£ó‹
°¬ø‰¶«î ò,àìªóô£‹ àJKô£
âùˆ«î£¡Á‹ àôèˆ«î
å¼ˆFÜ¡ «ø
ÞìKô£ ºèˆî£¬÷
ÜP‰F¬ô«ò™, Þ‰G¡ø£œ
â¡¬ùß¡ ø£œ.’
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These were bitter words, which created an awkward situation
for the entire Assembly. The Poet makes haste to relieve them
and the reader from this predicament by bringing down the
curtain on the boat scene. He hurriedly changes gear from a long
ponderous metre to a short snappy one.
Even this pitiless woman
Guha regarded as his mother,
and with his holy hands he saluted her.
The boat, like a wingless swan,
swiftly reached ashore.
ê‰î‹
î£ù î¡ùù
î¡ùù î¡ùù
â¡ù‚ «è†(´)Üš
Þó‚èI ô£¬÷»‹,
î¡ï™‚ ¬èJ¡
õíƒAù¡ î£Œâù;Ü¡ùŠ «ð¬ì
C¬øJô î£Œ‚è¬ó
¶¡QŸ(Á) â¡ù¾‹
õ‰î¶ «î£E«ò.

Rare dramatic skill has been employed by the Poet in
retrieving a situation, which is lesser hands, might well have
degenerated into bathos. The similarity between a boat with indrawn oars and a wingless swan is so startling that the attention
of the reader is diverted from a distressing predicament to the
comeliness of an apt simile and to the happy need for
disembarkation.
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Heav
en on Ear
th
eaven
Earth
After dismounting from the boat, Bharatha and his people
trudge along on foot to the hermitage of Sage Bharadwaja, who
receives them with open arms and blesses them and entertains
them to a feast. Out of the richness of his tapas, the Sage sends
out a thought, whereupon Heaven comes floating downward and
settles itself softly upon the Earth.
Leaving Bharatha and his retinue in this enchanted Heavenon-Earth, the Poet takes us to the Chitrakuta hills, where Rama,
Sita and Lakshmana are holidaying. One day as Lakshmana was
sitting in the courtyard of his cottage, he saw something moving
hazily in the dim distance. Closeby stood a cliff, which looked
like a tapering tongue of flame shot out by the Earth. Climbing
up the cliff and standing on its summit, Lakshmana looked
northward and saw a sea of arches and bows. There was little
doubt that it was Bharatha’s army on the march. Rash, devoted
and easily excitable like Guha, Lakshmana misjudged Bharatha’s
motive and lost no time in taking hurried steps to resist the
enemy. Down to the ground he jumped and stamping the rocks
with his feet, he raised a cloud of rock-dust. Rushing to Rama,
he roared, ‘Unrespecting Bharatha is coming down upon you with
Ayodhya’s extensive hordes.’ Donning his coat-of-arms and
locking it tight, he lifted his bow and touching Rama’s feet
reverentially, he said he would presently rout Bharatha’s army. In
his mind’s eye, Lakshmana sees an Armageddon, the bloody
scenes of which he describes with picturesque and war-like relish.
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‘And you will see rivers of blood
flowing and gurgitating into all the seas,
wiping out all Evil,
upturning and rolling those Island-elephants,
sweeping down chariots.’
‘ðì˜âô£‹ ÜNðìŠ,ð¼ñ ò£¬ùJ¡
Fì˜âô£‹ à¼†®ù,
«î¼‹ ß˜ˆîù,
°ì˜âô£‹ F¬óˆîù,
°¼F ÝÁèœ,
èì˜âô£‹ ñ´Šðù
ðô¾‹ è£‡®ò£™!’

Kamban, who knows how to turn the smallest details to
dramatic account, would not let this blood-river go to waste. He
makes Lakshmana say:
‘And you will see, too
red demons, slit-eyed dwarfs,
and headless trunks
swimming in the surging blood-tide
and dancing gaily, like the celestials,
and shouting,
“The Kingdom has become yours!” ‘
‘Gõ‰îõ£¡ °¼FJ¡
cˆî‹ c‰F,ªñŒ
Cõ‰îê£ îèªó£´
CÁè‡ ÃO»‹
èõ‰îº‹, àôè‹G¡
¬èò(¶) Ýò(¶)!â¡(Á)
àõ‰îù °OŠðù
è£‡®, à‹ð˜«ð£™.’
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‘By command of the King, Bharatha rules the world, and by
my command’, says Lakshmana, ‘he will start reigning in Hell.’
Rama is distressed to hear these terrible threats. He says:
‘Scriptures, no matter how numerous,
can only talk about virtue.
But, Bharatha acts virtue.
What he does is Virtue
What he does not, is not.
You have thought not of this,
because of your love for me.
‘â¬ùˆ¶÷ ñ¬øÜ¬õ
Þò‹ð™Š ð£ôù:
ð¬ùˆFóœ èó‚èKŠ
ðóî¡ ªêŒ¬è«ò
Ü¬ùˆFø‹: Ü™ôù
Ü™ô; Ü¡ù¶
G¬ùˆF¬ô, â¡õJ¡
ãò ªï…Cù£™.’
Think you ill
of that God of lofty Righteousness,
that Axle of Perfection?
He’s come, my boy,
to pay his respects to me,
and this you will discover presently.’
‘«ê‡àò˜ î¼ñˆF¡
«î¬õ„, ªê‹¬ñJ¡
ÝE¬ò, Ü¡ù¶
G¬ù‚è ô£°«ñ£?
ÌEò™ ªñ£Œ‹Hù£Œ!
«ð£‰î(¶) ß‡(´)â¬ù‚
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è£Eò, cÞ¶
H¡Â‹ è£‡®ò£™.’

As Rama spoke thus, Bharatha took Satrugna and rushed
towards Rama in his eagerness to have a close look at him. His
hands uplifted in reverent salutation, his body sagging, his eyes
dissolving in tears, Bharatha came like a painting done to declare,
‘This is the portrait of Agony!’
Rama gazed at Bharatha from top to toe and turning to
Lakshmana said,
‘Look! my bow-twanging brother,
look with both your eyes,
at the “War-thirsty” Bharatha,
leading the “martial” battalions!’
...
...
...
‘ Ý˜Š¹Á õKC¬ô
Þ¬÷ò äò!c,
«î˜Šªð¼‹ î£¬ùò£™
ðóî¡ YPò
«ð£˜Šªð¼‹ «è£ôˆ¬îŠ
ªð£¼‰î «ï£‚(°)’âù£.

Lakshmana stood startled, his abusive words were stilled, his
tears dropped to the ground along with his fury and his bow,
Bharatha’s figure is thin and worn-out with grief. Rushing towards
Rama, he complains,
‘You have thought not of virtue,
you have thrown compassion overboard;
you have abdicated the law.’
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‘Üø‰î¬ù G¬ù‰î¬ô
Ü¼¬÷ cˆî¬ù,
¶ø‰î¬ù º¬ø¬ñ¬ò!’
â¡Â‹ ªê£™Lù£¡.

Then, he falls at Rama’s feet as if he has seen, face to face,
his dead father come back to life. With his tears Rama drenches
the matted locks of Bharatha, and lifting him tenderly, presses
him close to his bosom. This spectacle moves Kamban to exclaim:
Thus did love-based Virtue
embrace
the Repertory of all that is just.
Gò£ò‹Üˆ î¬ù‚°‹æ˜
G¬ôò‹ Ý‹Ü¬î,
îò£ºî™ Üø‹Ü¶
î¿MŸ(Á) â¡ù«õ.

Then Rama asks him, ‘How fares the might King?’, and
Bharatha replies, ‘Sire, he is no more. Separation from you is he
disease that killed him. The boon obtained by black Kaikeyi, my
begetter, is the Yama that choked up his life.’ Hearing these words,
Rama’s eyes whirled and so did his mind, both revolving like a
whirligig. Down he sank to the ground—’the one that was greater
than the greatest.’
Sage Vasishta comforts him by saying, ‘Death, too, like birth
is a function of Nature. Forget you this truth—you that have
mastered all the extant scriptures?’ Deriving comfort from his
words, Rama goes into a jungle stream nearby, has a bath and
performs oblations with water thrice.
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Limitations of space prevent the writer from reproducing the
moving scenes that follow. Bharatha requests Rama to take over
the scepter. Rama tells him that he will carry out his father’s
command by living in the jungle for fourteen years and that,
meanwhile, Bharatha shall rule the Kingdom at his command.
Bharatha
haratha’’s C
Crrown
As Bharatha mused over the fourteen long years that lay
ahead, grief gripped him again, and his mind turned towards the
feet of God, which symbolize Divine Grace, the Grace that moves
the whole Universe and all events within it. ‘Pray’, he said, ‘Give
me the blessed sandals which could bless Bharatha with the bliss
of the Here and the Hereafter. The one with the weeping eyes
placed the footwear on his head with ritualistic devotion, thinking
to himself, ‘This is my Crown’. He prostrated himself at Rama’s
feet and left, his frame dazzling with the dust on which Rama’s
feet had trodden.
With the departure of the visitors, the curtain is rung down
on Ayodhya Kanda and rises upon Aranya Kanda, the book of
Forests.
ARANYA KANDA
The R
edeeming F
eet
Redeeming
Feet
The three leave the Chitrakuta hill and go to the forest called
Dandakaranya, where they encounter a monstrous giant called
Virada, who threatens to swallow the two Princes. Rama kicks
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the giant and at the touch of his feet, the giant recovers his former
form and recounts how he Indra had punished him for his lust
by cursing him to become a demon and recover his old form at
the touch of Rama’s feet. Recalling this curse and his redemption
from it, Virada sings some beautiful hymns in praise of Rama’s
grace.
If these are Thy feet,
which the scriptures expound
and which spread throughout the Universe,
how vast and lovely must be Thy total form!
«õîƒèœ Ü¬øA¡ø,
àôªèƒ°‹ MK‰îù,à¡
ð£îƒèœ Þ¬õâ¡Q™,ð®õƒèœ âŠð®«ò£!

God resides not only in inanimate Nature but also in the life
and consciousness of all animate beings. But it is a mystery that
these beings know Him not. The law of reciprocity does not seem
to govern the relationship between the Maker and the made!
There is no calf which knows not her mother,
and the mother-cow knows her calf as well;
Oh! Lord, thou art the Mother of the Universe
and thou knowest thy children, every one of them,
but, alas! how comes it about
thy children know thee not!
What magic Ignorance blinds their eyes?
Tell me, Thou that canst come without coming.
î£Œî¡¬ù ÜPò£î
è¡P™¬ô; î¡è¡¬ø
Ý»‹ ÜP»‹;
àôA¡î£Œ ÝA,äò!
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còPF âŠªð£¼À‹;
Ü¬õ»¡¬ù G¬ôòPò£;
ñ£¬òÞ(¶) â¡ªè£«ô£?
õ£ó£«î õóõ™ô£Œ!

God, who lives in the hearts of all, the ignorant and the wise,
is perceived only when divine wisdom dawns upon the ignorant.
It cannot therefore be said that He comes in only at the moment
of perception. He is already in the heart even before He is
perceived. It is this truth that the Poet presents in a profoundly
paradoxical form by making Virada say, ‘Thou, who canst come
without coming.’ Objective presence of God, according to the
Poet, preceded the subjective perception thereof.
After the departure of Virada, the trio move towards the
hermitage of Sage Sarapangar. At the threshold of the Ashram,
Rama sees the insignia of Indra, the King of the Celestials, and
goes into the Ashram to see if Indra is inside. In the Ramayana
of Valmiki, as soon as Indra sights Rama, he hurriedly leaves the
Ashram without meeting Rama lest the meeting should delay the
fulfilment of Rama’s mission on Earth. But, Kamban makes Indra
meet Rama in order that he might express his gratitude to the
Lord for having condescended, at the instance of the Celestials,
to take birth as Man for the purpose of destroying the forces of
Evil. The meeting thus contrived gives the Poet an opportunity
to explain earthly events against a cosmic background and thereby
widen the earth-bound perspective of Man.
Indra sings the praise of Rama:
‘Thou art the Light
that penetrates and soaks everything
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and yet remains unsoaked.
Harassed by the enemy
we sought refuge at Thy feet
and implored Thee;
and in fulfilment of the boon Thou gavest
Thou hast arrived, Oh, Lord!
Imagine Thy two lotus feet
now planted on the Earth!
«î£Œ‰¶‹ ªð£¼œÜ¬ùˆ¶‹
«î£ò£¶ G¡ø
²ì«ó! ªî£ì‚èÁˆ«î£˜
²Ÿø«ñ! ðŸP
c‰î ÜKò
ªï´ƒè¼¬í‚(°) â™ô£‹
G¬ôò«ñ! «õî‹
ªïPº¬øJ¡ «ï®
ÝŒ‰î àí˜M¡
àí˜«õ! ð¬èò£™
Ü¬ôŠ¹‡(´) Ü®«ò‹
Ü®«ð£Ÿø Ü‰ï£œ
ß‰î õó‹àîõ
âŒF¬ù«ò â‰î£Œ!
Þ¼Gôˆî «õ£?G¡
Þ¬íò®ˆî£ ñ¬óî£‹.

Bearing the C
Crross
Indra is moved by God’s compassion for his devotees, by His
renouncing his multi-dimensional world, and his choosing to
bind Himself in Time and Space, and subjecting Himself to the
indignity of human weal and human woe—just for the
redemption of Man.
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He continues his hallelujah:
There is none
who is out of touch with Thy God-stuff,
and none,
who is fully in touch with it;
It is neither Light nor Darkness
neither Above nor Below,
It is not without ageing,
nor does it age;
It has neither beginning, middle nor end
neither Afore nor After:
Lord! if such be the condition of Thy Being,
who could blame Thee,
if Thou wouldst refuse to redeem us
by coming upon the Earth,
bearing the burden of a bow
and treading the ground
with Thy crimson feet
reddening with pain?
Oh! the One that sleeps
in the black sea of Infinity,
What recompense dost Thou get
for redeeming us from sorrow?
«ñõ£ îõ˜Þ™¬ô,
«ñMù¼‹ Þ™¬ô,
ªõO«ò£ ®¼œÞ™¬ô,
«ñ™W¿‹ Þ™¬ô,
Íõ£¬ñ Þ™¬ô,
Íˆî¬ñ»‹ Þ™¬ô,
ºî™Þ¬ì«ò£ ¯P™¬ô,
º¡ªù£´H¡ Þ™¬ô;
«îõ£!Þƒ(°) Þš«õ£c
ªê¡øG¬ô â¡ø£™,C¬ô«ò‰F õ‰ªî‹¬ñ„
«êõ®èœ «ï£õ‚
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è£õ£ ªî£NJ™Š
ðNªðK«î£? Ü¡«ø™‚
è¼ƒèìL™‚ è‡õ÷˜õ£Œ!
¬è‹ñ£Á‹ à‡«ì£?

Measuring IInfinity
nfinity
In the intensity of his devotion, Indra fabricates a fantastically
huge cup of imagination in order to measure Infinity, but he
realises that the cup is infinitely inadequate for the purpose. He
says:
Let Brahma, the Creator of the worlds,
mould out of the stuff of all the planets an immense cup
of measurement,
and standing agile,
let him measure Thee for aeons and aeons;
Thy immeasurable grace would still remain
undiminished and unmeasured,
With the Earth as the bowl,
the Ocean as the Curd
and Mount Meru as the Churner,
Thou hast churned the Ocean
with Thy lotus hands aching
and given us immortalizing nectar.
How, then, can the Rakshasas help
becoming Thy slaves!
ï£N ï¬õb˜
àôªèô£‹ Ýè,
ïOùˆ¶ c î‰î
ï£¡ºèù£˜ î£«ñ
áN ðôðô¾‹
G¡ø÷‰î£™ å¡Á‹
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àôõ£Š ªð¼ƒ°íˆ(î)
àˆîñ«ù! «ñ™ï£œ
î£N î¬óò£èˆ
î‡îJ˜c ó£èˆ
îìõ¬ó«ò ñˆî£èˆ
î£ñ¬ó‚¬è «ï£õ
ÝN è¬ì‰îºî‹
âƒèÀ‚«è ß‰î£Œ:
Ü¾í˜èœî£‹ G¡Ü®¬ñ
Ýè£¬ñ à‡«ì£?

Rama, Lakshmana and Sita now leave for the mountain resort
of Agasthya, which is criss-crossed with cascades of water ‘sweeter
far than freshly-extracted honey’.
Yogic E
lephant
Elephant
Saint Agasthya’s erudition was as profound as it was
encyclopaedic. He was an authority not only on Art, Poetry and
Spiritual Culture but also on Science, Weaponry, Dam-building,
Irrigation and other branches of secular knowledge. People from
distant lands used to come to the Podikai hills in Tirunelveli
District to study at the University of Agasthya. He was a
powerhouse of enlightenment and culture. As he heard that Rama
was in the vicinity of his hermitage, he rushed towards him to
welcome him, unlike Valmiki’s Agasthya, who asks a messenger
to bring Rama into his presence.
The tradition in the Tamil country is that Agasthya published
in the Tamil language several works summing up all available
human knowledge, though these books were subsequently lost
while a good part of southern Tamil Nadu was submerged in the
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sea. Kamban, therefore, describes Agasthya as the One who, like
Vishnu, scaled the heights of the Universe, with the long rod of
Tamil.
In the next song, Kamban refers to a legend of symbolic
significance. Long, long ago, there was a race of Asuras, who
gathered all the spiritual and ethical treasures of the world and
sank along with them into the depths of the Ocean. Thereupon,
the celestials went to Agasthya and appealed to him to retrieve
the sunken treasures. Agasthya responded to this appeal; he took
the waters of the Ocean in the palm of his hand and drank them
dry; then at the request of the gods, he ejected the Ocean waters
from his stomach through his mouth, and made the hidden
treasures available to mankind again.
Rasikamani T.K. Chidambaranatha Mudaliar interprets this
legend in the light of what Mirandola did five centuries ago.
Greek Art and Literature were so subtle and intricate that the
Italians, who were out of touch with Greek tradition, grievously
misinterpreted them. A horde of Italian Grammarians and
Commentators, who had no aesthetic sensibility, allowed their
barren intellect to play upon the exquisite works of Greek Art,
and blacked-out all that was fine and graceful in Greek Culture.
In effect, these misinterpreters had become a race of anti-artistic
Asuras, who, by their lack of perception, set at nought the brilliant
achievements of the Greek mind. In this period of darkness
Mirandola was born. He made a profound study of Greek Art,
showed up the falsity of the Italian Grammarians and
Commentators, and brought to light the inner soul of Greek
Culture. Frequently, we come across such phenomena in the
history of culture, a period of great artistic and spiritual activity
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being overwhelmed and succeeded by a dark period of
misinterpretation. T.K. Chidambaranatha Mudaliar thinks with
reason that Agasthya must have extricated Art and Wisdom from
the grip of the barbarians and that the legend relating to his
drinking up the ocean and then spewing it out at the behest of
the celestials must be a symbolic reference to the service of
rectification and re-interpretation rendered by Agasthya.
In the next song, Kamban refers again in symbolic language,
to the spiritual feats of Agasthya. Men, eager to seek the Unitive
Way, approached Agasthya and asked, ‘Which is the painless path
leading to God?’ Instead of giving a verbal reply, Agasthya gave
a convincing demonstration.
Upon the Magic Hill,
which scraped the skies and had around it
a swinging garland of creeping clouds,
Agasthya planted his feet and ascended;
at once, the hill sank lower and lower
till it reached the neither-world,
and he stood triumphant on top of it,
like a Yogic elephant.
«ò£è‹ àÁ
«ð˜à J˜èœ
î£‹à ¬ô¾
ø£ ñ™
ã°‹ ªïP
ò£ªî ù,IFˆî ®J¡
ã P,
«ñè ªï´
ñ£¬ô îõ›
M‰¬î âÂ‹
M‡ «î£Œ
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ï£è ñ¶
ï£è‹ àø
ï£è‹ âù
G¡ ø£¡.

This demonstration must have brought home to the
interrogator of Agasthya the way to solve the central problem in
spiritual evolution. The one obstacle that stands between Man
and God is the human Ego, which has been referred to by
Kamban as the huge, sky-scraping Magic Hill. But, this hill,
though illusory, is nevertheless an almost insurmountable
projection of the human mind and is overspread with the clouds
of unknowing like lust, anger and delusion. The moment a man
puts his foot firmly upon it and submerges it, he realizes God.
This is a mystical process, which, unlike the process of Hatha
Yoga, involves no bodily pain and is commended by Agasthya as
the ‘painless path’ towards God.
One other Agasthya legend is narrated by Kamban and it is
presumably based on some geological upheaval that affected South
India. The wedding of Lord Siva and Parvati was scheduled to
take place in the Himalayas. The whole of mankind rushed there
to witness the wedding, with the result that the Himalayas, unable
to bear the unprecedented burden, started sinking. At once, Lord
Siva sent for the diminutive Agasthya and requested him to hurry
to the South. Agasthya obliged by shifting to the Podhigai Hills
as a counter-weight, whereupon the sinking Himalayas came up
and the equilibrium was restored. What is weighed in this
legendary balance is, not masses, but values, and Agasthya’s value
as a cultural force is audaciously equated with that of Siva and
the rest of mankind.
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It is this saint of prodigious learning and spirituality that
hurries forth reverently to receive Rama, who has stepped into
the premises of his Ashram. As Agasthya rushes out, he thinks
that Rama’s arrival marks the culmination and fruition of all the
tapas he has performed. He is thrilled he is going to have a vision
of God in the shape of Rama and he proclaims ecstatically:
‘Let Brahma put the four vociferous Vedas
and the allied scriptures
on the huge grinding-stone of Wisdom
and let him grind them hard
for days and days on end;
Yet he cannot grasp Reality.
But that Unknown Quantity is come here bodily
to hold converse with me,
face to face!’
Þ¬óˆî ñ¬ø
ï£L ªù£(´)
Þ¬ò‰î Hø
ò£ ¾‹,G¬óˆî ªï´
ë£ù GI˜
è™L¡ ªï´
ï£œ Þ†(´)
Ü¬óˆ¶‹, Üò
ù£½‹ ÜP
ò£î ªð£¼œ,
«ï˜ G¡(Á)
à¬ó‚° î¾
ñ£™â Â‹
àí˜„C J¡
àõŠ ð£¡.
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Kamban celebrates the meeting of the two in a magnificent
song:
The towering figure that came
bowed at the feet
of the figure that stood still;
Clasping him with love
and with joyous tears gushing out of his eyes,
the saint uttered warm words of welcome—
the saint, who had achieved immortality
by singing poems
in the ever-living Tamil of the South.
G¡ø õ¬ù
õ‰î ªï®«ò£¡Ü ®ð
E‰ î£¡;
Ü¡ø õ¬ù
Ü¡ªð£ ´îjÞ,Ü ¿î
è‡ í£™
‘ï¡Á õó(¾)’
â¡Á, ðô
ï™à ¬óðè˜‰ î£¡,â¡Á‹ à÷
ªî¡î I›
Þò‹H Þ¬ê
ªè£‡ ì£¡.

Rama’s arrival was celebrated by the sages in Agasthya’s
hermitage. A feast was held in Rama’s honour and after the feast,
Agasthya spoke, requesting Rama to sojourn in his hermitage.
Rama pledged himself to wipe out the forces of Evil and sought
Agasthya’s permission to go beyond the hermitage and stay at a
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strategic spot where he could meet the Rakshasas half-way and
confront them. Agasthya approved of this plan and gave Rama
the bow and quiver of Siva, which had been in his worshipful
custody for a long number of years. He gifted to him also the
mighty shaft with which Siva had destroyed the three aerial cities.
After making these gifts, Agasthya suggested that Rama might
take up his abode in Panchavati, where the Godavari takes its rise.
Kamban’s Agasthya gives a vivid description of the scenic
magnificence in which Panchavati is set.
Up-rising trees, and above them,
Up-rising bamboos, and above them,
Up-rising mountain peaks;
Cool groves out-bulging at the flanks,
with flower-clusters swinging
and chumming together;
a soft stream crawling by,
with sleepy wavelets rippling—
In this sacred setting, my son,
nestles Panchavati.
‘æƒ° ñó¡
æƒA, è¬ö
æƒA, ñ¬ô
æƒ AŠ,
Ìƒ° ¬ô
°ô£¾ °O˜
«ê£¬ô ¹¬ì
M‹ Iˆ,
Éƒ° F¬ó
ÝÁ îõ›
Éò ªî£¼
Å ö™,-
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ð£ƒè˜ à÷
î£™à ¬ø»œ
ð…ê õ®,
ñ… ê!’

With this description, the saint bids farewell to the trio, who,
after receiving the sage’s blessings, go northward to Panchavati.
Miles and miles they walked,
crossing
lovely streams—some lying, some standing up—
and mountains—some marching past in a row
and others sitting around jostlingly—
till at last they descried the King of Eagles.
ê‰î‹
î£ùù î£ùù
î£ù î¡ùù
ïì‰îù˜ è£õî‹
ðô¾‹; ï™ïF
Aì‰îù G¡øù,
AKèœ «è‡¬ñJ¡
ªî£ì˜‰îù ¶õ¡Pù,
Åö™ ò£¬õ»‹
èì‰îù˜,-è‡ìù˜
è¿A¡ «õ‰¬î«ò.

Mother B
ir
d
Bir
ird
Out of the mountain range juts out a black hill and out of
the black hill juts out a promontory, on which Jatayu, the King
of Eagles, is perched. Austere Valmiki sets Jatayu on the branch
of a banyan tree and furnishes no description of the bird except
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that it is huge and powerful. But Kamban lavishes his great
descriptive power and vividness of portraiture upon the bird,
which in the course of the new few scenes is going to lay down
its very life in the defence of Sita. Well-versed in the pure arts,
posed and anchored in learning, truthful and spotless, incisive
in intellect, he look far, far ahead, like a seasoned statesman,
through his tiny, little eyes. In Valmiki’s Ramayana, Jatayu
introduces himself to Rama and Lakshmana as a great friend of
their father, but fails to enquire after Dasaratha. On the other
hand, Kamban by making Jatayu enquire about the health of
Dasaratha, creates an occasion for celebrating in a most moving
elegy the inspiring friendship between the bird and the man. The
result is Jatayu is brought nearer to the reader by imagination and
dramatic sympathy and the reader’s feeling is effectively enlisted.
Jatayu guided the three to Panchavati under the sheltering
shade of his huge, widespread wings and after pointing out to
them the spot prescribed by Agasthya, went on a reconnoitering
flight. Keeping his thoughts centred on his golden-breasted
daughter-in-law and his two sons, Jatayu started patrolling the
vicinity. Kamban, who has the incomparable ability to get out
of the human shell, now looks at the three from inside the tender
heart and through the anxious eyes of the bird and says:
Jatayu watched the three
as the mother-bird would watch
her fledglings inside the nest.
õ£˜Šªð£Ÿ ªè£ƒ¬è
ñ¼A¬ò, ñ‚è¬÷,
... ...
...
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... «ê‚¬èJ™Š
ð£˜Š¬ðŠ ð£˜‚°‹
ðø¬õJ™Š ð£˜‚A¡ø£¡.

It is through this ability that Kamban succeeds in endowing
this imaginary and legendary character with life, passion and
vigour, and in bridging the gulf between Man and Bird.
izarr
Surpanaka
Bizarr
izarree Lo
Lovve
urpanaka’’s B
As Rama and Sita spend their days joyously in these romantic
surroundings, an interloper crosses their lives and forces the pace
of events. A giantess by name Surpanaka, the younger sister of
Ravana, reigns supreme over the huge forest near Panchavati.
Savage scheming Destiny brought her where Rama lived. Rama
was born to liquidate the Rakshasa race and Surpanaka was born,
according to the Poet, to give support to Rama in the fulfilment
of this mission. The meeting of the two is consequently of the
most momentous meaning in the epic. As Surpanaka sets eyes
upon Rama, she feels that his is a charm she has never seen before.
She falls deliriously in love with him. She wonders why such a
handsome figure, who ought to give himself up to the pursuits
of pleasure, should languish and wilt away in the performance
of austerities. She asks herself:
What meditation has Meditation performed
to tempt him into meditation!
... ...
...
îõ¡ªêòˆ îõ¡ªêŒî
îõ¡â¡!’ â¡A¡ø£œ
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Valmiki’s Surpanaka, who is red-haired, big-bellied and
repulsively ugly, fails, in the head of passion, to change her form
before going into Rama’s presence. But, Kamban’s Surpanaka is
crafty enough to use her admitted powers of magic and assume
the seductive figure of a lovely damsel before appearing in front
of him. She uttered an abracadabra and at once, she got a face
and body that out-lustred the Moon. In a song, which has a lilting
rhythm and swing, Kamban ushers Surpanaka, draped in a
glistening and trailing saree, into the presence of Rama. She comes
softly, gliding like a peacock, with seductive movements of the
appropriate limbs. Her golden complexion resembles the velvety
and tender shoots put forth by the ever-obliging tree of Heaven—
Kalpaka. Her crimson lips appear to drip with aphrodisiac honey.
Behind the lips is a string of lustrous pearls. She endows herself
with the coy eyes of the gazelle. It is a pity that nothing of the
seductiveness of the original can be decanted into the translation.
The ethereal agility of the ballerina has been cunningly recaptured
in the materia poetica of Kamban; and the beauty, which is made
visible in this song, becomes audible in the next. The tinkling of
Surpanaka’s anklets, the chiming of the little bells strung on to
her waistlet, the clinking of her necklace and the buzzing of the
golden bees hovering over the flowers in her tresses—all these
competing sounds proclaim, ‘Here comes a maid!’
Though Kamban can sing about love with great intensity and
truth, he portrays in several songs the bizarre love of Surpanaka
with a keen sense of humour. Jilted by Rama, she scoops out
frozen snow with which she plasters her shooting breasts but it
melts like butter thrown on scorching rock. Ultimately, her violent
flirtatiousness was punished by Lakshmana cutting off her nose,
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ear and ‘rebellious’ nipples. She wailed ‘like the big drum, which,
by order of the God of Death, proclaimed the extinction of the
Rakshasa race.’
Surpanaka belonged to the Imperial family of Ravana. She
had behind her the majesty and panoply of the Rakshasa Empire.
She was used to tormenting others, but not to be tormented. That
a mere man should have humiliated her provoked her sovereign
shame. The offender remained not only unpunished but was also
gloating over his crime, while the sister of His Imperial Majesty
was rolling in the dust. Kara and Dhooshana, the Rakshasas
guarding the forest by command of Ravana, learn of this indignity
and give battle of Rama, but are destroyed by him.
The City of Lanka
After their destruction, Surpanaka left for the City of Lanka.
It is at this juncture that Kamban introduces Ravana to us in all
his pomp and glory. He is portrayed, not as a super-Rakshasa
symbolizing the powers of unrelieved Evil; but as a noble,
courageous, spiritually great and benevolent and highly cultured
person, the only foible vitiating his personality and bringing about
his downfall being his misdirected and blinding lust. In his Court,
mighty Kings move around him in concentric circles with their
folded hands stretched over their heads, knowing not which way
and when he would cast his glance at them. Tumburu, Heaven’s
Ministrel, celebrates in sweet music the valour of his shoulders;
Narada caresses the ear with music, which pours out of the strings
of his Veena, without swerving from the purity and loftiness of
the ancient classical tradition. All this music stops as Surpanaka
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bursts into the Court of Ravana with the speed and fury of a
hurricane that would churn up the oceans. Ravana is appalled
by the indignity and mutilation inflicted upon his royal sister and
he asks her in a stentorian voice, ‘Whose act is this?’ Surpanaka,
who was deeply in love with the culprits, replies, ‘They are
humans, who, whipping out their swords, mutilated me. But, they
resemble the God of Love. And can there be two Cupids coexisting in the self-same world?’ These words of adoration were
suspiciously free from any bitterness for the mutilators and must
have intrigued Ravana. But, Surpanaka side-tracked his suspicion
by giving him an enchanting description of Sita. Her design was
to exploit Ravana’s notorious lust and induce him to annex Sita
and leave herself free to monopolize Rama and Lakshmana. The
voluptuous description given by Surpanaka of Sita’s charms set
Ravana’s heart ablaze. In the delirium of love, Ravana kept awake
the whole night, planning to get at Sita. He sent for his uncle,
Mareecha, and forced him, much against his will, to wreak
vengeance upon Rama by separating him from Sita, and thereby
help him to kidnap her. Mareecha assumed the shape of a golden
deer, whole golden rays lighted up Heaven and Earth, and
approached Panchavati. As he came near Panchavati, Sita was
coming out of the hermitage.
Her fragile waist twisting,
she moved round with a delicate tread,
plucking flowers
with her hands,
which were verily like unplucked flowers.
ªð£Œò£‹ âù
æ¶¹ ø…ªê£L
ù£™,
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¬ïò£ Þ¬ì
«ï£õï ì‰îù
÷£™,
¬õ«î Aî¡
õ£œõ¬÷ ªñ¡¬èâ
Â‹
ªè£Œò£ ñô ó£™ñô˜ ªè£Œ¶Á
õ£œ.

The original of this song shows how Kamban sinks his soul
in the gracious movement of Sita and makes living gossamer
poetry out of it. In this scene, Sita cajoles Rama into capturing
the dear with his own hands instead of allowing Lakshmana to
catch it. There is something seductive and peculiarly feminine
about the sound-patterns of the songs in which this scene
abounds, the vowels caressingly outsinging the consonants. As
Rama went after the deer, it pricked up its ears, and pressing its
four limbs against its chest, galloped high; it galloped faster than
wind and mind as if imparting speed to speed. It climbed up the
hill, leapt into a bunch of clouds and whenever Rama paused,
tired, it would come within reach of his hand, and feigning to
stand still, would go far, far away. Its tantalizing movement
resembled that of flower-bedecked harlots, who project goldward
their fluctuating affections. As the reader is absorbed in the
physical movements of the deer, Kamban transports him, by
means of an apt but shocking simile, to a different place of reality
and makes him see the mental movements of the sad ‘gay’ girls
who ply for hire. With an arrow, shaped like a long leaf, Rama
shot the deer. The deer assumed the voice of Rama, yelled for
help and fell down dead. Now, Rama realized that the deer was
part of a deeper plot, of which Lakshmana had forewarned him.
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The A
bduction
Abduction
Sita was beguiled by the false voice of distress into thinking
that Rama was in peril. She admonished the unwilling Lakshmana
and forced him to rush to Rama’s rescue. In the absence of Rama
and Lakshmana, Ravana came in the form of an old and infirm
Sanyasi and lifting Sita along with the piece of ground on which
she stood, put her on his chariot and shot up into the sky. The
lamentation of Sita caught the ear of Jatayu. A ferocious duel
ensued between the bird and the Rakshasa, in the course of which
Ravana cut off with his sword both the wings of Jatayu, and
Jatayu fell down unconscious. Ravana carried Sita swiftly to Lanka
and fearing to touch her holy body, kept her in detention,
surrounded by black giantesses in a lovely park called Asoka Vana.
Says the Poet:
Sitting amidst a cluster of black giantesses,
Sita shone,
like a coruscating arc of lightning
that tears asunder a dense cluster of rain-clouds.
MKñ¬ö‚ °ôƒANˆ(¶)
åO¼‹ I¡âù‚
è¼Gøˆ(¶) Üó‚Aò˜
°¿MŸ è‡ìù¡,-

Meanwhile, Rama, whose mind was filled with forebodings,
rushed back to the hermitage and was shocked at the
disappearance of Sita. He was ‘like the soul, which having parted
from its body, comes back in search of its cage and finds it
missing.’ He stood helpless, bearing the burden of a mighty bow
and a sea of arrows! Lakshmana pointed out to him the track of
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a chariot and both tottered along the track in distress. At some
distance, Rama saw a gruesome sight and rushed forward to find
Jatayu lying unconscious in a pool of blood. Torrential tears shot
forth from Rama’s eyes as he fell on the sacred body of Jatayu
and fainted. Lakshmana took in the palms of his hands the ‘cloudkissed’ waters of a nearby cascade and sprayed the same on Rama’s
face. Rama recovered consciousness and started lamenting over
the fate of Jatayu. Consciousness stirred slightly in the mind of
the King of Birds and opening his eyes, Jatayu rejoiced that he
had wiped out the stigma attaching to him and felt as if ‘he had
regained his two severed wings and the seven worlds’. With the
beak that broke to pieces the Crown of Ravana, Jatayu tenderly
kissed Rama and Lakshmana again and again.
Jatayu was hesitant to describe to Rama the manner in which
Ravana had carried away Sita. Hesitating a good deal and
plucking up courage, he referred to the abduction scene in an
oblique manner, by saying that Rama should extirpate the vicious
weeds called Rakshasas. As he stammered out these words, Rama
was able to guess that some giant must have abducted Sita and
out the wings of Jatayu, when he went to her rescue. Rama flew
into a rage and said he would wipe out all the worlds along with
the Celestials who had been idly looking only. Jatayu, who was
baffled by the delirious condition of Rama’s mind, proceeded to
perform a major operation to cure him of his uncontrollable rage.
He knew that stinging words would bruise Rama’s heart but he
could not help using those words, because those words alone
could have the desired result. He blamed Rama for having
brought disgrace to the family by leaving poor Sita behind and
running after a deer with glittering horns. ‘The blame is yours.’
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he declared, ‘Not that of the world.’ These hot words touched
Rama to the quick and brought down the pitch of his rage. Rama
said, ‘Sire, Please tell me in what direction the giant went.’ By
the time these words were uttered, the Eagle King became giddy
and speechless and collapsed and dies.
Though Valmiki’s Jatayu discloses to Rama the name of Sita’s
abductor as Ravana, Kamban introduces an element of dramatic
suspense by making Jatayu breathe his last before disclosing the
abductor’s identity. Further, at the sight of Jatayu lying in a pool
of blood, Valmiki’s Rama suspects that the cannibalistic eagle must
have killed Sita and devoured her and, therefore, attempts to shoot
him with an arrow. At that juncture, Valmiki’s Jatayu appeals to
Rama not to kill him and then narrates to him how he had been
maimed by Ravana while he went to Sita’s rescue. On the other
hand, Kamban’s Rama has nothing but the highest adoration for
Jatayu, whom he regards as the alter ego of his own father, and
the beauty of the intensely tender relationship between the two
is not marred by the slightest suspicion of the kind Valmiki’s
Rama entertained. By his intensely dramatic and human
treatment, Kamban has made out of Jatayu an unforgettable
character.
KISHKINDA KANDA
After performing the funeral of Jatayu, who had filled the
void created by the death of Dasaratha, Rama and Lakshmana
went far and wide in search of Sita. Ultimately, they came to the
mountainous region of Kishkinda, where Hanuman received the
two with great cordiality. He was enchanted by their grace and
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he thought they ought to be visitors from Heaven. He was so
transformed by them that his doors of perception were cleansed
and all the things of the Earth appeared to have taken on a new
meaning and loveliness. At the touch of their feet, the fire-spitting
pebbles softened and seemed to have turned into wine-filled
flowers. In whichever direction they went, all things—grasses and
trees—bent low as if bowing in reverence for them. Hanuman
exclaimed, ‘Are these the Gods of Virtue!’
Rama found from the few words uttered by Hanuman that
he was a highly refined personality, in whom there was a
combination of rare qualities—power, fullness of mind, learning,
steadfastness and native intelligence. In fact, Kamban describes
Hanuman as having come into the world ‘to relieve Virtue of its
loneliness.’ Rama told Lakshmana, ‘Perfection, which cannot be
captured either by Poetry with its net of words or by Unitive
Wisdom with its net of mysticism, has assumed the shape of this
monkey and come down upon the Earth.’
Hanuman went to his master, Sugriva, the King of monkeys
and told him about the noble ancestry of Rama, his supreme sense
of sacrifice and his present predicament. Sugriva was moved by
what Hanuman told him and longed to meet Rama at once. Both
went down a zig-zag mountain path and as they turned a bend,
they saw Rama sitting at a distance. Sugriva stood transfixed as
he saw the figure of Rama. After casting a long lingering look at
Rama, he said, ‘The Lord of all the Celestials has come in the
guise of Man, and by becoming Man, has established the victory
of the human species over the gods.’
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Rama received Sugriva as his friend and ally. When he learnt
that Vali, the elder brother of Sugriva, had annexed the latter’s
wife and was persecuting him, Rama readily gave the assurance
that he would destroy Vali.
The SSingle
ingle Combat
A single combat ensued and the brothers fought ferociously.
Ultimately, Sugriva received a knock-out blow from Vali and fell
down, exhausted. Just at that juncture, an arrow came from
behind the nearby bush and pierced the chest of Vali. Blood
welled forth from his chest and gushed down like a cascade with
a gurgling sound. This sight moved Sugriva and he fell down
unconscious, shedding copious tears of love. Due to profuse
bleeding and shock, Vali also fell down. Excruciating pain made
him explode with anger. He plucked the mighty arrow from his
chest and saying, ‘I will break it in twain’, he stood up. Then his
eyes were startled to see the inscription of a name on the arrow.
It was the sacred name of Rama, ‘the primordial mantric word’
that can redeem the three worlds, the unique incantation that can
bring on Heavenly bliss, the Elixir that cures now and here the
accumulated karma of ages’.
Vali
mpeachment of Rama
ali’’s IImpeachment
Rama came from behind the bush and saw the pathetic
spectacle of Vali lying wounded and bleeding, and his younger
brother, unable to bear this fight, falling down unconscious. Vali,
who was a great devotee and hero, saw the lovely figure of Rama.
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He was more concerned with Rama straying from Virtue than
with his own mortal wound. Addressing Rama, he said, ‘You are
the son of the pure one, who laid down his life for the sake of
Truth and you are the brother of noble Bharatha. Your life has
been an illustration of mother-love and mercy. If one guards
others from evil but does evil oneself, does evil cease to be evil?’
Vali’s indictment gathered momentum and he gathered into one
voice all the varieties of sarcasm and cynicism that Rama’s
unchivalrous act appeared to deserve, and he gave them added
force by clarity, logic and wit. He asked, ‘Has the Code of Manu
prescribed that when a Rakshasa indulges in abduction of your
wife, an unconnected Monkey-King shall be killed? If you should
cover yourself with infamy, whoever is fit to wear the mantle of
Fame?’ With further loss of blood, Vali threw restraint to the
winds and started declaiming violently: ‘You became bewildered
perhaps after parting with Sita of ambrosial sweetness. What a
senseless act have you done!’ Referring to Rama’s royal clan, which
claimed descent from the Sun, Vali said, ‘Perhaps because the
Moon crawling across the sky, bears a dark, blemishing stain, you
have put upon the pedigree of the Sun a corresponding stain
which will endure for ever! Oh, gallant Hero, you have destroyed,
not Vali, but the fence that surrounds kingly duty and keeps guard
over it.’ The climax of Vali’s wrath is reached in the following
song:
Was the art of archery invented
that you might send your arrow, not face to face,
but from a place of hiding
against the chest of an unarmed person!
Fie upon your wife, who has been annexed by another!
Fie upon your blooming how, which stands sullied by
your act.
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‘î£ó‹ ñŸªø£¼ õ¡ªè£÷ˆ, î¡¬èJ¡
ð£ó ªõ…C¬ô
î£Â‹ ð¿¶ø,
«ïK¡ Ü¡Pñ ¬ø‰¶G ó£»î¡
ñ£˜H¡ âŒò«õ£
M™ˆªî£N™ õ‰î«î!’

Realization of D
ivinity
Divinity
There is reason to suppose that a songs succeeding this song
have been interpolated in the Kamba Ramayana by fanatical
devotees for the purpose of defending Rama against the
formidable charges leveled by Vali. These songs of apologia, which
do not bear the authentic ring of Kamban, attribute to Rama
defensive arguments which are insipid and unconvincing. The late
Rasikamani T.K. Chidambaranatha Mudaliar, who had an
unerring instinct for poetry, and whose inspired exposition of
Kamban has profoundly influenced the writer of this monograph,
rightly rejected these songs as spurious and put forward the
hypothesis that Kamban’s Rama must have made an unqualified
admission of his guilt and courageously apologized to Vali for
having mortally wounded him from behind the bush. Rama’s
courage to own up his mistake convinced Vali of the divinity of
Rama, and Rama rose high in Vali’s estimation on this account.
Vali realized that he had misunderstood Sugriva and harassed him.
He asked Sugriva to realize the divinity of Rama and have him
as his guide. He also appealed to Rama to give asylum to Sugriva.
At this stage, Angada, the son of Vali, came running down
the slope of the hill with tears in his eyes and fell, lamenting,
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upon his dying father. The Poet says he fell like a lightning falling
from the Heavens, upon Vali, who lay like the Moon upon the
Earth.
Vali was touched by the profound agony of his son and he
asked him to give up his childhood’s sobs and learn that the
peerless Substance of Ultimate Reality had, with its feet treading
on the Earth, with its hands bearing a bow, assumed a form
perceptible to the senses. He added, ‘Rama is the Elixir, my son,
which will cure us of the disease of birth. He considers the
maturity of souls and confers grace upon them, each according
to his deserts. You will flourish by keeping his holy feet on your
head.’ Then he turned to Rama and said, ‘Angada is like the fire
that will burn out the Rakshasa cotton. I entrust him to your
protection.’ At once, Angada fell at the feet of Rama, and Rama
stretched out his golden sword to Angada and said, ‘Bear this’.
The moment he said this, Vali renounced his earthly life and
‘assumed the life of the world beyond’.
The bereaved Tara became inconsolable. Kamban uses words
of austere intensity to bring out her great grief. In her
lamentation, Tara resorts to a piece of devastating logic to shatter
the delusion that she and Vali had been dwelling in the hearts of
each other.
Oh! Lord of battle-happy shoulders!
Were I a dweller of your heart,
the arrow that pierced it
ought to have sucked my life, too!
and were you a dweller of my heart,
you ought to be alive!
Neither has lived truly in the heart of the other.
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‘ªê¼õ£˜ «î£÷! G¡
C‰¬î «ò¡â Q¡,
ñ¼õ£ ªõ…ê ó‹
â¬ù»‹ õš¾ ñ£™!
å¼«õ¡ àœà ¬÷
ÝA¡ àŒF ò£™!Þ¼«õ‹ àœÞ ¼
«õ‹Þ ¼‰F «ô‹.’

SUNDARA KANDA
The Canto of B
eauty
Beauty
Kamban begins the Canto of Beauty (Sundara Kanda) with
a search for Sita. Monkey couriers have been dispatched in all
directions. Hanuman crossed the seas and reached Lanka in the
evening. The City presents a beautiful spectacle and Hanuman
marvels at the loveliness of the buildings in the City.
Are they built out of sunlight,
invalid with flashes of lightning!
or made out of molten gold
studded with pearls and gems!
Hard to know what stuff they are made on!
Oh! those towers pierce the giant clouds
and keep knocking against the Moon!
ê‰î‹
î£ù¡ù î¡ù ùù
î¡ùùù î¡ ù
ªð£¡ªè£‡(´)Ü ¬ñˆî, ñE¬ò‚ªè£´ ªð£F‰ î,
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I¡ªè£‡(´)Þ ¬öˆî, ªõJ¬ô‚ªè£´ê ¬ñˆ î,
â¡ªè£‡(´)Þ òŸPò
âùˆªîKA ô£ î
õ¡ªè£‡ì™ M†´, ñF
º†´õù ñ£ ì‹.

The Lamp of Chastity
Hanuman went round from palace to palace in search of Sita,
peering through the carved windows and doors, but she was
nowhere to be seen. Disappointed, he came out of the City to
Asoka Vana, climbed up a tree there was a clearing, where Sita
was sitting, revolving a variety of sad thoughts in her mind.
Anything utterly black like a dark cloud or the black paint on
the eyes of girls upset her mind, as it reminded her of Rama.
Expecting Rama, she surveyed all the quarters of the globe,
rotating her eyes hopefully. Hope would give place to despair as
she wondered if Rama knew that Ravana had abducted her. She
would recall to mind the magnificent qualities of Rama and the
several experiences she had shared with him in common. To the
poor hunter, who plied boats across the waters of the Ganges, he
had said, ‘My brother is your brother; comrade am I to you; this
lady is your sister-in-law.’ Recalling this redemptive friendship,
Sita would writhe in grief.
It was while Sita was in this mood of nostalgic melancholy
that Hanuman caught sight of her.
As Hanuman sees Sita in a state of profound sadness, he is
astonished at her state of unshakable chastity, modesty and noble
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lineage. Rama’s eyes had only enjoyed the charms of Sita while
she was in joy. But now sad Sita, in her intense penance to keep
her chastity inviolate, is a thousand times more charming.
Hanuman muses, ‘It is a pity it has not been given to Rama’s eyes
to see this noble spectacle.’
At this moment, Ravana comes into the presence of Sita, and
Hanuman’s mind swings to and fro in excited anguish.
Ravana stands humbly, cringingly, but at a respectable
distance from Sita. Hanuman realizes that Ravana is afraid of
approaching to close to the fire.
Ravana has an iron will and a steadfast mind, but in the
presence of Sita, his sterner qualities give way. He tells Sita:
The citizenry of the three worlds
offers obeisance to me,
and I offer myself to you
as your slave.
Be gracious and accept me.
‘«îõ˜ «îMò˜
«êõ® ¬èªî£¿‹
î£Mô Í¾ô
A¡îQ ï£òè‹
«ñ¾ A¡ø¶
¸¡è‡, Mô‚A¬ù;ò£õ˜ ã¬öò˜
G¡Q¡ ÞôƒAö£Œ.’

As soon as she hears these words, blood gushes out of Sita’s
eyes, and without looking at Ravana, she utters words which are
charged with indignation:
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If Mount Meru has to be pierced through,
if the sky has to be split up and crossed,
if the twice-seven worlds have to be destroyed,
the arrow of my lord can do it.
‘«ñ¼¬õ à¼õ™«õ‡ ®™,
M‡H÷‰(¶) ãè™«õ‡ ®™,
ßªó¿ ¹õù‹ò£ ¾‹
ºŸÁMˆ(¶) Þ´î™«õ‡ ®™,
ÝKò¡ ðèNõ™ ô(¶)ÜP‰F¼‰(¶) ÜPMô£ î£Œ!
YKò Ü™ôªê£™ Lˆ
î¬ôðˆ¶‹ C‰¶õ£ «ò£?’
Learned Fool,
will you shed your ten heads
by uttering improper words?
your ten heads and multitudinous shoulders
offer a fascinating target
for my expert archer to scatter his arrows about
and gaily play upon.
‘ðˆ¶÷ î¬ô»‹«î£ À‹
ðôðô ðèNÉ M,
Mˆîè M™Lù£Ÿ °ˆ
F¼M¬÷ ò£ìŸ«èŸ ø
CˆFó Þô‚èñ£ °‹;
Ü™ô¶, -ªê¼M™ãŸ °‹
êˆF¬ò «ð£½‹!i ó˜‚(°)
Üì£îù ªêŒòˆî‚ «è£Œ!’
All the boons and the long life
you have procured by your tapas etcetera
may save you from Yama, the lord of Death,
but not from my hero’s shaft.
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‘«î£Ÿø¬ù ðø¬õ‚(°)Ü¡ Á;
¶œÀc˜ ªêœ÷‹ªê¡ Q
ãŸøõ¡ õ£÷£™ªõ¡ ø£Œ,
Ü¡ªøQ¡ ÞøˆFè‡ ì£Œ,
«ï£Ÿø«ï£¡ ¹¬ìòõ£› ï£œ
õó‹Ü¬õ ¸Qˆîâ™ ô£‹
ÃŸPÂ‚ è¡«ø,i ó¡
êóˆFŸ°‹ °Pˆî¶‡ «ì£!’

As Ravana heard these words, ‘the force of his wrath
transcended even the force of Cupid’. In a mad fury, he left Asoka
Vana for his palace. Hanuman was witnessing this thrilling scene
from the topmost branch of a tree and rejoiced that the lamp of
Chastity was burning undimmed.
It was midnight now and Hanuman thought this was the
proper time to meet Sita. As he climbed down from the tree, he
found a number of giantesses sitting in a ring around Sita. They
were so vigilant and watchful that they would alert the Goddess
of Vigilance herself if she were to take a nap. Hanuman used his
magic powers and cast a spell over them, and all of them went
into a deep slumber. Seeing the unsleeping ones sleeping, Sita
found herself utterly lonely, and fear and grief gripped her. The
doubt assailed her if ever Rama would discover her and rescue
her. Had he perhaps decided to discard her? Ultimately she
resolved that to die was her duty. In this mood she entered a
bower closed in with the thick foliage of Madavi creepers. At this
moment, Hanuman, who guessed what she was about, rushed
towards her and announced to her that he was the messenger of
Rama. He convinced the incredulous Sita of his credentials by
narrating to her certain incidents known only to Sita and Rama.
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After narrating these incidents, which must have given Sita
comforting evidence of Rama’s tenderness for her, Hanuman
handed over to Sita the signet-ring on which Rama’s name was
inscribed and said, ‘Rama asked me to carry this safely and hand
it over to you.’
At the sight of the ring, Sita grows ecstatic. Smelling it, she
presses it close to her breasts; ‘Good One,’ said Sita to Hanuman,
‘You have given me life. If I have a mind of spotless purity, you
will live for Eternity, with all the vigour of today; surviving the
disintegration of the fourteen worlds, and reckoning each epoch
as a day, you will live for ever.’ Sita wondered how with his small
body Hanuman crossed the sea. In answer to her question,
Hanuman assumed his enormous form (Visva Rupa). In a split
second, he grew taller and taller, his shoulders spreading upwards,
till he reached the roof of the sky, and crouched his figure, lest,
growing taller, he should knock against the ceiling. This amazing
demonstration dispelled Sita’s doubts and gave her a sense of
security. At Sita’s command, Hanuman resumed his original size.
Then, Sita complimented Hanuman by saying, ‘Isn’t it a slur on
your gallantry that hostile Lanka was not situate far beyond the
seven seas in order that you may prove your mettle!’ A charming
dialogue follows, in which Kamban delineates the alternation of
emotions which assail Sita’s mind. Ultimately, she says to
Hanuman, ‘Tell my lord that I will wait for a month, and if he
fails to rescue me within that time, tell him to perform my funeral
rites with his sacred hands on the banks of the Ganges.’ ‘Remind
him, too.’ she added, ‘Remind him, too, of his wedding-vow “I
shall not in this birth touch another woman even with my mind”.’
After giving a reply, which moves and reassures Sita, Hanuman
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takes leave of her. At this juncture, Sita hands over her
Choodamani (head ornament) to Hanuman to be safely delivered
to Rama. Receiving her blessings, Hanuman leaves Asoka Vana,
sets fire to Lanka, crosses the sea and returns to Rama.
Hanuman
eturn
Return
anuman’’s R
The Poet shifts the footlights now to Rama. Having sent a
battalion of monkeys in search of Sita, Sugriva remains by the
side of Rama, comforting him. As he is expressing his dismal
doubts, a light flashes in the southern horizon. ‘As if the Sun was
rising in the South, Hanuman made his appearance.’ On arrival,
he saluted not the feet of Rama; with his head facing towards
Sita, he prostrated on the ground and started eulogizing her. ‘Seen
have I,’ he declared, ‘with mine own eyes, the ornament of
Chastity in the sea-washed Island of Lanka. Lord of the Universe,
dispel your doubts and your grief.’ Rama is emotionally elevated
by the magnificent description given by Hanuman of Sita’s purity.
Nothing more remains for him except to liberate Sita.
YUDDHA KANDA
The Canto of B
attle
Battle
The Canto of Battle (Yuddha Kanda) now begins, with a
scene in Lanka. After Lanka was set ablaze by Hanuman and
burnt down, Ravana ordered it to be rebuilt. Lord Brahma, the
Creator, prepared the architect’s blue-print and in accordance with
it, Maya, Heaven’s mason rebuilt the City without any loss of
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time. Ravana, who felt humiliated by the destruction of the City
by a monkey, went round and found that the rebuilt City was
lovelier than the one that was burnt; he got over his anger and
rejoiced. He convened his War Council in the newly built Durbar
Hall.
The War Council
An awesome silence descended upon the Assembly as Ravana
spoke from the throne about the destruction of his imperial
prestige as a result of a monkey’s antics. Commander after
Commander stood up and advised Ravana to permit him to wage
war against the enemy and exterminate him. At this stage,
Kumbakarna, the younger brother of Ravana, stood up and said
he had put himself morally in the wrong by kidnapping Sita.
Unlike Valmiki’s Kumbakarna, who tells Ravana he would make
a widow of Sita and make it easy for her to marry him, Kamban’s
Kumbakarna has a keen perception of right and wrong, though
out of fraternal affection he is prepared to lay down his life for
the sake of the erring Ravana.
Vibhishana, the youngest brother of Ravana, was on the
opposite extreme of the spectrum. Not only was he the most
enlightened among the three brothers but also was he an
uncompromising champion of Virtue. He was so constituted that
he would renounce ties of race, family and ego, in his eagerness
to uphold Virtue. He stood up and delivered some home-truths
to Ravana. ‘The City and your glory were burnt down by the
Chastity of Sita, the mother of the worlds. Don’t you fancy it
was a monkey which did the burning,’ he said. He advised Ravana
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to restore Sita to her lord. His speech infuriated Ravana, who
laughed uproariously. In a speech of ringing eloquence, he poured
scorn on Vibhishana, but Vibhishana, who was rooted in Truth,
proceeded to quote the precedent of the mighty Hiranya, who
was destroyed by Rama, in his previous incarnation as Narasimha.
Ravana, who heard the impassioned speech of Vibhishana,
jumped to the conclusion that he was in league with Rama and
banished him from Lanka on pain of losing his life if he lingered
there any longer. Sad Vibhishana left Lanka, after telling Ravana,
‘Brother, I have given you advice which is good for your soul,
but you heed me not; forgive me my fault.’
The SSurr
urr
ender of Vibhishana
urrender
Followed by four good-souled giants, Vibhishana crossed the
sea and came to the place where Rama’s monkey army was
encamped. Some of the monkeys thought that a giant spy had
come into their midst. Rama took counsel with his friends.
Everyone except Vibhishana opposed the proposal of accepting
Vibhishana, the renegade. Hanuman commended Vibhishana’s
sense of justice, unbounded compassion and spiritual virtues.
Turning to Sugriva and the other doubting warriors, Rama said,
‘Marvellous is the utterance of Hanuman and the clarity and
choice of his words! No matter if we win or lose, live or die, we
should receive and accept the one who seeks refuge in us. The
day I reject the one who seeks asylum from danger is the day of
my death, and the day I die as a result of foul play by the refugee
is the day from which I will live for ever.’ Kamban takes this
opportunity of expounding through Rama the gracious doctrine
of surrender, according to which, God, in his infinite compassion,
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wipes out the sins of those who surrender to him without
reservation, and absorbs them into his own stuff of Ananda.
At Rama’s command, Sugriva goes out to receive Vibhishana.
The pure hearts of the two mingle together at first sight and as
white Sugriva embraces dark Vibhishana, the Poet says with
characteristic audacity and inventiveness that it looks like the
simultaneous embrace of Day and Night.
In an attitude of extreme devotion, he approaches Rama and
as he sets eyes on Rama, he is bewitched by his loveliness.
Vibhishana had been meditating upon Virtue as an abstract
principle. Now, as he sees Rama, he feels that Virtue is something
concrete. He asks in amazement, ‘Is Virtue dark in complexion?’
Rama reacts, without inhibition, to the boundless devotion of
Vibhishana and accepts him as his brother. ‘With Guha we
became brothers five’, he says, ‘later, with Sugriva we became six
and with you, my loving friend, we have become seven. By giving
me the precious forest, glorious Dasaratha, your father, has
become replete with sons!’ The Monkey Army rejoices at this
adoption.
Nala, the engineer, is commissioned to build a bridge across
the ocean to Lanka. By the command of Sugriva the monkeywarriors go in all directions and bring hillocks, boulders and
pebbles from tens of miles away.
The bridge connecting Bharat with Lanka is now complete
and Rama crosses the bridge along with his army and reaches
Lanka. Rama sends Angada to deliver an ultimatum to Ravana,
but he returns and reports to Rama, ‘He will not remove from
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his mind his desire for Sita, unless his crowned head is cut asunder
and removed from his body.’
egins
The War B
Begins
The inevitable War begins. The Rakshasa battalions pour into
the battle-field. So also the monkey battalions. As they prepare
to accost each other, Ravana makes his appearance at the Front.
Ravana’s chariot is surrounded by huge giants armed with
glittering weapons and shouting full-throated war-cries.
Rama rejoices that Ravana has personally come to the Front
and given him a chance to accost him. His shoulders, which had
become lean with pining for Sita, now swell with joy.
The fighting begins. Ravana fights, standing on his chariot,
but Rama fights standing on the shoulders of Hanuman. Ravana’s
arrows are pulverized by those of Rama. Unable to face the
ferocious shafts of Rama, the Rakshasa Army runs helter-skelter
in all directions, leaving the lonely Ravana on his chariot. Rama
sends some heavy sword-like arrows which pierce the joints of
Ravana’s chariot and break the chariot to pieces. Standing on the
naked ground, Ravana continues to fight valiantly. One arrow
breaks his bow and another shatters his sword. The third lifts a
diadem off Ravana’s head and flings it scornfully away. This was
the most humiliating moment in Ranava’s life. He stands
humbled, with eyes downcast, with his toes scratching the ground,
with his empty hands drooping spiritlessly like a tired banyan tree
with its supporting roots sloping impotently to the ground.
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Rama would not take advantage of Ravana’s predicament.
Moved by pity, he generously spares the life of Ravana and asks
him to come back for battle the next day. Ravana retreats to
Lanka, and stretching himself on a bed, ponders over his plight.
He cares not that his enemies would laugh him to scorn, but he
wilts in shame at the thought that the red-lipped Sita would laugh
at his defeat.
Then Ravana sends for Kumbakarna and tells him of his
defeat and desires him to go to the battle-field and liquidate the
enemy. Kumbakarna goes on to suggest that Ravana should give
up Sita and surrender himself to Rama. This infuriates Ravana,
who rises in fury and orders his chariot corps to be brought so
that he may himself go to the Front the fight the enemy to the
bitter end. Seeing this, Kumbakarna takes up his huge trident in
his right hand and says, ‘One word more and I am done. Destiny
takes me by the scruff of the neck and pushes me forward. I will
die, and if I die, my liege, do return Sita to Rama. It will be as
good as victory.’ His leave-taking is full of pathos. ‘My King,’ he
says, ‘forgive me all my sins. It is not given to me to see your
face again. Farewell!’
The Conflict of Lo
yalties
Loyalties
Kamban, who has the incomparable knack of telling a story,
takes us to Rama’s war-camp and enables us to see the debut of
Vibhishana, through the eyes of Rama. As Kumbakarna’s chariot
enters the battle-field, Rama tell Vibhishana, ‘His figure is even
more handsome than that of your eldest brother. Who may he
be?’ Rama ungrudgingly admires the personality of his opponent.
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He adds: ‘Many a day will pass before the eye could, in one
continual glance, survey him from one shoulder to another. And
the body in between! Is it a mountain that possesses feet! He
seems not a person itching for battle. Who is he?’ Vibhishana tells
Rama of the great qualities of Kumbakarna, of how he had
admonished Ravana for his abduction of Sita. He tells him also
of his great affection both for Ravana and Vibhishana. Rama, who
is pleased to hear this report, asks Vibhishana to go to
Kumbakarna and persuade him to come over to Rama’s camp.
Accordingly Vibhishana goes to Kumbakarna and salutes him.
Kumbakarna embraces him and tells Vibhishana: I rejoiced that
by joining sides with Rama, you are the one brother that will
survive this holocaust. Tell me why you have shattered my hope
and come back to this camp like a muddle-headed one. By your
great penance, you have secured a sense of justice, a knowledge
of the posture of Virtue and a deathless life. Yet, are you unable,
oh, Noble one, to free yourself from the baseness of our Rakshasa
race?’ Kumbakarna utters these words under a misapprehension
that Vibhishana has forsaken Rama and come back to Ravana’s
camp. He adds, ‘The Lord of all stands there, with his war-ready
bow; all the others stand behind him: Death and Destiny stand
there bent upon killing us; why did you renounce Rama and come
back to those who stand already vanquished?’ Vibhishana replies,
‘The Lord of the Vedas himself has out of live sent me to you
with a request. Brother, you never compromise with Virtue, and
so, you must come along with me and join Rama.’ Uttering these
words, Vibhishana falls at the feet of Kumbakarna and entreats
him to cross over. Kumbakarna knows that, unlike Vibhishana,
he has been living in a plane of lower values and it would be
cowardly and untrue to his own being to abandon Ravana and
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suddenly seek to fight for higher ideals. At the same time,
Kumbakarna is able to perceive Vibhishana’s lofty idealism and
the sincerity of his purpose. He, therefore, thinks it will be in
accord with his genius to fight against Ravana for the vindication
of Virtue.
As Kumbakarna thinks of Ravana’s great qualities, he goes
into rhapsodies about them. Recalling these qualities,
Kumbakarna movingly says:
‘He is a hero without equal, without a foe,
His lofty shoulders have lifted up the huge Mount of
Siva.
Is it proper that with those shoulders,
tied by vanquished Yama’s lasso,
he should enter the land of Death,
all alone and unescorted?’
‘Þ¬íJ¡P àò˜‰îi ó¡
ãFô£˜ ò£¼‹Þ™ ô£¡,
H¬íå¡Á è‡í£œðƒ è¡
ªð¼ƒAK ªïKòŠ«ð˜ˆ î
ð¬íå¡Á Fóœ«î£œ,è£ ô
ð£êˆî£™ HEŠð‚Ã Cˆ
¶¬íJ¡P„ «êø™ï¡ «ø£
«î£ŸÁ÷ ÃŸP¡Å ö™.’

Kumbakarna is torn by a conflict of loyalties. He shifts his
attention now to the welfare of Vibhishana, whom he loves as
deeply as he loves Ravana. He tells him: ‘Pause not here for a
moment. Go back and seek Rama’s friendship. Whatever must
happen will happen at the time appointed for the happening.
That which is doomed to destruction will, despite careful and
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close husbandry, be nevertheless destroyed. Who is there more
clear-headed and perceptive than yourself? Go back without
regrets. Pity us not, immortal Vibhishana.’ Saying this, he takes
him in his arms again and clasps him to his bosom; he stands
and stands, and sighs and sighs, and fixing his full gaze upon him
for long, he adds, ‘With today snaps our fraternal tie.’ Listening
to these words, Vibhishana falls at the feet of Kumbakarna, his
spirit shrinking with his body. Convinced that further debate is
fruitless, he rises and leaves, the arms of the Rakshasa warriors
around him going up in salutation to him. It may be noted in
passing that in the Ramayana of Valmiki there is no encounter
at all between these two brothers, the encounter stemming purely
from a mixture of Kamban’s intellectual daring and dramatic
inventiveness.
Vibhishana reached Rama’s camp and narrated to him all that
had passed between Kumbakarna and himself. Rama resigned
himself to the inevitable and permitted Lakshmana to give battle
to Kumbakarna.
The Testament of K
umbakarna
Kumbakarna
Thousands gathered to witness the duel between the two
illustrious warriors. Kumbakarna had no ideal to fight for; his
duty was to do and die. But Lakshmana was animated by a high
purpose and he was therefore in high martial spirits. After a
preliminary passage at arms, which is full of wit, sarcasm and
repartee, a ferocious and long-drawn-out battle was wages, each
outwitting the other and both becoming fatigued. Ultimately,
Rama intervened, routed Kumbakarna’s army and riddled
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Kumbakarna with his arrows. A blood stream, vermillion in
colour, gushed across the battle-field, washing down the chariot
corps, the elephant corps, the cavalry and the infantry of
Kumbakarna. Charming Rama, with his lovely shoulders and
bow, appears now before Kumbakarna, who lies maimed and
mutilated. Addressing Rama, Kumbakarna makes his touching
request in the interests of Vibhishana: ‘My younger brother is
grounded in the pervasive substance of Justice, which sprouts out
of the Eternal Law. He knows not the lowly ways of caste and
race. Oh! God that has come in the garb of a King! he has sought
refuge in you and I beseech you to grant him asylum.’ ‘That
merciless Ravana will give no quarter to Vibhishana, though he
be his brother. He will kill him at first sight. Pray, grant me this
boon, my lord, that he may throughout the battle be under the
protecting wings of yourself or your brother or Hanuman.’ With
this request, which Rama grants, dies Kumbakarna, the immortal
creation of Kamban, who is marked by a high-souled heroism,
an exquisite perception of justice and a tenderness of heart, very
much unlike the grotesque Kumbakarna created by Valmiki. To
Vibhishana we give our admiration, to Kumbakarna our tears.
Rav
ana
rief
Ravana
ana’’s G
Grief
New of Kumbakarna’s death plunges Ravana in grief. Irate
Adikaya, Ravana’s son by Danyamalai, goes to the front to avenge
the death of Kumbakarna. A huge army follows him. In an
encounter with Lakshmana, Adikaya loses his head and dies.
Message of this ignominious defeat is carried by couriers to
Ravana. The death of Adikaya raises in Ravana’s mind intensely
contradictory emotions:
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Sobs raise his head,
shame tilts its down,
pity for the dead rouses his valour,
surging rage and grief afflict the mind of Ravana,
who stands, with tears gushing from his eyes,
like the ocean, with its waves supporting one another,
advancing farther and farther towards the shore
then retreating farther and farther inwards.
ãƒAò M‹ñ™,ñ£ ù‹;ÞóƒAò Þó‚è‹i ó‹;æƒAò ªõ°O, ¶¡ ð‹;â¡P¬õ å¡PŸªè£¡ Á
î£ƒAò îóƒèñ£ è‚
è¬óJ¬ùˆ îœOˆîœ O
õ£ƒAò èì™«ð£™G¡ ø£¡,
Ü¼Mc˜ õöƒ°‹è‡ í£¡.
He thinks of lifting up the Earth;
He thinks of pulling down the Heavens;
He thinks of giving a simultaneous kick
to the multitude of living things;
He thinks of splitting in twain
all that bears the name of woman.
ñ‡E¬ù â´‚èâ‡ μ‹;
õ£Q¬ù Þ®‚èâ‡ μ‹;
â‡Eô àJ˜èœâ™ ô£‹
å¼èíˆ(¶) âŸøâ‡ μ‹
ªð‡ªíÂ‹ ªðòóâ™ ô£‹
H÷Šªð¡â¡(Á) â‡μ‹; â‡EŠ
¹‡E¬ì âK¹‚ªè¡ ù
ñ£ùˆî£Ÿ ¹¿ƒA¬ï »‹.
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Superior G
rief
Grief
Every one around Ravana is struck with awe by his frenzy.
Kamban, with his unfailing sense of drama and his supreme
knowledge of psychology, introduces bereaved Danyamalai into
the scene at this juncture. She is one of the wives of Ravana and
the mother of Adikaya, who has been killed in battle. Her intense
grief over the death of her son puts the raging but guilty Ravana
on the defence. Queen Danyamalai is a high-born lady, reared
in the imperialist tradition. Even Ravana deferentially looks up
to her. She comes beating her breasts violently with her hands.
She drops himself at the feet of Ravana and cries:
Pay heed can you to what you hearken?
Hearken will you to what I utter?
Show me, will you show me
my darling child,
who was the very iris of my eye.
‘ñ£†ì£«ò£ Þ‚è£ô‹
õ™«ô£˜ õLb˜‚è,
e†ì£«ò£ ió‹,
ªñL‰î£«ò£ «î£÷£Ÿø™,
«è†ì£Œ àí˜‰F¬ô«ò£,
â¡Â¬ó»‹ «è÷£«ò£,è£†ì£«ò£ â¡Â¬ìò
è‡ñE¬ò‚ è£†ì£«ò£!’

All the vociferous fury of Ravana becomes stilled and muted
in the presence of Danyamalai’s superior grief. Danyamalai
impeaches Ravana for the madness of his lust for Sita and warns
him, ‘Not a few are the evils that will come on Sita’s account!’
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As she is wailing in this manner, Urvasi and Menaka, the celestial
dancing maids in attendance on Ravana, take Danyamalai in their
arms and carry her inside the palace.
Ravana next sends Indrajit, his most valiant son to the front.
He resorted to a mysterious weapon called Brahmastra, a missile,
which could discharge poison gas on the enemy and then return
to the owner. He sent this missile at midnight while Rama,
Lakshmana and their Army were fast asleep. The poison gas made
them all unconscious and they were lying like dead. Indrajit went
back exultantly to his palace and slept away.
On the advice of Jambavan, Hanuman sped to the Sanjeevi
Hill, uprooted it and brought it. Inhaling the smell of the herbs
on the hill, Rama, Lakshmana and the Army recovered
consciousness. As Rama emerged out of his stupor, he saw the
anxious face of Vibhishana and questioned him. Vibhishana
explained how with the efforts of Hanuman, Rama, Lakshmana
and the Army had been bought back to consciousness. At once,
Rama gratefully embraced Hanuman.
Vir
tue Triumphs
irtue
The next day, Indrajit learnt that his subterfuge had failed.
Egged on by Ravana, he fought a savage battle, in which
Lakshmana severed his head with a crescent-shaped arrow. News
of his death profoundly upset Ravana.
Ravana feels that Sita is at the bottom of all this catastrophe
and in a fit of anger, he decides to kill Sita and runs towards Asoka
Vana. Mahodara obstructs him, and tells him that if he kills Sita,
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he will incur everlasting infamy. He appeals to his innate love of
chivalry and fame, and turns him away from his mad venture.
The delirium of Ravana’s grief is now transformed into the
delirium of war. In his encounter with Rama, he fights with
prodigious heroism, but Rama’s arrow severs his neck and lands
his head on the ground. The valour and virtue of Rama triumph.
Captive Sita is rescued. Vibhishana performs the funeral obsequies
of the dead Rakshasas.
The victorious warriors set out towards Ayodhya along with
Vibhishana, Sugriva and Hanuman.
Single SSpeech
peech SSatr
atr
ugna
atrugna
Meanwhile, Bharatha, who has been ruling the kingdom as
Regent for fourteen anxious years, is daily looking southward for
the arrival of Rama. Today the fourteenth year comes to a close.
Bharatha climbs up a tower and looks southward, but sees no sign
of Rama’s arrival. Disappointed, he decides to fulfil his vow by
leaping into the fire and perishing. At his command, his men
make a big fire. He sends for the citizens and the sages, and tells
them resolutely that he will not live a moment beyond the
appointed time. Their attempts to dissuade him prove futile. At
this juncture, Satrugna, the younger brother of Bharatha, arrives
on the scene. Bharatha tells him, ‘Today is the appointed day and
Rama has failed to return. Before immolating myself, I make a
request of you. You must rule this kingdom till Rama arrives and
then hand it over to him.’
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Satrugna is struck with self-disdain as he listens to these
poignant words. He is a silent character who does not speak
except once in the whole of Kamba Ramayana, and when he
speaks, as he does now, Kamban puts into his utterance all the
rhythmic sweetness at his command. A translation of the
intellectual content of his utterance, but not its rhythm, may be
given in the following words:
A brother is he, who went escorting the one,
who, deserting the Earth-maid, went to rule over the
jungle;
He is a brother, too, who stands resolved to give up his
dear life
because those who went have not returned in time.
Standing apart, like an unconcerned spectator,
am I to unblushingly rule over this Kingdom!
Sweet, indeed, is this blooming sovereignty!
‘è£ù£÷ Gôñè¬÷‚
¬èM†´Š «ð£ùõ¬ù‚
è£ˆ¶ŠH¡ ¹
«ð£ù£Â‹ å¼î‹H,
«ð£ùõ˜èœ õ¼‹ÜõF
«ð£JŸªø¡ ù£
Ýù£î àJ˜Mìâ¡(Á)
Ü¬ñõ£Â‹ å¼î‹H;Üò«ôï£ í£(¶)
ò£ù£‹Þš Üóê£œªõ¡!
â¡«ùÞš Üóê£†C!
ÞQ«îÜ‹ ñ£!
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The rhythmic pattern of the original of this poem is so
contrived that the stress of every rhyme and alliteration falls just
where the emotional stress falls. If we draw two graphs, one
plotting the emotional intensities of Satrugna’s speech, and
another, the verbal, there would be such a perfect synchronisation
between the two, trough for trough and crest for crest, that the
original song in Tamil is rightly regarded as a marvel of poetic
achievement.
The Cor
onation
Coronation
The citizens of Ayodhya stand baffled by the pathetic
predicament of Satrugna and the resolute unvacillating
determination of Bharatha. Just at this moment, Hanuman comes
rushing to the scene, shouting, ‘Rama is come!’ With his hands
he reduces the big fire to ashes and claps his hands and dances
with joy. The goods news of Rama’s arrival throws Bharatha into
ecstasy. He acts like one mad. He salutes all those around him,
he salutes his servant-maids, he salutes his own self. His joy so
intoxicates him that the Poet makes the reflection:
This thing called Love
is, verily
a distillate of wine!
ã¶‹å¡(Á) ÜPAô£¡
Þ¼‚°‹ GŸ°ñ£™!
è£î™â¡ l¶«ñ£˜
èœO¡ «î£ŸPŸ«ø!

In a short while, Rama, Lakshmana and Sita arrive along with
Vibhishana, Sugriva and the monkey Army. The whole of
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Ayodhya is plunged in joy. To the accompaniment of instrumental
music, the Coronation of Rama takes place.
CONCL
USION
CONCLUSION
Hardly any justice could be done in this tiny monograph to
the Epic of Kamban, which consists of over then thousand songs.
Throughout the Epic, he speaks with the assurance and selfsurrender of one, who has discovered the controlling center of
life. Take, for instance, the Hiranya Vadai Padalam, in which he
creates an intensely original dramatic situation. In this scene,
Brahma, the creative aspect of God, confronts Vishnu, the
Ultimate Reality, and conducts a cosmic dialogue with Him. At
the invocation of Prahlada (the son of Hiranya), God breaks
asunder the shell of the Macrocosm and after shattering the roof
of the Cosmos, descends to the Earth in human form with a lion’s
head before the unbelieving Hiranya, and red in tooth and claw,
destroys him. As Narasimha (Man-Lion) is roaring in infinite fury,
Kamban, with his sense of exquisite artistry and humour,
introduces Brahma into the scene in an attempt to appease the
Lion of Heaven. In accents of great devotion, not unmixed with
loving irony, Brahma exclaims:
By precipitating Thyself in this form,
Oh! Lord of Lords,
Thou hast proved
that Thou must have created Thyself!
But, by indulging in this act of self-creation,
My Lord,
Hast Thou not encroached upon my jurisdiction
and set at nought Thy purpose in creating me
for creating the multitudinous forms!
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‘î¡¬ùŠ ð¬ìˆî¶¾‹
î£«ù âÂ‹î¡¬ñ
H¡¬ùŠ ð¬ìˆî¶«õ
è£†´‹: ªð¼‹ªð¼ñ!
à¡¬ùŠ ð¬ìˆî£Œc
â¡ø£™,-àJ˜ð¬ìŠð£¡
â¡¬ùŠ ð¬ìˆî£Œ c
â¡Â‹Ü¶ âŸø£«ñ£?’

There is more devotion than logic in the mock complaint of
Brahma that the Sovereign, who has power to delegate his
jurisdiction, has no power to trench upon it. But there is truth
in the following charge that Brahma levels against his Principal:
The myriad stars and planets
linger in Thy Primordial Substance
like the unlingering bubbles in the Arctic seas;
Thou art the myriad forms,
but, alas! by assuming this singular form,
Hast Thou not needlessly imposed
a narrowing constraint
upon Thy Infinite plurality!
‘ð™Ý Jó«è£®
Ü‡ì‹,-ðQ‚èì½œ
G™ô£î ªñ£‚°œâùˆ
«î£¡Áñ£™ G¡à¬ö«ò:
â™ô£ à¼õºñ£Œ
G¡ø£Œ‚°,-Þš¾¼õ‹
õ™«ô ð¬ìˆî£™,õó‹¹‡¬ñ Ýè£«î£.’
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After demonstrating the incongruity between the infinity of
God and the unflattering finitude of his manifestation, Brahma
brings out the paradox between God’s immanence and God’s
transcendence in the following words:
I have no existence outside Thee;
without Thy Grace, I can create neither life nor matter;
I can exist neither before nor after;
I am like a goldsmith
born inside Thy golden substance,
shaping that substance
with Thy grace.
‘G¡Â«÷ â¡¬ù
G¼Iˆî£Œ, cò™ô£(¶)
â¡Â«÷ âŠªð£¼¬÷
ò£õ¬ó«ò ò£m¡«ø¡
H¡Þ«ô¡ º¡Þ«ô¡
â‰¬î ªð¼ñ£«ù,ªð£¡Â«÷ «î£¡Pò«î£˜
ªð£Ÿªè£™ô¡ «ð£™A¡«ø¡.’

Thus does Kamban argue metaphysics with his Maker in a
series of poems, which, in the amplitude and boldness of their
vision, in the sweep of their reverential humour and pathos, and
in the overwhelming splendour of their poetry and dramatic
power can equal the best in the literatures of the world. The
implications of Advaitic thought bewilder the intellect of those,
who live in this world of relativity, but the poetic instinct of
Kamban, while dramatizing and concretizing this bewilderment,
accepts and uses this very bewilderment as convincing proof of
the truth of Advaita.
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The success achieved by Kamban is due not so much to what
he says as to how he says it. Each word of his is a focus of
persuasive energy, in which his living faith is transformed into
the vibrations of the human voice. And those, who wish to expose
themselves to these vibrations, must listen to the songs of Kamban
in the original and not to the feeble and uncreative vibrations of
the translator.
To Kamban, life is not a tale told by an idiot, full of sound
and fury, but signifying nothing. To him, life is full of significance,
order and dignity. The source of Kamban’s art is a boundless
sympathy for all things, animate and inanimate. He has a vision
of life as but a passing through necessary stage in a cosmic journey
and he interprets the events of earthly life as effects of causes
originating before birth and as having effects on the life beyond
the grave. He, therefore, delves deeper, deeper into life; he digs
deeper and deeper into the Eternity of the past and the Eternity
of the future in the consciousness that Man is but part of an
ageless continuum. This enables him to gaze fixedly at the
phantasmagoria of life, to bring the different segments of life into
harmony and to interpret the whole in the light of a profound
optimism and insight. This vision gives Kamban a certitude and
we can say of Kamban, what Emerson said of Plato, that from
the Sun-like centrality of his vision, he had a faith without a
cloud.
This does not mean that Kamban is a heavy-footed
metaphysical poet or a propagandistic hawker of religious wares.
His roots are in the real world of character and situation and his
epic takes in its stride the facts of life and Nature. Describing
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the aridity of a parched desert, he can, with his tongue in his
cheek, compare it with the dispassion that characterizes alike the
common prostitute and the saint aspiring for Jivan Mukti.
Describing the building of a bridge across the ocean, he can
mention with loving and cinematographic details the feats of a
monkey carrying three hillocks all at once—one rolling under its
heels, another borne in its upstretched arms and a third, firmly
held in its looped-up tail. He can narrate, with a gift of
immediacy, and a sense of personal involvement, a hundred
battles, each conceived and executed on a different pattern from
the rest, and all packed with thrill, suspense and intense tempo.
As a connoisseur of the human heart, he can reveal the most secret
springs of human action. He can neutralize the stiffness of the
Epic with the suppleness of Drama and suffuse both with the glow
of his lyrical intensities.
Whatever he does, he manages to sustain in the reader a
feeling of passionate intimacy with things that count. He drives
the reader to dip himself again and again in the cleansing waters
of his Ramayana and to emerge with a warmer idealism, with a
sense of keener sensitivity to what is beautiful, good or true, with
a greater courage to put the ultimate questions and an easier
confidence to tackle them.
And all this he achieves through his supreme gift of poetry.
Kamba’s rhythm has an unrivalled fullness, variety and sufficiency.
He manipulates his vowel and consonantal sounds with such
dexterity and magic that they bring out the astral form of any
mood or emotion. And his rhythmic inventions have the effect
of hushing the chattering mind of the reader and keeping it
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receptive to the message of the Poet, undistracted by the pressures
of the private will. All this manipulation bears the imprimatur
of unlaboured spontaneity and does not betray the pre-verbal
agony of poetic creation. While describing some deep inexorable
purpose behind the Cosmos or while conveying some glimpse of
the inner chambers of existence, his rhythm effectively prolongs
the moment of contemplation. Such indeed is the attar of
Kamban’s poetry that by common consent of the Tamils, Kamban
has been rightly acclaimed as Kavi Chakravarti or the Emperor
of Poetry.
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5
TIRUMOOLAR AND THE
EIGHTEEN SIDDHAS

T

irumoolar is the greatest mystic and Seer Tamil
Nadu has ever produced. The eighteen Siddhas of
Tamil Nadu acknowledge him as their supreme
preceptor and as the progenitor of the esoteric school of the
Tamils.
According to legend, Tirumoolar lived in 6000 B.C.
However, modern scholars think that he must have lived between
the 3rd Century A.D. and the 5th Century A.D. Sundaramoorthi
Nayanar, who is one of the four great Saints of Saivaism and who
lived in the 6th to 7th Century A.D. has, in his Tiruthonda
Thogai, referred to Tirumoolar and sung as follows:
I am the slave of the slaves
of
My lord, Tirumoolar.
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This reference shows that Tirumoolar must have lived long
enough before Sundaramoorthy Nayanar to have become deified
by that great saint as “My Lord”.
The Central message of Tirumoolar is, ‘Love is God’. In his
Tirumanthiram, he sings:Senseless are they who say,
“Love and Siva are two”,
They know not
It is Love that becomes Siva;
The moment they know
That Love becomes Siva
That moment they’ll remain
Rooted in Siva-as-Love.

Tirumoolar’s life is a living illustration of his message.
According to him, he was one of the four, who were initiated by
Lord Siva himself, whom he refers to often as Nandi. He was an
inhabitant of Mount Kailas in the Himalayas. One day he flew
southward from the Himalayas to see saint Agasthiar, who had
his Ashram in the Pothigai Hills, now in Tirunelveli District. On
the way, he alighted at Tiruvavaduthurai (now in Thanjavur
District) and after worship at the temple, proceeded to the
Cauvery river nearby. On the bank of the Cauvery, he saw a herd
of cows lamenting loudly and shedding copious tears. Moved by
this sight, he looked around, and found that Moolan, the
shepherd, who had brought the flock to the river side, was lying
dead. Flocking around the dead body, the cows were weeping.
The Saint, who had a strong sense of contemporary tragedy,
rushed to relieve the cows of their sorrow; he put his physical
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body aside and with his astral body, entered the corpse of the
shepherd, Moolan and stood up to the great rejoicing of the cows,
and herded them back to the village of Sathanur, where Moolan
had been living. The wife of the shepherd, Moolan came and took
him by the hand; but Moolan, the Saint, resisted her and went
into a Matam close by and entered into Samadhi. The wife’s
appeal to the villagers for restitution of her husband proved
ineffective. Waking up from his trance, the body, and found to
his surprise that it had been cremated by the local people.
Realising that this deprivation of his original body was part of
Divine grace, the Saint dwelling in the Shepherd’s body, went to
the Tiruvavaduthurai Temple and sitting under a tree, which is
west of the temple and is still worshipped in memory of the Saint,
went into a trance again. Legend has it that once a year he would
wake up from the Samadhi, sing one song in Tamil and go into
Samadhi again and would wake up a year later. For three thousand
years, he remained in meditation under this tree and sang 3,000
songs, one every year, the collection of which is called
“Tirumanthiram” (The Holy incantation). After completing the
Tirumanthiram, Tirumoolar was satisfied that the mission of his
life was over, and shedding the borrowed body, he disappeared
into the mental world, where it is believed, he still lives in his
mental body directing the evolution of mankind. As the Saint
sang the songs, while in the body of the shepherd Moolan, he
came to be known as Tirumoolan or Tirumoolar (The Holy
Moolar).
Tirumanthiram is an encyclopaedia of authentic spiritual
experience at almost all levels, that is to say, from idolatry to a
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disembodied absorption in the Ultimate Void. Tirumoolar is
about the only Indian mystic who has cared not only to record
his experiences but also to evolve and communicate an elaborate
technique by following which other aspirants may reach the goal
he had set for himself. It is true that the secrets discovered by
Tirumoolar have been set down in highly symbolic language. The
writer of this article once thought that the key to his symbolism
has been irretrievably lost. But subsequent contact with living
mystics has convinced him that the key is in safe and exclusive
keeping. If there is good reason to keep the atom bomb out of
the reach of the rabble, there is much greater reason to deny to
it the fruits of supra-material research.
Even the intellectual is not qualified to obtain initiation into
the secrets, unless he realises that the intellect is after all one of
the most inadequate instruments given to man. It is in the
awareness of human ignorance that Tirumoolar sees the
beginnings of spiritual wisdom. Accordingly, in his preface to
Thirumanthiram, he sings with characteristic humour:
Whoever knows
the glories of my Lord!
And who,
the vastness of Infinity!
Yet
Of my ignorance of that nameless Light
I shall sing
Three Thousand songs.

Einstein, that great Scientist, standing on the brink of the
known and peeping into the Unknown, exclaims:- “How
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terrifying is my ignorance!” Consciousness of ignorance, however,
holds no terrors for Tirumoolar; in fact he exults and revels in it
as the liberator from the Ego.
But even the man who has become aware of his ignorance is
trammeled by the Ego. Tirumoolar would, therefore, urge him
to go beyond knowledge and ignorance into Pure consciousness.
The wisdom acquired through such unfettered consciousness can
alone be regarded as having ultimate validity.
Says Tirumoolar:- If you go beyond knowledge and ignorance
into pure consciousness, ignorance of knowledge would be bliss,
indeed:
How then are we to have access to the region of Pure
Consciousness, where there is awareness but no thought? The
exact mechanism by which the different states of consciousness
can be reached has been suggested by Tirumoolar in several places
in his great work ‘Tirumanthiram’:
The mind is located by Tirumoolar in a specific physical
center in the human body. This is very much like the gear box
of an automobile. The mind can be said to be in the first gear
when we are awake, in the second gear, when we dream, and in
the third gear, when we are in deep dreamless slumber. In other
words, there are three physical states in the body corresponding
to the three mental conditions, viz., waking, dreaming and
sleeping. When a waking man falls asleep, a corresponding
involuntary change takes place in his physical condition. Likewise,
when he drifts into the dreaming condition, an automatic physical
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change occurs. In their great spiritual laboratories, our sages made
this most momentous discovery and put it to immediate use. By
physically manipulating the center, in which the mind resides and
by changing its gear, they found they could enter into any of these
three mental conditions voluntarily and at will, retaining at same
time their awareness. They could, for instance, get into the deep
slumber condition remaining aware or “awake”. The Ego, which
is like a prism distorting and refracting Reality, is itself asleep in
slumber, and the Gnani, who can go into a slumber without
losing awareness, is in a position to have a glimpse of Reality
undistracted by the frolics of the Ego. Beyond slumber is the
fourth condition of Turiya where the Ego dies completely and
the soul stands face to face with the Lord ready to melt in his
embrace.
It is when the mystic finds himself in this condition of the
utmost absorption that he is able to pierce the multifaceted crust
of Reality and perceive the Primordial and undifferentiated stuff
of Being. Tirumoolar clarifies this truth with his famous analogy
of a wooden toy elephant. He sings:The child played ecstatic with his elephant proud,
He cared not it was made of wood;
Unplayful man behind but a lump of wood,
He missed, alas! the elephant’s form;
Even so, the Elements hide the Real from our sight,
But the Mystic’s eye pierces thro’ the Elements
and gets at — God.

The fifth condition is Turyadhita, in which the merger of the
Atma and Paramatma takes place.
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Tirumoolar had a strong sense of his mission and he says that
the main purpose of his birth was to put across divine truth in
the Tamil language. In one stanza, he proclaims:
The Lord has created me,
And created me well,
In order that
I may create Him in Tamil
And create Him well.

and in another place, he says:
Let the whole of mankind derive from me
The spiritual ecstacy, which I have derived.

In a stanza of exquisite beauty and authenticity he describes
his experience in Samadhi, in the following words:
The bounds of my Ego dissolved
And thereafter,
I could not conceive of anything which had bounds!
After I had become He, whom could I meditate
upon!

In another place Tirumoolar says that in this condition of
trance, he started performing Archana (worship) to himself.
Tirumanthiram consists of 3000 songs, divided into 9
tantirams or divisions. The strategy adopted by Tirumoolar in the
introductory chapters is to impress upon the reader, the pathetic
mortality of Man, the evanescence of human youth and the
transience of material wealth. This he does in words of incredible
power and extraordinary vividness. In the whole range of Tamil
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Literature, there is nothing to equal in power or, vividness
Tirumoolar’s portrayal of the fleeting nature of man’s life. For
instance, here is a cameo in which he paints the human
predicament:She had cooked for him,
he eats to his heart’s content,
He copulates with her
and then, he says
“There’s pain in my chest”
He lays himself down to rest
And lo! and behold! he’s dead & gone.

After bringing home to the reader the temporal nature of
human life, he calls upon him to contemplate the eternal verities
of life. In unequivocal language he asserts:
Self-knowledge alone is knowledge,
Knowledge of anything other than self
Is
Knowledge diabolical.

He, therefore, advises us to put ourselves under the
microscope and study ourselves. He says:
Pierce your mind with your own mind
as penetratingly as possible;
If you sleep night and day thus wise with grace,
even the stone will break,
And become limitless Space.

Though he expounds the doctrine of Saiva Siddhanta that
‘Pathi’ (God), ‘Pasu’ (Soul), ‘Pasam’ (Material attachment) are
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uncreated and uncreatable and eternally existent, there are places
in Tirumanthiram, in which, while describing spiritual union with
God, Tirumoolar seems to speak in Advaitic terms. For instance,
he says in one song:
There are not two things
Called Siva and Jiva,
Jiva knows not Siva,
After Jiva comes to know Siva,
Jiva becomes Siva.

At another place he says:Like the fragrance,
Inseparable from the flower,
Siva’s fragrance inheres in the Jiva;
Siva leaps forth and embraces
Those, who become still like a painting and understand
through silent awareness.

Though Tirumoolar adores God as Lord Siva, he is catholic
enough to proclaim that all religious reach the same goal and that
wrangling over the merits of the several approaches to God is
foolish and futile. In fact, he would say:
My God laughs at those
Who say, “This way is better” or “That” and
give a double name
to man’s approach to God
It matters not which way you approach Him.
Those approaching Him with devotion
Will reach His habitation in a trice.
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In one of his stanzas, he points the finger of scorn at
champions of denominational religions and condemns them in
the following words:
They attain not the Egoless experience,
as a pre-condition to which,
the inner-light should dawn upon their interior;
They think not of inevitable death
Nor do they yearn for freedom from birth;
They waste their time
Ceaselessly wranglingly about the rituals
of, denominational religions
And alas! they are doomed for ever.

Tirumoolar thinks that the assist way of approaching God is
in and through the human body, in which God dwells. He says:
After wandering over the land, far and wide,
I discovered our Lord
In the land of this body!

According to Tirumoolar, there is a secret trap door in the
body, by entering which one could contact divinity. It is by that
trap door, according to Tirumoolar, the soul comes into the body
at birth and it is through that trap door again that the soul goes
out of the body at death. This Tirumoolar calls the magic way, a
way, which, people, subject to the cycle of births and deaths, will
not discover. This is a way which only the Guru can show. Once
the Guru initiates you in the Unitive way, what happens?
Tirumoolar answers:
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If you gain control over that horse
which can fly speedier than bird,
You need not consume intoxicants,
for there will be auto-generation of ecstacy,
It will make you walk
With spring-like steps
and cure you of all your sloth,
We utter this truth
to those alone,
Who have the awareness to grasp it.

Tirumoolar has great contempt for the externals of Religion.
On the contrary, he lays great emphasis on the inwardness of
Religion. According to him, God hides himself in a place where
man is least likely to search for him and that place is the mind
of man! With characteristic humour, he says:
Lest the wicked folk should discover him,
He hides himself in their minds!

According to him, an external pilgrimage from Kasi to
Kanyakumari would not wipe off the sins of the people. What
one should undertake is the internal pilgrimage. He says:Several are the Theerthas
Found inside the mind;
The unenlightened would not
dip themselves in the Holy waters of the mind
And wipe off their sins;
But, instead, those wicked men
roam wildly over hills and dales - fruitlessly.
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Tirumoolar says that if we discover the trap door in the
human body, Death can be overcome and future births prevented.
And where is this magic trap door? The following Tirumanthiram
answers this question:
It is the way, through which, at birth, the soul
comes into the body,
Through the same way does the soul get out
of the body at death
It is this magic way, which, people subject to the
cycle of births and deaths.
Will never discover,
It is the way which the Guru alone can open—
the way following which one can merge with God.

Speaking of the Sahasrara, which is the culmination point
of all Yogic practices, Tirumoolar sings a highly symbolic song
in the following words:On top of that high mount,
Where an etheric cascade crawls,
There’s a precious pond,
Which has no river to feed it,
but it yet filled with astral waters;
There grows a creeper there
Springing otherwise than from the mire,
and on that creeper,
a lovely Lotus is in bloom;
No flower will Siva wear
Except that Lotus which is in bloom.

Tirumoolar is probably the first Indian Saint who reconciled
the Yogic approach with the Tantric approach. Yoga is Ego-
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oriented. But Tantra is non-Ego-oriented. Yoga says ‘No’ to many
dominating impulses of life. But Tantra accepts the totality of life,
evil as well as good. Even sex it accepts and it does not want the
practitioner to eschew sex. On the contrary, Tantra encourages
indulgence in sex for the very purpose of transcending sex. Apart
from expounding Ashtanga Yoga, Kesari Yoga, Chandra Yoga,
Mantra Yoga and other yogas, Tirumoolar deals with Parianga
Yoga, which literally means the Yoga of the Cot. This is the Yoga
which exploits sex for the purpose of transcending sex. The other
Yogas, by lying down several commandments, create inhibitions
in the human mind. In Parianga Yoga, the practitioner is invited
to make an uninhibited response to the demands of the body, in
order that ultimately those demands may be sublimated into
spiritual joy. One important song in Parianga Yoga runs, when
translated, as follows:
Lest the silver should melt
And flow into the gold,
The cunning gold-smith
Closed the passage with coal.

These lines indicate the mechanism of sublimation which
shall not be explained except by the Guru to his chosen disciple.
Suffice it to say that by this tantra, which is of momentous
significance to human evolution, it is possible to arrest the
downward pull of the sexual impulses, direct the same in the
opposite direction and convert sex energy into the light of Gnana.
Tirumoolar says he would recognize as a spiritual master anyone
who has learnt to prevent ejaculation of the vital substance despite
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coitus of two hour duration. The device described by Tirumoolar
is clearly tantric in character. In a famous song, he says:Fools are they, who say,
“Control the senses five”,
Even among the Immortalsthere’s none who can do so,
Lest, by controlling the senses,
I should become inanimate,
I have acquired the Wisdom, which enables me
Not to control the senses.

Tirumoolar’s attitude in this respect is refreshingly
unorthodox. The senses are but the servants of the mind and have
no volition of their own. He, therefore, declares that it is
dangerous to impose any restraint upon the senses. That will be
tackling the mind from the wrong end. Every such restraint is
bound to create an inhibition in the mind and thereby further
complicate the Subconscious. He suggests that the mind
(conscious and sub-conscious) should be treated in such a way
that an effective disjunction between the mind and the senses is
brought about. When one has acquired mastery of the mind, not
by subduing it, but by going round it, he gains freedom from
the senses by transcending them without controlling them.
It is said that while Saint Francis of Assisi was on his death
bed, he realized the spiritual utility of the human body and
expressed his thanks to the body for having enabled him to realise
God. Tirumoolar makes a similar statement:-
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Once I thought the body was something
vulgar and mean,
But now I know that inside the body and only
through it
Can I get at Reality.

It is his view that the dignity of the body is almost as great
as that of the spirit. To him the human body is not execrable
delusion, but a divine gift to be treasured. In fact he calls every
human being a walking temple of God and adds that any offering
made to this temple is more readily accepted by God than the
offerings made in the stone temples of God. In one song he says
that the mental body (which is even bigger than the physical body
of man) is the big temple of God, that the physical body is the
shrine within the big temple, that the mouth is the gate-way to
the sanctum sanctorum, that the Jivan is the Sivalingam and the
five wicked-seeming senses are the eternal foot-lights that light
up the glory of the Lord.
One must make spiritual hay, while the bodily sun shines;
for, the moment the body is lost, experience comes to an end,
and consequently, the opportunity of emancipation comes to an
end too. That is why Tirumoolar exclaims:By developing my body,
I developed my spirit, too.

To Tirumoolar bodily health is only a means to a spiritual
end and not an end in itself.
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By opening certain secret centers of the body, he is able to
witness the joyous dance of Lord Nataraja and to sing:He dances with Kali
and then, on the Golden Mount,
He dances with the ghosts
and then, on the Earth
He dances in the Elements of
Water, Fire, Wind and Ether
And dance does he in the limitless expanse
of consciousness!

Tirumoolar describes his bodily reactions to the dance of Siva
in thrilling terms:Even as the sight of tamarind
makes your tongue water,
the sight of the charming dance of Nataraja
makes your eyes water,
your heart melt,
and joyous ambrosia ooze out of your
Inner Light.

Tirumoolar says that by the grace of God he acquired the
eightfold Siddhi (Ashtamasiddhis) and that he disseminated
knowledge of the same by going in the eight directions. There
are as many as 30 stanzas in Tirumanthiram in which detailed
instructions are given as to how one could obtain the faculty of
getting out of one’s body and entering the body of another
(Parakayapravesam) Tirumoolar lays down certain tests by which
the sex of a child can be determined even at the moment of
conception. He also prescribes the date and time of sexual
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congress; according to him, it must take place during the time
commencing 6 days after the menstrual period ending 6 days
before the succeeding period. According to him, coitus in the
former part of the night would involve wastage of semen whereas
if it takes place in the latter part of the night, there will be
conservation of energy and that, too, for those who have learnt
to mediate on the light in the crest of the head during coitus.
On the whole, Tirumanthiram gives solutions to problems
which have great contemporary relevance. It makes an audacious
attempt to integrate the Here with the Hereafter. The emphasis
is throughout laid on the quintessence of life and spiritually as
contrasted with the superficial and side-tracking externals of
denominational religions. Evidently, at the time of Tirumoolar,
men of religion had missed the wood for the trees, and fire
sacrifices and rituals galore were the order of the day. Tirumoolar
protests against this kind of extravaganza in words of lofty distain
and wants men to turn the searchlight inwards. His poetry, which
is direct and simple and sometimes rugged, has an explosive power
and a finality of tone. These qualities are results of his personal
experiences.
But some of his songs are so cunningly constructed as to have
different layers of meaning for persons having different levels of
spiritual attainment. A song which would convey one meaning
to a person in a lower stage of evolution would convey another
meaning to him after he has evolved to a higher stage of evolution.
Tirumoolar is undoubtedly the most versatile spiritual genius
produced by Tamil Nadu and the greatest Master of Tapas — a
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title which, according to Tirumoolar, Lord Siva himself conferred
upon him. Says he:I invoked Siva
Calling Him the Lord of Lords;
Forthwith he appeared before me,
Calling me, “Oh, Lord of Tapas!”
(Tapas: Meditation).

In fact, the Tamil school of Siddhas acknowledges Tirumoolar
as the father of the school. Thayumanavar, one of our greatest
saints and Siddhas, in his songs calls Tirumoolar the Chakravarti
(Emperor) among Tapasvins (Meditatox) and prays reverently for
his grace. The Siddha school is marked by special characteristics;
in the first place, it denounces the caste system and preaches
equality of all men; in the second place, it discourages idolworship, and condemns ritualism; in the third place it lays stress
on meditation upon the in-dwelling God and as a means to selfrealization, it advocates different kinds of Yoga including
Kundalini Yoga and Gnana Yoga and resort to tantric practices
and complete reliance on the Guru. Though most of them use
the word ‘Siva’ to denote God, their religion is universal and
undenominational. Gunankudi Masthan, a Tamil Muslim is
reckoned as a Siddha and his teachings are hardly distinguishable
from those of the Siddhas except for the fact he occasionally uses
Muslim jargon in the place of Saivite jargon.
Sivavakkiar, who lived probable between the 6th Century
A.D. and the 8th Century A.D. condemns idol-worship in the
following terms:-
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You plant a stone,
throw a few flowers over it,
go round it,
and mutter some mantras
When the Lord is inside you,
Can the planted stone speak?
Can the pot
taste the food it has cooked?
Or the ladle?

Some of the most moving spiritual hymns are to be found
in the work of Pattinathar, who is a Siddha belonging to the 10th
Century. He describes the Human body “as the blacksmiths’
bellows which fan the fire of anger”, as the case of the bird called
the Five-fold senses”, as “the hollow in the tree out of which
sorrow rises unendingly”, as “the rotating top, whipped up by the
string of desire”, as “the fan that rotates with the aid of moneypower” and as the “boat, laden with the cargo of sin, launched
upon the sea of births, blown by the whirl wind of lust and
running aground into the shore of evil” and so on.
Bhadragiriar, the disciple of Pattinathar was also a noted
Siddha. His impatient cry is:When will you burn the Sastras,
falsify the Four Vedas
and get rid of Sorrow
by discovering the controlling center of Life?

Of the later Siddhars, who lived between the 11th century
and the 19th century, mention may be made of Pambatti Siddhar,
Ahappey Siddhar, Kudhambai Siddhar, Kaduveli Siddhar and
Azhuhini Siddhar. One of them sings:-
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To those who are in the state of heightened awareness
and are brimming over with joy,
even Gnana is superfluous.

The latest, certainly not the last of the Siddhas was Ramalinga
Swamigal, who lived in the 19th Century. He has decanted his
mystical experience in mellifluous poetry. He also sings:I renounced the wranglings
Of caste and religion
At once,
I saw the Gracious Light of God
I renounced Falsehood
and marched ahead
and the Lord revealed Himself unto me.

Thus we find that the golden thread of a universal Religion
runs through the works of the Siddhas from Tirumoolar to
Ramalingar and binds them into a distinctive and unique mystic
Fraternity.

*

*
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6
SAINT ARUNAGIRI NATHAR, THE MYSTIC
The following is a paper read by Doctor Justice Maharajan at an All
India Seminar held at Srinagar Kashmir on 25th and 26th October 1979
under the Joint auspices of Sheik Abdulla, Trustees of the Nooruddin
Sixth Centenary Celebration Committee and the Sahitya Akademi, New
Delhi. The Seminar was held to celebrate the sixth centenary of a great
Muslim mystic by name Nooruddin Nund Rishi of Kashmir and was
attended by Poets and writers from Orissa, Bengal, U.P., Punjab,
Maharashtra, Gujarat and Kashmir and presided over by Prof. Uma
Shankar Joshi, President of the Sahitya Akademi. The songs of Arunagiri
were read out in Tamil by the author of this paper to the audience and
explained with English translation thereof. The Arabic scholar, who heard
the songs, exclaimed: “We have been transported by Arunagiri’s songs to a
new world altogether”.

S

t. Arunagiri Nathar, the 6th centenary of whose birth
we celebrated some years back, was one of our most
colourful and romantic mystics. He was bred and born
at Tiruvannamalai in South India. Prabuda Deva Raya, the
Vijayanagar King, who died in 1447 A.D., was a contemporary
of Arunagiri and has received mention in one of his hymns.
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The Saint’s favourite deity was Lord Muruga, the Lord of the
Hills and hilly country, the Lord who rides on the blue peacock
of Eternity, with his six symbolic faces and twelve symbolic
shoulders. Upon the loveliness and grace of Lord Muruga,
Arunagiri has lavished his powers of poetic articulation.
Under the heading ‘Tirupugazh’ (Praise to the Lord) he has
sung as many as 16,000 hymns. These hymns show his effortless
mastery over a bewildering variety of metres, beats and rhythms.
His word-magic lies not only in the choice of words but also in
the distinction, the surprise, the audacity of their use. His songs
appear to partake of the vivacious music emanating from a
percussion instrument, like, say, the mridangam or the tabla, and
display all intricate permutations and combinations of laya. He
performs his verbal miracles, standing on the borderland between
Poetry and Music-where Poetry, unable to communicate his
moods, throws up its arms in despair, and Music confidently takes
over the appointed function. Here is a random example of his
song quality:
Ô‚|ı¶ ÿƒV_oB˙ ÿ\_oB˙
ÔV\¬ ÔÈs¬ Ô^Á·
ÿ\Vı|ı¶B˙˛–D ºk_\≈
ºk[ xmÔπ› ]´^
|ı|ı |||| ˘˘
|||| |ı| |ı|
ΩıΩı ÿ¶™¬ ÿÔV‚ΩBV¶ ÿkﬁ
Û˙ ÿÔV[≈ ´V°›>º™.

No music concert in Tamil Nadu is regarded as complete
without the singing of atleast one piece from Tirupugazh.
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Here is a piece:Ê˙E≈¬zº\M √ºƒ_ √ºƒ_ ®™
±A´›]º™VÁƒ Ô‹˙ Ô‹˙ ®™
ºƒ´sﬂƒ >V^Ô^ ÿƒºk_ ÿƒºk_ ®™ ákÚ\V™V˙

And there is hardly any Tamilian who cannot hum some
stanzas from the Tirupugazh. Such has been the gripping quality
and popular appeal of these devotional songs during the past six
centuries.
Arunagiri’s main obsession was with sex. Evidently the earlier
part of his life was spent in the company of public women. The
sad, gay girls, who plied for hire, relieved Arunagiri of all his
wealth and treacherously threw him away like a sucked orange.
Despite his disenchantment with those women, Arunagiri clung
to them, sinning, repenting and sinning again.
Consequently, his earlier outpourings were marked by a deep
inner conflict, coloured by a profound spiritual melancholy and
a conviction of sin, by a self-loathing and a self-despair. As a rule,
the first half of each of his Tirupugazh hymns would be devoted
to a graphic, rather a pornographic description of his physical
encounters with harlots and the second half would contain a
passionate and moving appeal to Lord Muruga to save him from
his sexual excesses. Nevertheless, one suspects that while he was
sincerely eager to get over his infirmity, he was secretly relishing
what he wished to avoid. This suspicion gathers strength from
the gusto and voluptuousness with which he describes his sexual
orgies in these hymns.
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But the marvel of it all is that his later writings unmistakably
show that as a result of a direct divine intervention he became
spiritually and physically transformed. By some inexplicable
spiritual chemistry, copper became gold and the sinner became a
Saint. The man, who had been groaning under the weight of
bodily sin, and crying to an unresponding God for help, overcame
his sin, soared upon the wings of faith, stood upon the Mount
of the Spirit, feeling the Eternal round about him and crying out,
“My Lord, My God, Thou hast saved me, Thou hast, by touching
my head with Thy gracious feet, erased from my skull the
handwriting and signature of Destiny”.
What is the exact cause that brought about this reformation?
Was it gradual or abrupt? These are questions, which at this
distance of time it is difficult to answer. Perhaps he learnt the
Shakta tantra of remaining in sex and yet sublimating its energy
into Gnana, or perhaps, he received some shock treatment which
effected an alchemy. Man’s extremity, it is said, is God’s
opportunity and when the opportunity came, Arunagiri was
enabled to overcome his sovereign excitement. A complete break
with the past was established, and Arunagiri passed from the
storm centres of his senses into the smooth waters of inner unity
and peace. It was a clear case of the deep calling unto the deep;
the deep within his soul had been opened up as a result of his
mighty struggle with the flesh and the deep within him was
answered by the deep without. There came about an
instantaneous process of unification and illumination. He died
to an unreal life and was born into the real life. By experiencing
this rebirth, he became a Dwijaha, indeed-a twice-born. In this
state of ecstasy Saint Arunagiri gratefully sings:
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You initiated me
by subtle suggestion, my lord,
into the unitive way,
whereupon
all at once
I lost my sense of Ego,
I lost my attachments to this world,
I lost not only all my knowledge but also all my
ignorance,
The chains of my desire broke to pieces,
And I entered the Realm of wordless silence.

The resulting state of Abhaya or Nirbhaya he celebrates in a
famous song:
As the tiny anklets of my lord tinkled,
the Asuras trembled,
the four quarters of the Globe were deafened,
the eight Cardinal hills and the golden Meru tumbled
down
And the fear of the Devas was put to instant flight.

Reformation came to Arunagiri in such a flood that his values
underwent a radical change. After a foretaste of this Ananda, he
says, ‘’I find honey tastes bitter and sugarcane, sour”. He warns:
Your body’s shadow avails not to shelter you from the
Sun,
Likewise,
Your pomp and your wealth avail not to shelter you
from the throes of
Death.

After his conversion he defies Death. To him, who has
become illimitable and who has transcended the body, Death
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becomes a laughable impossibility. His individuality seems to
dissolve and fade away into boundless being. In a state of
transcendental wonder, he exclaims:
A strange something
which moves not to or fro,
which is neither Night nor Day,
without interior or Exterior,
without speech, without form, without end,
Such a something accosts me
and invades me again and again;
It absorbs me;
it enthralls me;
Oh! Lord!
Unspeakable is this ecstasy.

There is intrinsic evidence in his songs to show that Arunagiri
was a practitioner of Yoga. His achievements as Yogi are celebrated
by an Arunagiri legend. One day the King asked the Saint to fetch
the Parijatha flower from the celestial world. Arunagiri left his
body near the temple gopuram at Tiruvannamalai, entered the
body of a dead parrot, by a process of Parakaya Pravesa, and
winged his way to the celestial region. Unaware of his
transmigration, Arunagiri’s rivals told the King that unable to
execute the royal commission, Arunagiri had committed suicide
and his dead body was lying near the holy temple. On the orders
of the King, the body of Arunagiri was expeditiously cremated.
A few days later, the parrot came flying to the King’s Court
carrying in its beak a basket of Parijatha flowers. The King and
his advisers realized their folly and prostrated at the feet of the
Parrot-Saint and begged for forgiveness. The parrot readily forgave
the wrongdoers, and perched on the mountain trees of
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Tiruvannamalai, thrilled the people with the torrential music of
his songs, which have since been collected under the heading,
“Kandar Anubhuthi” (“The Experience of God”).
These songs have an ethereal and yet, noetic, quality. They
show that the mystical state is not a state of illusion but a state
of authentic knowledge. They are states of insight into depths of
Reality unplumbed by the logical intellect. They are illuminations
which carry with them an imperious sense of authority for all
time. Arunagiri, with his exalted sensibility, and gift of poesy,
records one of his visions in words, the music of which is difficult
to capture in a translation.
Here is an inadequate, unmusical translation:
My mind was stilled,
All action died away,
And out of the lotus of my Buddhi,
shot out a jet of Ananda,
which swelled into an all-enveloping tide,
flowed over the banks of the Cosmos
and widened out into a shoreless Infinity;
And there I saw
My sweet, ambrosial Lord
With a dazzling array of six faces
and shoulders, ten plus two.

The original of this song reads:
√›]› ]ÚxÔ∫Ô·VÆ¶[
√[MÚ º>V^Ô”\VF›
]›]›]Ú¬zD ∂xm Ôıº¶[
ÿƒB_ \Vıÿ¶V|∫Ô
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A›]¬ Ô\È› mÚ˛© ÿ√Ú˛
Ak™ÿ\u§›
>›]¬ ÔÁ´A´”D
√´\V™Õ> ƒVÔ´›º>

These are words, which are living witnesses to the vision,
which Arunagiri had about six centuries ago. To this sinner turned
Saint let us pay our obeisance.

*

*

354

*

7
T.K.C. THE MAN OF LETTERS
By “Incognito” (Justice S. Maharajan)
(Free India, March 21, 1948)

N

otwithstanding his numerous critics T.K.C has
become a power to be reckoned within the field
of contemporary Art and Literature in Tamilnad.
His crusading spirit and uncompromising views on poetry and
art have won for him the place of the most applauded and the
most vilified man of letters today. His forth right speeches and
writings have caused the literary dovecots to flatter and have
restored to us the sense of poetic values. But, in this cleansing
process, he has left behind, sand-storms of controversy, which,
in their fury and extent, have few parallels in the history of other
literatures.
By far the greater part of his most original work consists in
the re-discovery of the importance of rhythm in poetry. He has
an ear which is exceptionally sensitive to the harmonics of words
and he has an instinct which is unerring in its perception of the
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beautiful and the rhythmic. At a time when demoniacal
dithyramb and soul-less quibbling and pedantry were
masquerading as poetry, he boldly proclaimed with the spirit and
in the accents of a missionary, that rhythmic form and emotion
were the two elements which distinguish the true from the false
in poetry. When the grammarians and the mechanics of
versification were engaged in measuring, with a foot-rule and a
sliding scale, the line length and the stanzaic structure, he called
upon them to renounce the methods of vivisection and to learn
to apply the stethoscope to the stanza and dance with its pulsating
harmony.
Eulogising his powers of interpretation, V.V.Srinivasa
Iyyangar said: “T.K.C has communicated the incommunicable”.
I disagree, for he has done much more than that; he has enabled
his audiences not merely to understand the heart-throbs of the
poet but also to participate in the creatorial functions of the artist
himself. To him poetry is no mere translation of, or abstraction
from life; it is life itself. It is an art of which we ourselves are
the stuff. As he expounds poetry, the audience and the exponent
begin to feel themselves in and through the poet who is expressing
and manifesting the latent impulse of our own being. “If a
sparrow come before my window”, said Keats, “I take part in its
existence and pick about the gravel”. That reflects the kind of
imaginative sympathy that an artist and an art-critic are obliged
to possess, and that, T.K.C. possesses in an abundant measure.
He has always emphasized that the music of poetry is more
important than its meaning, and that Form is more important
in art than mere substance. Applying this test, he has assigned
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poetic status to nursery rhymes and fold-songs to the chagrin of
pedants and pandits. Not that he has scant respect for substance.
It is his belief that, in Art, Form is part of the intrinsic grandeur
of matter. To him dry intellectual gymnastics have no creative
value, and conversely, all creative activity, including even scientific
invention, is the result of ecstacy and joy. There is something akin
to the devotion of a lover or a mystic in an Einstein peeping into
the Fourth Dimension or Raman observing the play of the
spectrum upon the structure of crystals without the basic joy of
approach, pursuit of truth will become a wearisome night-mare.
This thesis of T.K.C has been assailed by no less a rationalist than
Rajaji himself. But the latest pronouncement of Raman and
Einstien themselves would point to the conclusion that, in the
ultimate analysis, faith rather than reason is the guide of the seeker
after Truth, no less in Science than in Art.
From the same standpoint, he has attacked modern education
as anti-artistic and soul-destroying. It is one of his main passions
in life to bring about a drastic and medical revision of our system
of education from the foundation to the flag-pole. The cramming
of young vigorous minds with scrap-iron facts, divorced from the
therapeutic influence of life and art, is to him a tragedy too deep
for tears. It is a tribute to the courage of his conviction that his
grandson, who is now 15 years old, has never peeped into a school
room in his life, nor has he ever met a pedagogue except as a
friend and outside the school at that.
His devotion to art has given him not only courage but also
fortitude.
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A fortnight after he lost his only son (who showed
unmistakable evidence of rare gifts and who died in the prime
of youth), T.K.C. was seen in the Gokhale Hall expounding with
great pathos and impersonal poignancy, the grief of Ravana over
the death of Indrajit by some subtle process of vicarious suffering
through literature, T.K.C. has learnt to stand out against the
tragedies and disasters of life.
His intuitive perception led him to discover many things of
beauty which, but for him, would have been completely lost upon
the Tamil-Public. He discovered and proclaimed the genius of
Balasaraswati, that exquisite dancer, who was later on hailed by
Uday Shankar as the cultural Ambassador of the south. It was
he, who turned the full glare of publicity upon the tender and
gentle poetry of Desika Vinayakam Pillai, who had remained
hidden under a bushel. Again, it was he who resurrected the
matchless poetry of “Muththollayiram”’ which ought to rank
among the finest achievements of the human spirit and which,
alas, had been hitherto neglected by the Pandit world owing to a
lamentable lack of the poetic sense. The sculptural treasures of
our land as exemplified by the pillars in the temples of
Krishnapuram and Tenkasi were revealed by him to an astounded
public. These disclosures of T.K.C. have gone a long way to open
the artistic vision of the Tamils and to reassure them of the Titanic
achievements of their race.
As a speaker, T.K.C. is not eligible for admission into the
company of orators. Confessedly, he is not a speaker of the
respectable variety. He cannot, for instance, remain “in the
sonorous state of signifying nothing”. He cannot affect a single
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studied pose. He simply lets himself go with a naturalness which,
in some quarters, has been regards as unorthodox, and he talks
in the common speech of Tinnevelly with a simplicity and a
wealth of racy idiom that the meanest intelligence could follow
with joy and without effort. With cinematographic detail and
artistic skill, he works out the background of a song, and with a
refreshing lack of self-consciousness, he works himself and his
audience into a crescendo of feeling before setting the chosen
poem to tune. He is never tired of declaring that Tamil poetry
is intended to be sung and not to be read or recited, and he makes
good his declaration by creatively, rendering poetry in tune. It
is as you listen to his workshop of the poet himself and respond,
in an incredible measure, to the inner characteristics of a work
of poetry, catch its real purpose and touch the creative joy of the
artist. As a writer, he is not half as effective as a speaker. Till
five years ago he had no faith in writing. The cold print is a
morfium mody inadequate to bring out in full the colour, warmth
and light of his unique personality. The credit of drawing him
out in print certainly belongs to “Kalki”, and his contributions
to that journal will preserve for posterity, if only in a relatively
feeble form, the art-experiences of this remarkable man.
In his interpretation of religion, he has broken new ground.
By rationalizing religion he has rendered it presentable and by
stressing the aesthetic elements of religion, he has made it
acceptable to the modern mind. Very often he hovers over that
borderland between higher Physics and Philosophy, where
Science, after coming to the brink of the Unknown, throws up
its arms in despair and confesses its impotence to proceed further
and where religion steps in with confidence and faith and takes
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Man by the hand towards the Bliss that its beyond. T.K.C. rightly
recognizes that Art and Religion must walk hand in hand if the
one is to be rescued from sensuous debasement and the other
from uncomprehending superstition.
In his private life T.K.C. is a thorough democrat. Every,
visitor to his home, from the Governor of the West Bengal to
the street peddler receive equal respect and hospitality at his
hands. Genial, child-like, gifted with a whimsical sense of
perennial humor, yet serene and profound, he is the representative
man of letters in Tamilnad who spends every waking moment of
his life, thinking and talking about poetry and art, enabling and
exalting the life of those who come into contact with him and
demonstrating with irrefutable evidence, the unrivalled capacity
of Tamil poetry and Art to educate the perception of Beauty.

*

*
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8
RAJAJI’S CONTRIBUTION
TO TAMIL PROSE
(SAHITYA AKADEMI NEW DELHI SEMINAR ON RAJAJI MADRAS 7 February 1979)

R

eplying in the Legislative Council to the Rt. Hon’ble
Srinivasa Sastri’s criticism of Rajaji’s taxation
measures as Chief Minister of Madras, Rajaji
compared the speech of Sastri to a lady’s parasol, beautiful and
elegant, but affording no protection against Sun and rain. Rajaji’s
Tamil writings are the reverse of a lady’s parasol-rugged and sturdy,
occasionally even inelegant and uncouth, but adequate to
withstand the strain of Sun and rain. Discussing the Tamil style
of Rajaji, Rasikamani T.K. Chidambaranatha Mudaliar once told
Kalki Krishnamurti, “Kalki, your style is like Dacca muslin,
smooth, polished and flowing. Rajaji’s is like the Khadi that he
wears-rough to the touch, but pure and sacred in its contents.”
Rajaji’s writings were the direct result of a confrontation
between Life and himself and of his gallant attempt to eliminate
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Injustice and Evil from the Earth and to remould life after his
heart’s desire. He had, therefore, neither the time nor the
inclination to polish his phrases and indulge in merely charming
writing. The swift and summary brevity of Rajaji’s Tamil prose,
in all its rich implications and ethical grandeur, its innuendoes
and impatient sarcasm, derives directly from the socio-political
pressure under which he spent most of his 94 years on the Earth.
What is the urge, we may ask, which precipitated the writing
by Rajaji of Socrates in Tamil? This book deals with the last days
of Socrates-the dignified calm with which Socrates defended
himself against a trumped-up charge, the noble fortitude with
which he received the death sentence imposed on him, the clarity
and detachment with which he conversed with his friends on the
date appointed for his death, the magnificent understanding and
graciousness with which he drank the cup of hemlock and the
fearlessness with which he faced physical death in the knowledge
that his soul would survive. All this Rajaji paints in words which
reveal the recognition by him in Socrates of a kindred spirit
suffering physical pain in kindred circumstances. Rajaji says, in
his Preface to Socrates, “I wrote this book to while away my time
while undergoing solitary confinement in the Vellore Jail”. This
apparently light-hearted statement conceals the tremendous
physical and mental agony Rajaji was put to in the Vellore Jail.
His biographer tells us, “C.R.’s solitary Cell was 11½ feet
long and 8½ feet wide; at its highest point the arched roof was
10 feet from the floor. A 4 foot by 1½ foot barred opening in
the rear wall, just below the roof, occasionally let in urine smell
from a drain along the wall’s outer side. There was not the least
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movement of air inside the Cell (for this asthmatic prisoner) while
the breeze outside whistled through the leaves of the trees all the
night long. Flies often filled the cell by day and mosquitoes by
night. A brick platform was the bed; a straw mat and a blanket
formed the mattress, on which C.R. spread his Jamakalam. Four
feet from this bed lay two uncovered, unglazed, absorbent mud
vessels serving as chamber-pot and commode at night”. The
porridge given to him was “unparalleled in horrid taste.” From
the neighbouring cells came the wailing and lamentations of
condemned prisoners, who were to be hanged the next day or
the day after. “We are not going to break for all this treatment”,
wrote C.R. in his diary, “The Government does not know that
this merely strengthens our determination. Special comforts
would undermine our strength in a subtle manner.” It is in the
teeth of such a hostile environment that Rajaji translated an
English book on the last days of Socrates, and like Socrates, went
beyond the infirmities of his frail body and sang hallelujahs to
the eternal spirit of Man. With the prison-walls around him and
in the absence of fresh air and human company, he chose to walk
in the company of Socrates and found it uplifting and edifying.
His work “ºƒV¬´>˙ ” (Socrates) is, therefore, the result, not of a
writer’s itch, but of a passionate and successful transcendence of
a dehumanizing Space-Time predicament.
In his short-stories, Rajaji reveals a masterly grasp of the short
story techniques. He is, however, unabashedly didactic in his short
stories as in whatever else he has written. He never allows his
characters to dominate him; he keeps them severely under his
control and makes them ruthlessly expose the tyrannies he saw
around him. Take, for instance, his short story, “Mukundan.”
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Mukundan is a Brahmin boy, who catches hold of a baby monkey.
The mother monkey, a huge beast, attacks and mauls Mukundan.
Mari, a Harijan boy, rescues Mukundan, renders first aid to him
and then physically carries him to his house. Seethammal, the
mother of Mukundan, after finishing her bath and Puja, is
working in her kitchen, when she sees her bleeding boy being
carried inside her house. She leaps towards her boy in shocked
anxiety and laments over his bruises. As Mari recounted the entire
incident, a feeling of gratitude rose from her heart and broke into
a beautiful and luminous smile on her face. The woman asker
Mari, “Who are you?” “We are Pariah boys,” he replied. Hearing
this, the mental condition of Seethamma changed suddenly. She
shouted, “You pariah boy, how dare you enter my house. You have
come near my kitchen! Alas! You, sinners!” She forgot everything
and making a frenzied cry, she picked up a piece of firewood and
flung it with all her might at Mari. It fell on his feet, injured him
and felled him to the ground. The fallen boy slowly raised himself
and pressing the injured foot with his hand, said, “Madam, I
rescued your son from the monkey and you have fractured my
foot in return.” At this stage, the story-teller interrupts the story
to make the remark, “Low caste children can speak like men
mature in age.”
“You and your monkey be damned! How will I ever be free
from this Pariah pollution and achieve salvation! A pariah’s
shadow is adequate to pollute my house. They have come near
the place where I keep my Deity. Oh! God! Have mercy upon
me and save me”. So saying, Seethamma flung another piece of
firewood at Mari. This hit him more violently than the previous
one. Unable to bear the pain, Mari let out a piercing cry and fled
the house, catching hold of his leg.
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Now, the treatment meted out by Rajaji to the Brahmin
women seems more harsh than that meted out by her to the
Harijan boy. In order to bring home the guilt of the guilty, Rajaji
makes them behave with more than normal cruelty. He might
have spared the infliction of the second blow on poor Mari. Of
all his great qualities, there is nothing more resplendent than his
righteous indignation.
The drink evil is another frequently recurring theme in
Rajaji’s short stories. In the collection (Short stories for children),
there is a story entitled, “zwÕÁ>Ô”¬ÔV™ z‚Ω¬ÔÁ>Ô^”
the story of how toddy came. In reach and imagination, the story
has an epic grandeur. The ancient sages assembled together and
jointly created a tree, which could produce leaves, on which their
wisdom could be engraved and transmitted to posterity. On the
leaves of that tree, they wrote the sacred mantras, the Dharma
Sastras, the Vedas and the Upanishadas.
Then there came into being Pandits, who read what the palm
leaves contained and became arrogant with their own learning.
Each Pandit said “I am clever and you are a fool”. There was
much quarrelling and much wrangling among them. Mother
Saraswati, who was observing all this, grew wild and had urgent
consultations with Lakshmi and then converted the tree that gave
cadjan leaves for scholars into one that would give intoxication
to men. Thereupon, men began to tap from that tree a juice
which could produce as much ignorance and stupor as the cadjan
leaves could produce enlightenment. The tree started weeping,
“Alas! they are destroying my foetus and sucking up my life
energy.” The tears shed by the tree and the juice of its destroyed
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foetus dropped into the pot and became toddy. People, instead
of pitying those who drank this toddy, sold it and became rich.
The tree observing this travesty of things, lamented, “You
men, what great tapas did you not perform to acquire knowledge!
And what tricks are you resorting to now to lose that knowledge!”
This English summary has lost the magic of the original, which
edifies the reader by its preternatural profundity.
Dream motifs in Rajaji’s short stories may well form the
theme of a thesis on Rajaji’s expertise in psychopathology. In
(Pacchaathaapam), he attributes to the Sita of Asokavanam, a
dream through which her Sub-conscious works out her repressed
and unspoken sense of guilt against Lakshmana. The dream is
elaborated with uncanny subtlety and intricacy. So also the story
under the title “¤Ôyƒ ƒV¸]ˆÔ^ Ô™°” (The Dream of
Jagadeesa Sastrigal). In Hunch-back Sundari, we see her stepson
lavishing his affections upon her and overcoming disgust with
devotion. Says the boy, “Mother, when I see you, I do not see
your hunch-back, but when I see the hunchback, I don’t see you”.
Such gems of intuition can be found in plenty in Rajaji’s short
stories.
Rajaji has written innumerable essays in Tamil on a
bewildering variety of subjects ranging from B.C.G. to Birth
Control, from the Atom Bomb to the Permit-License Raj; most
of these essays are marked by extraordinary lucidity and frugality
of words. It is a marvel how by his parables, analogies, fables and
metaphors he could confound his opponents, though sometimes
this very capacity created the suspicion that he was capable of
“proving” that black was white.
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Rajaji was famous for his reticences and under-statements,
the cumulative effect of which was more deadly than overstatements. Once the writer of this paper went to Rajaji’s house
and presented him with his Tamil Hamlet. Rajaji asked with his
usual cynicism, “Do you think your Tamil translation has done
justice to Shakespeare?” I said, “I don’t think so, but I may add I
have put across 99.9% of the contents of the original, 60% of
the moods of Shakespeare and 20% of the shadow of his poetry”.
The great master of under-statements was so pleased with my
remark that he said, “This is one of the most honest statements
made by a man of letters. I want you to give the widest publicity
to it.”
Rajaji was a pioneer in the translation of the Sciences into
Tamil. He and a few friends formed in October, 1916 an
association for coining scientific terms in Tamil and started for
the purpose the Journal of the Tamil Scientific Terms Society. We
have it on the authority of Masti Venkatesa Iyengar that Rajaji
was Joint Editor of this journal and four issues of this journal
came out containing terms in Botany, Chemistry, Physics,
Physiology, Astronomy and Arithmetic. In his (Chemistry on the
pial) Rajaji introduces three characters, viz., Ganapaati
Swaminatha Dikshitar, a self-complacent Vedic scholar having
contempt for science, Rao Bahadur Sesha Sastrigal, who is a B.A.
L.T., and who has faith in science and the Scriptures and believes
in reconciling the two, and Venkataraman, the newfangled son
of Sesha Sastrigal, who does not believe in translating Scientific
terms into Tamil. The conversation among these three characters
raises issues of topical importance. “People who have studied
science in English,” says Sastri, “as they are accustomed to English

367

technical terms feel the joy of meeting a good, old friend when
they hear of Hydrochloric Acid. For those who know only Tamil,
it is the coined Tamil equivalents that sound sweet to the ear and
the mind. If Tamil words are coined, it would be easier to produce
derivatives like ∂™o›>_ (oxidation), ∂™ÈÁ>(oxide) and
~˙™ÈÁ> (dioxide). If the English words like oxygen are
retained, only ungainly derivatives will be produced by tacking
on Tamil prefixes and suffixes to the English words.” Ganapaati,
who does not know English, welcomes this statement heartily,
though the young man, who has learnt science in the English
medium, remains unconvinced and deprecates the attempt to
translate scientific terms into Tamil. Rajaji has coined a number
of Tamil equivalents for scientific terms and some of them have
been accepted by later Text book writers in Tamil as handy.
Rajaji has in collaboration with Somu written two celebrated
works, x>_ Jk˙ & ]ÚJÈ˙ >kÿ\Va expounding
respectively the thoughts of the first three Alwars and Tirumoolar,
a great Saivite mystic.
Rajaji’s most popular works are the Mahabharata and the
Ramayana. K.M. Munshi reports that when a member of the U.P.
Service Commission asked a candidate, “Who is the author of
the Mahabharata?” pat came the reply, “C. Rajagopalachari”. We
are indeed lucky and grateful to re-read the episodes of the
Mahabharata with the aid of the microscopic eyes and the myriad
faceted mind of the Bhishmacharya of the 20th Century. He
guides us wisely and dexterously through the labrynthine, but
thrilling epic, making us pause, where we caught to, and
whispering into our ears his own reactions to, and reflections
upon the epic in the light of contemporary happenings.
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As for his Ramayana, he closely follows the story as told by
Valmiki, but flavours his narrative with exquisite quotations from
Kamban’s poetry. His close association with Rasikamani T.K.
Chidambaranatha Mudaliar educated his perception of Beauty
and added colour to the warmth and light that were native to
his writings. More than the epic role that Rajaji has played in
India’s history, it is his retelling of these two Epics that will secure
for him an abiding place in the national memory.

*

*
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9
PROF. A. SRINIVASA RAGHAVAN
AS A CRITIC

M

y recent Malaysian tour enabled me to size up
Prof. Raghavan in a new setting. Though
delegates from 24 countries of the world took
part in the International Conference-Seminar of Tamil Studies
at Kuala Lumpur, and though most of them were deeply read in
Tamil, I could meet at the Conference none, to whom, as to
T.K.C., Literature had become the most important concern of
life; the European and American delegates were more interested
in linguistics, philology, lexicography or history than in Literature,
whereas the delegates from Tamil Nad and Ceylon showed little
interest in aesthetics or literary criticism, and those who did, had
little acquaintance with the tools and disciplines of Western
literary criticism.
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It is against the background of this saddening discovery and
in the light of his speeches, inside and outside the Conference
Hall, that I set out to re-assess Prof. Raghavan’s Contributions
to literary criticisms in Tamil. As an English Scholar, who has
laboured for nearly 40 years in the larger field of European
literature, his speeches command a larger perspective.
Parochialism does not constrict his vision. While interpreting
Tamil Poetry, he speaks not merely with thousands of years of
Tamil Literary Tradition in his bones, but with a fine perception
of relationships which only a deep study of comparative literature
and a many-sided equipment could induce. His criticism forces
us both to see and to think.
In his conference thesis on the mysticism of the Alwars, Prof.
Raghavan quoted Andal’s songs:“ð£CÉ˜ˆ¶‚ Aì‰î ð£˜ñè†° ð‡ªì£¼ï£œ
ñ£²ì‹H™ c˜õ£ó ñ£ùIô£Š ð¡Pò£‹”

Referring to Andal’s frustration at the inconstancy of her
Divine Lover, the Prof. explained:“You have not come”, she says to the Divine Lover, “and that
is to be expected. For, were you not once a Pig, a shameless, dirty,
unwashed Pig, all for love of the dirt-covered woman, the earth?”
Lest his European listeners, reared in a different tradition,
should feel shocked by the Pig-image of God, the Professor
cunningly drew their notice to the passage, in which Francis
Thomson likens God to a hound and added that Thomson’s
hound-symbolism was of his private making, whereas the Pig-
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Symbolism of Andal was part of the Vaishnava epos and,
consequently, more evocative.
Addressing a Coimbatore audience, a few years ago, Prof.
Raghavan adroitly solved a riddle, which Tamil scholars, including
Pandithamani and Somasundara Bharathiar, had either
misconstrued or declared insoluble. The riddle song is believed
to have been sung by Kamban’s Sita, when she was ungraciously
challenged by Rama to prove her chastity by going through an
ordeal of Fire. As the down-hearted Lakshmana was making the
fire, Sita went round the Fire and before leaping into it, declared:“ñùˆFù£™ õ£‚Aù£™ ñÁ¾Ÿ«øªùQ™
CùˆFù£™ ²´Fò£™, b„ªê™õ£” â¡ø£œ
If I have been sullied
In mind or speech,
Burn me, Oh; Fire-God,
With all thy ire.

If Sita had remained pure of body, argued the Devils’
Advocates, would she not have said, “ñùˆFù£™, õ£‚Aù£™”
and “ªñŒJù£™” ? The old-world scholars could find no
argument to counter this insidious suggestion. But Professor
Raghavan, in a scintillating speech, clinched the issue by quoting
a parallel passage from Othello. The motiveless malignity of Iago
had pursuaded Othello to suspect innocent Desdemona’s Chastity
and to call her a “strumpet”. Desdemona, who was angelic in her
innocence, could not bring herself to utter that unthinkable word.
She asks Iago -
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“Am I that name, Iago?”
Iago - What name, fair lady?
Des - Such as she says my Lord did say I was.”

After quoting this passage of exquisite delicacy, Prof.
Raghavan pointed out that Sita, who was the very apotheosis of
chastity, could not bring herself to imagine a slur involving her
physical purity. This explained the Professor, was the reason why
Sita exclaimedñùˆFù£™ õ£‚Aù£™ ñÁ¾Ÿ«øªùQ™
CùˆFù£™ ²´Fò£™ b„ªê™õ£ â¡ø£œ

This exposition of Prof. Raghavan was hailed by the Tamil
Pandits present as a most convincing and exalting explanation of
an omission, which had puzzled the Tamil scholars for decades.
By his speeches and writings, Prof. Raghavan has thus
brought to the quality of Tamil Literary Criticism, the quality of
his mind, which is endowed with extraordinary intellectual
fineness and subtlety, a rich and abundant literary and
philosophical scholar.
An ability to cut, through irrelevant data, to the heart of a
problem, and a penetrating, if some-times abstract, analytical
thinking characterize the Professor’s critical approach to Literature.
Over 35 years ago, Prof. Raghavan was taken to Sir Alladi
Krishnaswamy Iyer, the Doyen of the Madras Bar to brief him
in connection with a complicated Zamindari case. After listening
to the Professor marshalling the facts of the case with an austere
sense of relevancy and proportion, the great Lawyer was amazed
to learn that the man, who had been briefing him, was not a
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Lawyer, but a Professor. Clarity, which normally comes with the
laborious study and practice of the Law, has come naturally to
the Professor by some gratuitous grace.
As a Poets, Play-wright, Essayist, Letter-writer, translator,
Critic and Controversialist he has developed almost incredible
powers of articulation and he is one of the three or four writers
of Tamil who have developed a characteristic and recognizable
style of their own. Of the three Masters, who have inspired me
with a love of literature, T.KC. and Dr. R.P.S. are, alas, no more.
May the third, whose sixtieth birthday we are celebrating today,
live to inspire us for many, many years to come.

*

*
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10
THONDAMAN – A GREAT LITERARY
FORCE
(19th July 1964- on the occasion of the 60th birthday celebration of
T.M. Bhaskara Thondaman M.A; I.A.S.)

I

t was in May 1934 that I first met Bhaskara Thondaman.
I had just completed my studies in the Trivandrum Law
College and had come down to Palayamcottai. Bhaskara
Thondaman attended a meeting at the Centenary Hall, at which
I spoke on “Wanted A Red Revolution in Tamil Literature”.
Although I had heard of Bhaskara Thondaman before, it was at
the conclusion of that meeting that I met him in flesh and blood.
He greeted me with that broad smile which I invariably associate
with his colourful personality - a smile which bespeaks child-like
and uninhibited simplicity.
Whether he was clerk in the Tirunelveli Collectorate, or the
District Collector of North Arcot, he was functioning with
remarkable freedom from any kind of complex. Throughout his
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entire official career, he has worked passionately for the
advancement of Tamil Literature. The “Vatta-Thotti” , the
Literary Circle, over which T.K.C.(T.K.Chidambaranatha
Mudaliar) presided, at Vannarpet, extended to the very limits of
Tamilnad, mainly as a result of the efforts of Thondaman. I recall,
with nostalgic pleasure, the several expeditions of the Literary
Circle, organized by Thondaman;- the one to Papanasam, where
T. K. C. expounded Kamban’s Agathiyar Padalam in the premises
of Agathia’s temple, another to Nambinagar in Nanguneri where
Thondaman functioned as Sub Magistrate; a third to Sankaraokoil
where he was Tahsildar ; a fourth to Tindivanam where
Thondaman was Sub Collector; and the myriad other literay
excursions, which Thondaman organized in different parts of
Tamilnad, under the presidentship of Rasikamani T.K.C. By these
expeditions, he not only brought T. K. C. into contact with vast
audiences in different parts of Tamilnad, but also did he conduct
an infectious crusade in the cause of Kamban.
I followed in the footsteps of Thondaman in two Districts
viz.. North Arcot and Coimbatore. And I can personally vouch
for the enduring literary spade work which he has done in these
two districts. Before his advent, there was little literary awakening
in either of these districts. The numerous literary conferences and
festivals which have been celebrated in these two districts during
the past 8 years bear eloquent testimony to the literary
enthusiasm, which he generated. “Nanneri Kazhagam” in
Coimbatore, which has been conducting, with remarkable
regularity, a monthly literary festival for the past 8 years and which
has instilled an abiding sense of literary values in thousands of
people, has been the progeny of Thondaman.
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He has cultivated and enjoyed the friendship and confidences
of several outstanding Men of Letters - Rasikamani T. K. C., Dr.
Swaminatha lyer, Rao Sahib V. P. Subramania Maduliar, Kavimani
Desika Vinayakam Pillai, Dr. R. P. Sethu Pillai and A. C. Paul
Nadar. Although there was hostility between some of these literary
men, Thondaman was, by his genuine literary avidity, able to
retain the friendship of them all.
To literary problems, Thondaman has given much thought.
The outspoken and forthright manner in which he has given
expression to his views, has greatly baffled and annoyed his critics.
When ununderstanding Pundits and pedants came out with a
printed pamphlet calumniating T. K. C., out came Thondaman
with his biography, which acted as a balm to the bruised heart
of Rasikamani and gave him a new lease of life.
As Collector, he was an uncompromising friend of the poor
and he fearlessly snubbed, ridiculed and freezed the busybodies
who, by unholy pressure, sought to persuade him against his own
convictions and conscience. His work as Administrator was
singularly free from meanness and vulgarity and was inspired by
a broad sympathy and understanding which only a genuine lover
of art, literature and religion, can bring to bear upon his work.
As a literary speaker, he deservedly enjoys a high reputation
throughout Tamilnad. Whether he addressed the Badagas at Ooty
or the Students’ Union at Tiruchirapalli, or an assembly of Saiva
Siddhanta scholars at Tuticorin, he would keep his audience
enthralled for hours. He has a simple direct style which appeals
to the heart. He has a fund of anecdotes which, besides relaxing
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the audience, bring home his point. Above all, he has a redeeming
sense of humour which puts him on the friendliest of terms with
his listeners. The other day, a rabid politician addressed an
audience on a literary theme. Although the politician claimed to
have laid aside his political shirt at the gate before entering the
hall to speak on literature, his speech bristled with political
innuendoes. At the conclusion of the meeting, Thondaman, the
Chairman, stood up and raised uproarious laughter by remarking
“Evidently, the speaker, who has laid aside his political shirt, has
forgotten to lay aside his banian”.
As a literary writer, Thondaman enjoys very considerable
popularity not only in Tamilnad but also in countries colonised
by the Tamils. The series of articles he has been writing on
Temples, have aroused widespread interest. His cinematographic
Tamil would arrest even the attention of those who frown upon
religion. With the tricks and wiles of a scenerio-writer, he has
made puranic stories presentable. And, by an appropriate
exposition of religious poetry, he has rendered religion
aesthetically attractive. Many ‘Perhapsists’ have been converted
to religion by the intense Bhakti produced by Thondaman’s
writings. The effect of his recent writings is so durable and
wholesome that Sa.Ganesan rightly burst into verse and
proclaimed that the gods and goddesses of Tamilnad stand in a
queue at Thondaman’s threshold each clamouring for an article
from his persuasive pen.
Of all his writings, the most outstanding, in my view, is his
book entitled “Pillaival”. The hero of this book is a prosaic
appointment clerk in the Tirunelveli Collectorate. But the
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vividness and the liveliness with which the word-portrait of ‘
Pillaival ‘ has been done are so masterly that a common man has
received unexpected literary immortality at the hands of
Thondaman.
As the foremost disciple of T. K. C., Thondaman has, by
adoption, become my elder brother. Our fraternal friendship
which was founded in 1934, has been growing stronger with the
passage of years. On this, his sixtieth birthday, I salute him and
pray that he may live to score his century.

*

*
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11
SOME PROBLEMS OF SHAKESPEARE
TRANSLATION INTO TAMIL
CONFERENCE – SEMINAR OF TAMIL STUDIES - IATR (1966),
Section : E (World Tamil Conference, Kulalampur, Malaysia)

T

ranslation, says Sir Walter Scott, is the noble
alchemy, which converts gold into lead. Some hold
the more cynical view all translation is treachery.
A distinguished English writer has gone the length of defining
poetry as that which escapes translation. These statements are
merely angular presentations of half-truth. While they may warn
us against the intrinsic limitations of the medium of translation,
they ought not to blind us to the achievements of translators in
the past.
Many Persians Scholars regard Omar Khayyam’s Rubaiyat as
third- rate verse,but we know how Fitz Gerald has, with his
sovereign touch, turned it to immortal poetry. This illustrates
the reverse alchemy of a translater making gold out of lead. The
admirable translation of Tagore’s Gitanjali from Bengali into
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English is a striking instance of the achievement of the Translator’s
Art.
Having gone through the travail of translating Hamlet, King
Lear and Macbeth into Tamil, I wish to share, with my cotranslators, my experience of the difficult terrain and the pit-falls
we have to guard against. It is my claim that within the
limitations of my faculties, I have found it possible to put across
in Tamil 99.9% of the contents of Shakespeare, 60% of his
moods and about 20% of the power of his poetry.
Fortunately for the translators, Shakespeare offers through his
plays not only untranslatable imponderables but also other things,
which are worthwhile translating and which are susceptible to
translation, such as his presentation of the great panorama of life,
the motive- springs of human action, the grand cross-currents of
impulses and emotions, the march of Destiny, his reflections on
the incongruities between life and death, between human weal
and human woe, between finitude and Infinity. As an
incomparable story-teller, as a psychiatrist, as a philosopher, as
an artist and as a mystic, he conveys many things, which can be
caught by the translator. His tricks as a play-wright, his technique
of dramatization, his architectonics, his crafty resort to angle
characters and back narration equally lent themselves to
translation.
Ideals of the Translator:
The supreme purpose that the translator should constantly
bear in mind is that the spirit of Shakespeare should, at any cost,
be put across in Tamil. In fulfilling this purpose, the translator
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may permit himself certain freedoms. He must not fetter himself
with the exact word and letter of the original. The curse of
literalness has vitiated many a translation of Shakespeare, turning
life into death and poetic dynamics into ludicrous insipidity. On
the other hand, the translator should not, under the pretext of
distilling the pure essence of the original, abuse the admissible
freedoms. Such liberty as he may take with the original shall be
directed solely towards achieving essential fidelity to the original
and shall not degenerate into an adaptation or an irreverent
adulteration of the original.
Faithfulness to the original frequently makes the translation
outlandish and unreadable. A readable and powerful translation
is very often found to be faithless to the original. The translator
is constantly in the awkward predicament of that puzzled
bridegroom, who is forced to choose between a charming wife
and a faithful wife. Charm without fidelity is as tantalizing as
fidelity without charm, if not more. It is by un-sleeping vigilance
and constant self-restraint and self- scrutiny that the translator
can hope to adhere to the straight and narrow path of translating
Shakespeare, charmingly and yet truthfully.
Liber
ty of O
mission
Liberty
Omission
In some cases omission to translate certain words occurring
in the original may not impair the functional efficiency of the
translation and may in fact be called for in order to convey better
the general mood of the original. I shall illustrate this proposition
with reference to the most vituperative passage in Shakespeare,
which is to be found in Scene II of Act II of King Lear. Oswald,

385

the Steward of Goneril, is accosted by Kent in the following
words:“A knave, a rascal, an eater of broken meats;
a base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three – suited,
hundred – pound
filthy, worsted – stocking knave; lily – livered,
action – taking knave,
a whoreson, glass – gazing, super serviceable,
finical rogue;
one trunk – inheriting slave; one that wouldst be a
bawd, in way of good service, and art nothing but
the composition of a knave, beggar, coward, pander, and
the son and heir of a mongrel bitch.”

I think it is needless to religiously translate all these words.
It would serve the purpose of the original if the mood of the
vituperation is transported. I make the tentative suggestion that
this passage may be translated as follows:èòõ¡, Ü«ò£‚Aò¡, â„C™ ªð£Á‚A,
îóƒªè†ì, FI˜H®ˆî ªõƒè¡, Ü†´ŠH®ˆî
æC„ê†¬ì, ÃL‚è£ó„ ê™L, ðò‰î£K,
ì‹ð£„ê£K, «õCñè¡, îÀ‚°‚è£óŠ «ð£‚AK,
åŸ¬ø ìŠð£Š ¹¿‚¬è, Ã†®‚ªè£´‚Aø
ðò™, «ð£‚AK¬ò»‹, H„¬ê‚è£ó¬ù»‹,
«è£¬ö¬ò»‹, ì£Šð˜ ñ£ñ£¬õ»‹ å¡ø£èŠ
H®„² ¬õ„ê ïK c, ü£F ªè†ì ï£Œ «ð£†ì
ªê£K‚°†®, Ü¶‚°ˆ îQ õ£gv.

This is certainly not a word for word translation of the
original, for some of the words in the original have been omitted
and a new combination of words of abuse has been effected, but
I think the freedom of omission has not compromised with the
spirit of the original.
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Liber
ty of A
cclimatization
Liberty
Acclimatization
I may next refer to what be called the Liberty of
Acclimatization. Occasionally it would be necessary to adapt
certain Shakespearean sentiments and ideas and turns of language
to the Tamil climate.
After all, words are symbols and they are conditioned by the
culture, speech-habits, traditions and even the geography of the
people who use the symbols. The translator must, therefore, be
constantly aware of the difference in the entire range of culture
represented by two languages, which are so alien to each other
in temperament and genius as English and Tamil.
Loose masses of snow are known to Englishmen as white
flakes, and as flakes are of frequent occurrence in the climatic
conditions of England, they naturally play a large part in the
linguistic “Repertoire” of a great poet like Shakespeare. The
problem of the translator is, how to translate into Tamil,
metaphors and similes involving objects totally unknown in the
climatic conditions of Tamil Nadu. Flakes are as untranslatable
as “Iddlies”. I think the translator may be permitted in these
circumstances to use a homelier metaphor or simile, in order that
the mood of the original might be truthfully conveyed. Take, for
instance, a passage from Lear, Act IV, Scene VII, where Cordelia,
after learning of the cruel treatment meted out by her sisters to
King Lear, is moved to exclaim as follows:Cordelia – “Had you not been their father,
these white flakes
Had challenged pity of them. Was this a face
To be exposed against the warring winds?”
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Perhaps, this passage may be translated into Tamil as Follows“î‰¬îªò¡Á ð£˜‚è£M†ì£½‹, H„CŠÌŠ
«ð£¡ø Þ‰î ªõœ¬÷ º®¬òŠ ð£˜ˆî£õ¶
Üõ˜èœ ÞóƒAJ¼‚è‚ Ãì£î£? °ºÁ‹
è£ŸP«ù£´ «ð£ó£´õîŸ°Kò ºèñ£ Þ¶?”
“H„CŠÌ” I admit, is a far cry from “White Flakes”, but I

can offer no better solution to the problem on hand.
Acclimatization in this sense is regrettable, but the only
alternative is dismal un-intelligibility.
Take again, a passage from Macbeth – Act I Scene V. Lady
Macbeth is tuning herself up psychologically and physiologically
for the murder of the King and invokes the evil spirits to unsex
her and fill her with cruelty. She exclaims:“Come to my woman’s breasts,
And take my milk for gall, you murdering ministers,
Wherever in your sightless substances
You wait on nature’s mischief!”

“Woman’s breasts” do not perhaps sound as indelicate to the
English ear as the raw Tamil equivalent would to the Tamil ear.
The translator has, therefore, to choose a less sexy word like
“ªè£ƒ¬è” or even a loan-word from Sanskrit like “vîù‹” But
the right word “º¬ô” loses its vulgar sexiness in a particular
company as in “º¬ôŠð£™” in which context it becomes a symbol
of maternal love.
“ªè£¬ô‚° àì‰¬îò£J¼‚°‹ ê‚Fè«÷, â¡
ªð‡¬ñ‚ ªè£ƒ¬èèOÂœ ¹°‰¶
º¬ôŠð£¬ôŠ Hˆîñ£è ñ£ŸP àƒèÀ¬ìò
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õ¡è¡¬ñJ¡ ¶¬íªè£‡´ Þò™ð£ù
bM¬ù‚° ãõ™ ¹K»ƒèœ.”

This translation of the original illustrates the need for
acclimatization in the manner of expression.
The need for a third kind of acclimatization may next be
indicated. There are numerous mythological references in
Shakespeare and there are very few Gods and Goddesses in the
Tamil or Hindu Pantheon corresponding to those mentioned by
Shakespeare, but when there is close correspondence between the
two, I think it permissible, and even necessary, from the evocative
point of view, to use the corresponding Tamil God or Goddess.
Consequently, I suggest the translation of Neptune into “Varuna”
and of “Cupid” into “Manmada”. In matters of religious culture
the problems of translation are the most perplexing.
Liber
ty of IInv
nv
ersion
Liberty
nversion
In the matter of syntactical structure, there is great
dissimilarity between English and Tamil. In narrating the
temporal sequence of events, English is illogical, as for instance
in the sentence: “This morning I met the man who came from
Singapore yesterday.”
Though the coming of the man from Singapore yesterday is
an event which has taken place anterior in point of time to the
meeting of the man this morning, the sentence puts the later event
earlier and vice versa. Tamil, on the contrary, preserves inviolate
the time – sequence – e.g. “«ïŸÁ CƒèŠÌKL¼‰¶ õ‰îõ¬ó
Þ¡Á ï£¡ ê‰Fˆ«î¡”.
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The Tamil translator, who fails to invert the syntax of the
original, will produce something hideous and unacceptable.
nglish IInstitutions
nstitutions
Untranslateability of P
uns and E
Puns
English
The Clowns of Shakespeare are chronic punsters and it is
impossible to translate their puns into Tamil. I have been trying
my best to find a Tamil equivalent for “Lying”, which could
connote at once physical posture and the uttering of untruth. I
have given up the attempt in despair.
Similarly, the translator has to give up finding Tamil
equivalents for peculiarly English institutions like boots, shoes,
socks, stockings, garters, cakes, beer, ale, Duke, Marquis, Earl,
etc. the Flora and Fauna peculiar to England do not lend
themselves to translation either.
Verbal IInv
nv
entions of SShakespear
hakespear
nventions
hakespearee
A libertine critic said of the English Language that it is like
a woman who will not love you unless you take liberties with
her.
Shakespeare has not only taken liberties with this lady, but
has also molested and outraged her, as no other man has done,
and yet this Chary maid has unmasked her beauties to
Shakespeare, as she has to no other English-speaking man, since
or before. Shakespeare intimidates nouns into performing the
function or verbs as in, “He childed as I fathered” (Act III scene
VI, King Lear.) He mixes and compounds words with incredible
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and audacious inventiveness. Take, for instance, the ingredients
that boil and bubble in the Witches’ Cauldron (Act IV, Scene I,
Macbeth )
“Nose of Turk and Tartar’s lips
Finger of birth-strangled babe,
Ditch-delivered by a Drab…..”

It is an open question whether the translator’s art can rise
equal to the inspired inevitability of these words.
ean SSentences
entences
Splitting up of SShakespear
hakespear
hakespearean
Shakespeare, by a strange aerial magic, weaves complex
sentences together with the aid of long parenthetical clauses,
without at the same time sacrificing lucidity. Here is a passage
taken at random from Hamlet, (Act III scene II), where the Prince
of Denmark gives advice to actors:
“Speak the speech I pray you, as I
Pronounced it to you, trippingly on the tongue;
But if you mouth it, as many of your players
Do, I had as lief the Town-crier spoke my lines;
Nor do not saw the air too much with your
Hand, thus; but use all gently; for in the very
Torrent, tempest and-as I may say- the whirlwind
Of passion, you must acquire and beget a temperance,
That may give it smoothness. O, it offends me
to the soul, to hear a robustious periwig-pated
Fellow, tear a passion to tatters, to very rags,
To split the ears of the groundlings. who, for the
most part, are capable of nothing but inexplicable
dumb-shows and noise.”
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Such long-winded passage constitute a puzzle to the
translator, who will get into a breathless mess, if he tries to convey
in Tamil the involutions and nodosities of the sentence-structure
of the original. The only way in which the problem can be solved
is by boldly splitting up the sentences, rearranging the pieces in
a different rhythmic pattern, and communicating the intensities
of the original by adopting a different syntactical structure. The
following draft translation illustrates my suggestion:“ï£¡ «ðCùñ£FK Ü‰îŠ «ð„¬êŠ «ð²ƒèœ.
ªê£Ÿèœ ï£‚A«ô ²èñ£è à¼÷«õ‡´‹.
àƒèO™ Cô ï®è˜è¬÷Š«ð£ô ªê£Ÿè¬÷‚
°îŠ¹õî£è Þ¼‰î£™, á˜Šð¬øò¬ù (there is
no other equivalent for the town-crier) Ü¬öˆ¶
Þ¬îŠ «ðê„ ªê£™LMìô£«ñ. è£Ÿ¬øŠ
«ð£†´ ó‹ðˆî£™ ÜÁŠð¶«ð£™ ÞŠð®‚
¬è¬ò Ý†ì£b˜èœ. ªñ¡¬ñò£è
ªñŒŠð£´è¬÷‚ è£†´ƒèœ. àí˜„C
ñ¬öò£èŠ ªðŒòô£‹, ¹òô£è iêô£‹,
Åø£õOò£è„ ²ŸPò®‚èô£‹. Ýù£™ ÜŠð®
Ü®‚°‹«ð£¶‹, Gî£ùˆ¬î‚ ¬èM†´
Mì£b˜èœ. Gî£ù‹ Þ¼‰î£™î£¡ ï®ŠHŸ°
å¼ ªñ¼° à‡ì£°‹. «ì£Šð£ ÜE‰î
î®ò˜èœ àí˜„Cè¬÷‚ ANˆªîP‰¶
è÷ñ£‚A, «è†ðõ˜èÀ¬ìò è£¬îŠ
H÷‚°‹«ð£¶ â¡ Ý¡ñ£ ð¬îð¬î‚Aø¶.
«è†°‹ î¬óñè£üùƒè«÷£, Ü˜ˆî‹ ¹Kò£î
á¬ñ ï£ìèˆ¬î»‹ ÃŠð£†¬ì»‰î£¡
óRŠð£˜èœ.”

Uninhibited translation of this kind is subject to many
criticisms. A distinguished critic complains that this mode of
translation is guilty of oversimplifying Shakespeare. There might
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be some truth in this charge, but the illusion of over-simplification
might be the result of converting 16th Century English blank verse
into 20th Century Tamil prose. To a Tamilian, the former is more
opaque and obscure and the latter is more direct and lucid. There
are two kinds of obscurity in Shakespeare; one is there by the
necessary intendment of Shakespeare, who uses obscurity as an
artistic symbol for those spiritual experiences which can only be
half-revealed. It is wrong for the translator to attempt to remove
such obscurities, for he would thereby succeed only in blurring
the half-occult visions of the great Master. But there is another
kind of obscurity in Shakespeare, which is due either to the
slovenliness of hasty improvisation or to the words, current in
his times, having become obsolete and, therefore, opaque. There
is no sanctity about this kind of obscurity and it is the duty of a
translator, as an interpreter of Shakespeare, to remove these
opacities.
Another charge against this mode of translation is that it
indulges in disreputable colloquialism. The obvious answer to
this charge is that Shakespeare would not have achieved much
of his dramatic appeal but for his deft handling of live, pulsating
colloquial words. His main merit is that he raised the common
speech of his people to undying literary status. Any translator
of Shakespeare, who fights shy of colloquialism, may, therefore,
turn his prudish gifts to the translation of heavier, more
respectable and less popular poets like Milton.
One other criticism against uninhibited translations of the
kind quoted above is that they contaminate the Tamil language
by impure foreign words. Importation of a foreign word, which
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is not current among the Tamils, is certainly to be abhorred, not
even because it contaminates the Tamil language, but because it
has no connotative significance to the Tamils. If, on the other
hand, the foreign word has acquired by long usage among the
Tamils, a power of articulation, which a pure Tamil equivalent
does not possess, it is the duty of the translator to employ it
unblushingly. As has been already observed communication of
the spirit of the original to the Tamil-speaking people must be
the paramount consideration of the translator and any other
consideration, which is ineffectual from this point of view, must
be discarded as irrelevant. Emphasis must, therefore, be laid on
the difference, not between an indigenous word and a foreign
word, or between a reputable word and a disreputable word, or
between the spoken word and the written word, but between a
live word and a dead word, between a word that puts across the
flavor and aroma of the original and a word that does not.
Untranslatable IImponderables
mponderables
We shall next consider how best the translator can tackle the
almost untranslatable imponderables of Shakespeare such as his
poetry and his exquisite moods.
Pedestrian prose is totally ineffective to deliver these goods,
for such prose is amorphous and has no form whereas the poetry
of the original resides in the very form of the poetry. If we reduce
a Persian rose to a pulp, the contents of the rose may remain
intact, but its form, which is about the most significant thing
about the rose, would be most certainly destroyed. How best
can the translator preserve the form of the original? He must

394

aim at recreating the rose, even though the recreated rose may
be less ruddy and less fragrant than the Shakespearean rose.
It is my view that verse translations of Shakespeare have failed
to do justice to the original. All of them are anaemic, inexpressive
and for the most part, unintelligible. Lack of requisite poetic
efficiency on the part of the translator is one reason for this defect.
Another reason is that the exigencies of rhyme and alliteration
tempt the translator to go farther away from the original.
“Ahaval” in Tamil is the nearest approximation to the
Shakespearean blank verse, but it is the most difficult of metres
and it has to be skillfully handled in order to compensate for the
absence of rhyme and in order to make it an effective and
arresting poetic movement. In modern times, no one with the
possible exception of Bharathy Dasan, has handled the Ahaval
metre forcibly and arrestingly.
I would, therefore, reject conventional verse forms as
ineffective to translate Shakespeare. Probably my own inefficiency
in handling verse-forms might explain part of my prejudice, but
I advocate resort to rhythmic Tamil prose as the best available
and the most supple instrument for translating the blank verse
of Shakespeare. By rhythmic prose I mean a prose which may
not conform to conventional rules of prosody and yet has a
hidden metrical pattern, that is to say, a flexible pattern which
enables you to communicate the original Bhavas by deft variations
of the pauses, by an ever-changing distribution of caesura, by a
skillful combination of long and short vowels and by consonantal
variations and assonance.
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It may be useful to illustrate this point. Let us take one of
the loftiest passages in Shakespeare, which occurs in Scene III of
Act V, King Lear. Lear and Cordelia have been taken prisoner
and the shock of his new-found love for Cordelia purges Lear of
his insanity and temporarily elevates him to a transcendental level,
where from he looks at mankind with the clear and steady sight
of a Jivan Mukta. This is what Lear tells Cordelia:“Come, let’s away to prison;
We two alone will sing like birds ‘n the cage:
When thou dost ask me blessing I’ll kneel down
And ask of thee forgiveness: so we’ ll live,
And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh
At gilded Butterflies, and hear poor rogues
Talk of Court news; and we’ll talk with them, too,
Who loses and who wins; who’s in, who’s out;
And take upon’s the mystery of things,
As if we were God’s spies: and we’ll wear out,
In a wall’d prison packs and sects of great ones
That ebb and flow by the moon.”

A lover of Shakespeare may think it a sacrilege to translate
this intensely elevating passage, but if we must translate it, we
may do it in the following words:“õ£ ï£‹ C¬ø„ê£¬ô‚°Š «ð£ŒM´«õ£‹.
Ã‡´‚°œO¼‚°‹ ðø¬õè¬÷Š «ð£ô,
ï£I¼õ¼‹ îQˆF¼‰¶ ð£´«õ£‹. c
â¡Qì‹ ÝY˜õ£î‹ «è†°‹«ð£ªî™ô£‹ ï£¡
ñ‡®J†´ à¡Qì‹ ñ¡QŠ¹‚ «è†«ð¡.
ªî£¿¶‹, ð£®»‹, ðöƒè¬îèœ «ðC»‹,
ðêŠ¹‹ õ‡í£ˆFŠ Ì„Cè¬÷Š ð£˜ˆ¶
ï¬èˆ¶‹, Üó‡ñ¬ù„ ªêŒFè¬÷Š ¹™«ô£˜
ªê£™ô‚ «è†´‹, ò£¼‚°ˆ «î£™M, ò£¼‚°
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ªõŸP, ðîM ò£¼‚°‚ A¬ìˆî¶,
ðîMJö‰îõ¡ ò£˜ â¡Á á˜õ‹¹ «ðC»‹,
«ðó‡ìˆF¡ ÜŸ¹îˆ¬î«ò
«ñŸªè£‡ìõ˜è÷£Œ Þ¬øõÂ¬ìò
«õ¾è£ó˜è¬÷Š«ð£ô, ï£‹ õ£›‚¬è
ïìˆ¶«õ£‹.”

This translation may not be perfect, but, in my view, it does
indicate the direction in which the translator may usefully bend
his energies in his attempt to reproduce Shakespeare in Tamil.
erbal Tapas of the Translator
Pre-v
e-verbal
The most important pre-requisite to the translation of
Shakespeare is that the translator must discipline himself by
performing a prolonged Tapas. He must walk in the constant
company of Shakespeare. He must steep himself in the pages of
Shakespeare, in an attempt to participate in his creatorial
functions. He must efface his own ego and merge himself,
without reservations, in the characters of Shakespeare and souse
himself in the moods and rhythms of the poet. If the Translator
could keep his mind long enough in this dedicated condition of
reverence, humility and Advaita, his subconscious would become
a fit medium for receiving and communicating the width, volume
and richness of Shakespeare’s genius.In this condition of intensity
the subconscious invents appropriate combinations of words and
patterns of rhythm, which have the power to crystallize the
authentic Shakespeare in the Tamil language.
But this process of Crystallization is conditioned and limited
by the medium’s knowledge and understanding of the linguistic
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and cultural traditions of English and Tamil. Further, the
translator must have made a thorough study of the different
readings of Shakespeare with reference to the Variorium edition
and exercised a sound discretion in choosing the most appropriate
text. He must also have studied deeply the interpretations of wise
Shakespearean critics such as Johnson and such sensitive critics
as Charles Lamb and Coleridge, and come to a definite and
independent conclusion of his own as to the meaning and purport
of every controversial passage in a play. If, after equipping himself
with an intellectual preparation of this kind, the translator has
the courage to consciously throw all these accretions overboard
and then enter into a Tapas of the kind already described, he is
bound to succeed in recreating Shakespeare in Tamil.
As for the Ballads and Folk Songs of Shakespeare, I think
they can be effectively translated in popular “Themmangu” tunes.
Potentialities of Tamil as a Translation M
edium
Medium
Speaking of the difficulties of catching the subtleties of the
English language in French and Bengali, Shri Aurobindo has some
penetrating remarks to make. He says:
“There is one supreme faculty of the English Language,
which none other I know possesses, the ease with which it finds
the packed allusive turn, the suggestive unexpressed, the door
opening on things ineffable. Bengali like French is very clear and
living and expressive but to such clear languages the expression
of the inexpressible is not so easy. One has to go out of one’s
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way to find it. Witness Mallarme’s wrestlings with the French
language to find the symbolic expression, the right turn of speech
for what is behind the veil.”
Sri Aurobindo winds up with the hope that even in French
and Bengali the power to express the inexpressible with less effort
must come, but mean while the difference remains.
In my judgment, though Tamil is clear and living and
expressive enough, it has also developed the capability of
communicating the incommunicable. A perusal of the songs of
Tirumoolar and the 18 Tamil Siddhas would show how the Tamil
language has been trained by them to effortlessly express those
occult experiences, which linger on the borderland between
language and wordless thought.
Here is a song of Thirumoolar, which illustrates my
proposition:ÝÁ ªî¼M™ ÜèŠð†ì ê‰FJ™
ê£Á ð´õù ï£¡° ð¬ù»÷
ãøŸ èKò«î£˜ ãEJ†´ ÜŠð¬ù
ãø½Ÿ«ø¡, èì™ ã¿ƒ è‡«ì«ù.

The Tamil translator need not, therefore, despair of those
passages of Shakespeare, which impinge on the inexpressible.
Take, for instance, the context (Act V, Scene IV) in which
Seyton announces to Macbeth the death of Lady Macbeth with
an abruptness, full of pathos:
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“The Queen, my Lord, is dead”.

Macbeth is moved by these words to reflect upon the
emptiness of human life in words at once sublime and obscure.
He exclaims:
“She should have died hereafter;
There would have been a time for such a word
Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day
To the last syllable of recorded time
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools
The way to dusty death”.

There is an eerie spaciousness and mysticity in the expression,
“To the last syllable of Recorded Times”

In this line we hear the foot-falls of Man marching to his
inexorable doom – a march along the unending corridors of time.
This line can be translated without loss of mysticity as follows:“è£ô‚ èí‚A¡ è¬ìC â¿ˆ¶õ¬ó”
“è£ô‹”, which is the Tamil equivalent of “Time” has a richer
metaphysical connotation than its English compeer. “â¿ˆ¶”,

while communicating the impression of “recorded time” does
more; it evokes in the Tamil mind by sheer association the
tyranny of Destiny.
Numerous instances can be given of the superiority of Tamil
over English in the matter of expression of the eternal verities of
life. This superiority is due to the fact that some of our greatest
mystics and metaphysicians have, by expressing their experiences
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in Tamil, trained the Tamil language to effortlessly express the
ineffable.
But it is a sad fact that in expressing the every-day occurrences
of modern secular life, Tamil lags far behind English and requires
to be tutored and trained. This deficiency can be made good
only by a conscious effort on the part of the intelligentsia of Tamil
Nadu to think in Tamil and to express in Tamil all the facts and
subtleties of contemporary thinking and living.
Conclusion
By translating Shakespeare into Tamil, the translator performs
a double service. In the first place, he offers to the Tamils
glimpses of a new world of vision and experience. In the second
place, in the very process of translation the translator will be
amazed to find how Shakespeare forces the Tamil Language to
speak in new accents, and adds to Tamil a new dimension of
expression. The afflatus of Shakespeare, the creative breath of
his inspiration is bound to quicken and energize the Tamil
language. In fact, Shakespeare-Translation is a wholesome mode
of blood-transfusion, which can impart a fresh vigour to our
language and strengthen the seeds of future creativity.

*

*

401

*

402

12
SOME PROBLEMS OF LAW TRANSLATION
INTO THE INDIAN LANGUAGES

“

Trying to communicate your innermost sentiments and
thoughts through a foreign tongue”, said Rabindranath
Tagore, “is like trying to convey your smiles to your
sweetheart through an Attorney”. Law, which is a shaping force,
is closely connected with the expression of our intimate feelings,
attitudes and sense of values. It is, therefore, imperative that we
should not only draft our legislative enactments in our regional
languages but should also translate into our mother-tongue all
the Indo-Anglian laws, which govern our daily lives and yet,
bafflingly enough, continue to be in English.
An astute politician of Tamil Nadu who, though a great
scholar in Tamil, has no knowledge of English, rightly complained
to me, “You, Judges in India act on the basis that ignorance of
law is no excuse. But, when the vast majority of Indians don’t
know English, how can you apply that principle and penalize
them, not for ignorance of law but for ignorance of English?”.
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This poignant remark throws new light on the Indian legal
predicament and emphasizes the wisdom of the steps taken by
the Government of India and the State Governments to expedite
the translation of the Indian Enactments into the regional
languages.
The State Official Languages (Legislative) Commissions of
India have a historic role to play in translating the English laws
into the regional languages. I admit that the translations we have
to effect are most challenging and baffling, because most of the
subtle legal concepts, which are native to the English language,
are foreign to the regional languages of India. In effecting the
translation, we have to strain every nerve and press into service
all our available legal, juristic and linguistic resources.
Words are the tools with which we have to work. If we wish
to work effectively, we must keep the tools in good order.
Unfortunately, even after the Englishman left our shores, we have
had to use English, a foreign language as a tool of expression.
Draftsmen, who are not to the language born, use clumsy
long-winding sentences, each of which crawls awkwardly like a
tapeworm across a whole printed page. Take, for instance, Section
133 of the Cr.P.C., which fills one and a half printed pages, or
Section 167, Cr.P.C., the length of which chokes our breath.
Such circumlocutions add to the troubles of the translators.
Two thousand years ago, the Tamil Poet Tiruvalluvar wrote
a couplet, which may be translated into English as follows:-
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“Utter not a word without making sure
there is no other word to beat it”.

If we cannot follow this advice to use the inevitable word,
while employing the foreign medium of English, let us honestly
switch over to our own mother tongue and use it as the
instrument of legislative, judicial and forensic expression.
The minimum objective in passing an enactment is to convey
meaning, but beyond that are the really fascinating objectives of
precision, clearness, logic and grace. Thomas Jefferson spent 18
days writing and rewriting the Declaration of Independence.
Voltaire was known to spend a whole night toiling over one
sentence.
We have a great many statutes, thousands are passed each
year, if we add up the total production of our Parliament and
State Legislatures. Several thousand English judgments are written
interpreting these English Enactments. It is imperative that the
needed amount of toil goes into the production of these
enactments and judgments as well as into the translations thereof.
The formidable difficulty, which faces us in Law translations,
is that our Legislatures are following the British method of
draftsmanship, which tries to put the concepts of the Legislature
into breathless, complicated and circuitous sentences. In the
U.S.A., a different kind of draftsmanship is adopted, whereby the
principal idea is stated in the form of a simple rule and the
conditions and qualifications, which the British draftsman would
put into the adjectival and adverbial clauses of one compound
sentence, are expressed by his American counter-part in the form
of separate, lucid sub-rules under the main Rule.
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Another difficulty we have to face is this. In the matter of
syntactical structure, there is great dissimilarity between English
and the Indian Languages, especially the Dravidian group of
languages. In narrating the temporal sequence of events, English
is illogical, as, for instance, in the sentence— “This morning I
met the man who came from Singapore yesterday.” Though the
coming of the man from Singapore yesterday is an event, which
has taken place anterior in point of time to my meeting the man
this morning, the sentence puts the later event earlier and vice
versa. The Tamil language, on the contrary, preserves inviolate
the time sequence.
While translating the English sentence structure into the
Indian languages, we have, therefore, to invert the syntax of the
original, and when the English sentence is a long-winded and
circumlocutory one, we have to take it by the tail, as it were, and
unravel it putting the translation process in the reverse gear, and
proceeding from the tail to the head. This inversion treatment
has to be given not only to the principal and subordinate clauses
in the English original, but also, to the qualifying phrases and
idioms. This is a process which has to be effected with the greatest
care and circumspection. In the process of reversal, the main idea
of the original is likely to be thrown out of focus and what
occupies the background in the original comes to the forefront
in the translation, with the result, the perspective is disturbed and
the distribution of emphasis is altered, sometimes radically. What
looked like a camel in the original English with its humps,
angularities and nodosities becomes in the translation as flat and
straight as a water-snake. Such a translation is bound to distort
the meaning of the original. It is, therefore, necessary that before
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we effect the translation of an English Section, we split it up into
its component parts, translate each part separately and then weave
the translated parts together without doing injury to the meaning
of the original text and at the same time, without violating the
genius of the regional language concerned. While translating the
Criminal Procedure Code, the Tamil Nadu State Official
Language (Legislative) Commission found it necessary on one
occasion, for the sake of clarity, to split a single sentence in the
original into two sentences in the Tamil translation. In a few other
instances, we had to put in parenthesis or within brackets certain
clauses, which formed an organic part of the original. This had
to be done in order to avoid clumsiness of expression in Tamil.
An English sentence, which has a graceful or majestic movement,
becomes an uncouth, ill-walking sentence in Tamil, when literally
translated.
Take, for instance, the Indian Evidence Act, which is a
masterpiece of draftsmanship and a triumph of precise, terse and
artistic expression. Sometimes we have had to spend one whole
day to translate with reasonable elegance one Section of the Indian
Evidence Act.
In order to make the translation of such Acts intelligible and
elegant, the translator must be constantly aware of the difference
in the entire range of culture represented by two languages which
are so alien to each other in temperament and genius as English
and Tamil or Malayalam or Kannada or Telugu or even Hindi.
The pre-condition to an accurate, intelligible, readable and live
translation of Statutes is possession, on the part of the translator,
not only a deep and practical understanding of law but also a
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continuous awareness of the dissimilarity between English and
the regional language in the matter of syntactical structure, as well
as an intimate knowledge of, and the faculty for creative
expression in, the regional language.
It is very rarely that these three kinds of talents co-exist in
the same individual. But then it is possible to put together the
resources of individuals endowed with these different and separate
faculties. It is my conviction that in the translation process we
must associate not only experienced men of law but also men of
letters and outstanding creative writers in the regional languages.
While the men of law, who would have a working knowledge of
the regional language, will be charged with the responsibility of
seeing that the content of the original with all its legal nuances
is correctly put across in the translation, the men of letters and
the creative writers will see that the translation is rendered
readable and elegant.
While translating peculiarly English legal concepts into the
regional languages of India, coinages in the regional languages
cannot be wholly avoided, but such coinages must be reduced to
the irreducible minimum and must be designed in such a manner
that by their shape, look and sound they suggest to the speaker
of the regional language the new concept sought to be conveyed.
Such coinages should violate neither the laws of euphony nor the
raciness of the regional language. It is only creative writers, who
have mastery of word-magic that can assist in the proper coinage
of words and in burnishing the translation.
The Evidence Act, as I have said, is a model not only of legal
precision but also of literary artistry and excellence as well as of
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profound psychological insight. The Tamil Nadu State Official
Language (Legislative) Commission has completed and published
the translation of the Evidence Act into Tamil. I think that the
entirety of the contents of the original has come through in the
translation and I believe that something of the artistry of the
original has also percolated into the translation. One of the
problems we faced in translating the Evidence Act was that some
of the words used therein are deceptively simple. For example,
the word “date” in illustration ‘c’ to Section 21, the word “verbal”
in Section 32 (main paragraph) and the word “protest” in
illustration ‘h’ to Section 32 of the Evidence Act do not connote
the meaning we usually attribute to those words. The word “date”
means, not what we mean usually by the word “date”, but the
specification of the time (and often the place) of execution of a
writing or inscription, affixed to it; the word “verbal” does not
mean merely ‘oral’ but is broad enough to embrace “words and
gestures and signs”. The word “protest” does not connote
‘objection’ but a written declaration made by the master of a ship,
attested by a justice of the peace, stating the circumstances under
which injury has happened to a ship or cargo or under which
officers or crew have incurred any liability.
In this connection, I must call attention to the danger of
relying upon the regional lexicographers who have given the
regional equivalents of English legal terms. Most of these
lexicographers have had no training in or knowledge of law. I
would, therefore, expect the Law translators and the Official
Language (Legislative) Commissions, which have jurists and legal
experts serving as members thereof, not to accept uncritically the
equivalents given for law terms in the regional language
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Dictionaries but to bring a fresh mind to bear upon the
translation of those terms and see that the words are translated
with precision, exactness and fidelity.
I may, however, add that it is wrong, in the name of fidelity,
to yield to the curse of literalness. The same English word varies
in meaning with the context in which it is used. Words change
their complexion in accordance with the company in which they
are found. For instance, the word ‘consider’ and the phrase “in
the case of” connote different things at different places in the
Criminal Procedure Code and it is wrong in the translation to
mechanically give the same regional language equivalents for the
same English words and phrases ignoring the context in which
they occur. Unlike in French, where there are very few synonyms,
there are too many synonyms in the English language carrying
the same meaning. As the regional languages also contain many
synonyms, the translator need not feel constrained to use the same
equivalent for the same English word; he may permit himself,
atleast for the sake of avoiding monotony, to use different regional
language equivalents for the same English word.
But that does not mean that the translator should be
oblivious to the nuances and shades of meaning conveyed by such
groups of English words as :- (1) Vitiate, invalidate, render null
and void; (2) Irregular, illegal, invalid; (3) Vacate, set aside, cancel,
annul, revoke, modify, reverse; (4) Motive, intention; (5)
Consideration, deliberation, examination.
We of the Tamil Nadu Official Language (Legislative)
Commission have taken great pains to give distinct and different
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Tamil equivalents in an attempt to bring out the subtle distinction
between the words in each of the groups above-mentioned. As
Bacon said, “Law maketh an exact man”. It is my hope that the
law translations made by the different Language Commissions
of India are going to give greater precision in the use of the
regional language concerned. In most of the Indian languages,
words have been subjected by verbose and indifferent speakers
to indiscriminate usage, and, consequently, words have gone far
astray. It is the function of Law translators by their precision to
bring the erring words back to the “strait and narrow” path of
precise articulation.
As for English words, which have by long association
penetrated the Indian languages, it would be better to use them
in the translation, without making an attempt to coin some
outlandish and unintelligible equivalents for those words. It is
futile to translate such English words as “Sessions, Will, Attorney,
Notary, Company, etc.” If we must needs translate such words
to satisfy our puristic tastes, let us be merciful enough to give
the transliterated English word in brackets after the coined word.
From information received from the Tamil Member of the
Central Official Language Commission, I have reasons to think
that Keraleeyas have the most uninhibited translations of law.
They have retained without translation even such English words
as “Appeal, Award, Arrest, Act, Certificate, Judge, Magistrate,
Notice, Parliament, Prosecutor, Process-server, Summons,
Warrant, Vote, etc.” In Kannada translation, I find, 39 English
words have been retained such as “Appeal, civil, claim, Decree,
Domination, Police, Stamp, Warrant etc.” In the Marathi
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translation, only seven English words have been retained e.g.,
Appeal, cheque, notice, Railway, Telephone, ticket and Warrant.
I don’t know about the position in Telugu. In Hindi, 19 English
words have been retained such as “Appeal, Consul, Decree, Fees,
Magistrate, Nuisance, Pension, Quarantine, Summons, Warrant
etc. The puristic movement in Tamil demands the total rejection
of all Sanskrit, Hindi and English words, even as the parallel
movement in Hindi demands total rejection of words of Persian
origin. But we of the Tamil Nadu Official Language (Legislative)
Commission have retained in our Tamil translation a few English
words like “Sessions, Will, Notary, Attorney and some Urdu
words like Jamin and Japti” which have become part of the
common parlance of the Tamils since the Moghul days.
While translating the English enactment, let us have the
following order of priorities:
(1) Intelligibility: The translation must be intelligible, not to
the average man in the street, (if that is possible, well and good),
but to the average man of law.
(2) Clarity: There are two kinds of obscurity we come across,
(a) obscurity of expression & (b) the expression of obscurity. The
first can be eliminated and every effort must be made to eliminate
it. But the second cannot be eliminated.
(3) Terseness: must be aimed at but it must not be achieved
at the cost of clarity. A repetition which makes the translation
intelligible is more pardonable than a terseness which casts a cloud
upon the meaning.

412

These Do’s and Don’ts are exacting but the thought that by
translating law we are making law accessible to our countrymen
who don’t know English and the thought that law translation is
bound to give a new exactness, direction and momentum to our
regional languages ought to sustain us in our labours.
We shall not rest content with mediocrity when excellence
is within our reach.

*

*
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13
ADMINISTRATION OF FRANCO- INDIAN
LAWS- SOME GLIMPSES
[Lecture delivered under the auspices of the Dr. C.Vijayaraghavachariar
memorial Library, Salem- 24th December, 1971.]

Mr
riends,
Mr.. P
Prresident and F
Friends,

I

am deeply thankful to Mr.Vijayaraghavachariar and
Mr.Parthasarathy for having conferred upon me the
privilege of delivering one of the series of lectures
organized in loving memory of Mr. Justice. Sundaram Chettiar.
There is nothing in common between that celebrated Judge and
myself except that both of us started our judicial careers as District
Munsifs and were first posted in that capacity to the same stationVridhachalam. It was on the 23rd July, 1943, just before I occupied
my seat on the Bench, that I learnt that something of the shadow
of Mr. Justice Sundaram Chettiar’s greatness had fallen upon me.
The Deputy Nazir of the Vridhachalam District Munsif ’s Court,
who was on the verge of retirement, came into my chambers,
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garlanded me and said: “I have conducted 56 yagas in my life.
It is my ambition to conduct 44 more. I have served under Mr.
Justice Sundaram Chettiar, when he was District Munsif here.
Your honour has, like him, received your first posting to
Vridhachalam, and I predict that one day you will like him, be
elevated to the High Court”. I do not know if it is the prediction
of that Deputy Nazir or the shadow of Mr. Justice Sundaram
Chettiar, which has placed me where I am today, but I must say
that Mr. Justice Sundaram Chettiar’s incredible rectitude and
judicial honesty have been a source of great inspiration to me
throughout my career. The same Deputy Nazir used to recount
to me several anecdotes about Mr. Justice Sundaram Chettiar,
which it will not be out of place for me to share with you. It
appears he had two blotting pads in his chambers, one prepared
at his own cost and another with materials supplied by the
Government. Whenever he wrote private letters in his own hand,
he always insisted on using his private blotting pad, because he
regarded the use of the Government blotting pad for private
purposes as temporary misappropriation. Such was his punctilious
sense of propriety and rectitude. I was also told that after closing
the Court at 5p.m., every day, he would always go to the strong
room of the Court, put the lock upon it himself and after locking
it, would pull the lock to see if it had properly locked. Such was
his sense of duty; and every one, who had served under him used
to look back with adoration upon his lofty simplicity, moving
affection for his subordinates and his extraordinary sobriety and
sagacity. I congratulate the Dr. C. Vijayaraghavachariar Memorial
Library, Salem, upon keeping alive in these days of deteriorating
values the memory of an outstanding exemplar of virtue.
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Of all the assignments I have had during the 28 years of my
judicial career, my assignment to Pondicherry as Chef du Service
Judiciare (Chief of the Judicial Service) was the most venturesome
and thrilling. At the time of my posting to Pondicherry, I did
not know the A, B, and C of the French languages or of French
jurisprudence. In fact, a great statesman-lawyer, who hails from
Salem, wrote to me a letter congratulating me on becoming what
he called “the Chief Justice of French India,” and warning me
that the acceptance of the assignment involved administration of
a strange system of laws in a strange language. I accepted the
assignment, not because I was unaware of my limitations, but
because certain distinguished Judges of the High Court including
Mr. Justice M. Anantanarayanan, the then Chief Justice told me:
“We have chosen you in the confidence that you will project a bright
image of British Indian Justice to the people of the erstwhile French
India and thereby prepare them for a smooth and gradual change
from the French Judicial system to the Indian.” After arriving at
Pondicherry, I felt that I should have at least ten days time to
acquire the rudiments of the French system before beginning to
administer it. But, Mr. Silam, the then Lt. Governor of
Pondicherry, told me, “You may have one month’s time, if you
please. But I will be happy, for certain administrative reasons, if
you take charge immediately.” Fortunately, the President of the
Bar Association at Pondicherry, consisting exclusively of French
Advocates, had already rushed to the Madras High Court with a
petition for a writ of quo warranto, and obtained an injunction
restraining me from sitting as a Judge and administering the
French laws. This injunction gave me nearly five months’
breathing time to become acquainted with the esoteric of the
French civil and criminal procedure and the substantive laws of
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France. The French Bar was understandably indignant that a
person, who knew nothing of French laws, and who was only a
District Judge, had been appointed as the Chief of the entire
French judicial system and as the President of the Tribunal
Superieur d’Appel, which during the French days had the status
of a High Court and was manned mostly by Frenchmen, who
were paid a salary exceeding Rs.10000/- per mensem. Further,
they were proud of their great French heritage and were convinced
that the French system of laws was superior in every respect to
the Indo-Anglian. In fact, they had been living under the French
system since 1701 under a Royal Edict passed by the French
Emperor in February of that year. Towards the end of the
eighteenth century, the French Indian Colonies passed into the
hands of the English by conquest and remained under their
control for about a decade, and then were returned to the French
under a treaty. Even during the decade that the East India
Company was in possession of the French Indian territory, they
kept intact the French judicial system without trying to supplant
it with the British system. The French ‘Avocats’ (Advocates) argued:
“If the British, who conquered our territory by armed might, did
not choose to change the French Judicial system, why should you, the
Indians, meddle with our system, especially in view of the fact that
we have acceded to India out of our own free will and not as a
result of any conquest by you?” This was an argument, which, for
constitutional and other reasons, the India Government could not
accept. But lawyers being conservative in nature all over the world,
the French Advocates resented the proposed intrusion of the
Indian laws and described my posting as the beginning of the
‘invasion des Barbares’ (invasion of the barbarians). The chief
reason for this bitterness is to be found in the fact that the Bar
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at Pondicherry, Karaikal, Mahe and Yanam, felt that its monopoly
was being threatened. By a Law dated 7th June, 1848, as amended
from time to time by gubernatorial orders up to 10th January,
1945, it was provided that there should be no more than 12
Advocates and 9 Apprentices in the Pondicherry Bar, 8 Advocates
and 4 Apprentices at Karaikal, 5 Advocates and 2 Apprentices at
Chandernagore, 4 Advocates and 1 Apprentice at Mahe and 4
Advocates and 1 Apprentice at Yanam. The qualification for these
Advocates was that they should hold the degree of ‘Licence en
Droid’ (Licence in Law), which was awarded by the Universities
in France. The French Government would not send any French
Indian citizen to the Universities in France for the study of law
unless a vacancy arose at the Bar as a result of death, retirement,
infirmity or serious misconduct. There was no Advocate in the
erstwhile French Colonies, who got an income of less than
Rs.2000/- per menses, and there were several Advocates, who got
more than Rs.10000/- per mensem. The Indian Bar, the ranks
of which are swelling alarmingly from day to day, would grow
green with envy at the French Colonial Bar which constituted a
veritable lawyers’ paradise. However lucrative such a system of
monopoly might be, it is, in my view, most injurious to public
interests that the number of members of the Bar should be
artificially limited in the manner I have already mentioned. It
leads to unholy alliances between the senior member of the Bar
and works ultimately to the detriment of the litigant. It is not
proper for me to give instances of the grave abuse it has led to.
Even as the foreign policy of the British was to divide and rule
over the Colonies, it was part of the French foreign policy to
create vested interests and pamper those interests in return for
their support to their imperial rule. The privileges enjoyed by the
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French Advocates under the law are numerous. Under the rules,
no citizen could bid at public auctions held in Court except
through an Advocate, and no purchase at such public auctions
could be made except in the name of an Advocate. One could
imagine what kind of abuse this would lead to. The disciplinary
jurisdiction over the Advocates vested in the Judges. There have
been great and honest Judges in the French Indian Judicial
hierarchy. But there have been a few, who by influencing the
Advocates concerned, have knocked off for a song, properties put
up for sale in Court auctions. It is small wonder, therefore, that
the attempt to break this system of monopoly was resisted fiercely
by the vested interests concerned. Every time a British Indian
Advocate attempted to appear for parties in Court. The French
Bar Association would raise an uproar and quote chapter and verse
to show that under the French system those ‘interlopers’ should
not be granted any audience. I regret to say that the law, as it
then existed, constrained me to accept these objections, and
prohibit Indian Lawyers from handling briefs before me or the
inferior Courts. Once, I gave a ruling that an Indian lawyer might
be allowed to assist the French Advocate in Courts. But even that
was resisted on the ground that it was derogatory to the dignity
of the French Bar. It was not till the Indian Advocates Act was
extended to Pondicherry that the flood-gates were opened and
the monopoly system buried five fathoms deep. The post of
Procureur de la Republique is something peculiar to the French
system. He is supposed to represent Society at large. He is entitled
to intervene in every civil suit or criminal case and make
representations to the Court in the interests of Society. Any
proceeding conducted in court without the Procureur de la
Republique is void under the law. He has also certain semi-judicial

420

functions, besides being the Head of the Police Judiciare (Judicial
Police). In the French system, the police are divided into two
sections, one section which looks after traffic as well as law and
order, and another section, which is in charge of the investigation
into crime. The Procureur de la Republique could issue an arrest
warrant to any one or cancel the arrest warrants already issued.
He has the sole power to direct prosecutions and withdraw them
as he pleases. In fact, Napoleon once declared: “The one man I
fear most in the French Empire is the Procureur de la Republique.”
One of the Chief Ministers of Pondicherry told me that in the
French days, no political party, which was not backed up by the
Procureur de la Republique could ever be returned to power. It
follows that the Procureur is a little Mussolini, wielding very
considerable power. Some centuries back, he used to stand on
the floor of the Court along with the members of the Bar and
argue, but with the passage of time, and with the French
revolution, this symbol of people’s power grew in influence and
dignity, with the result he was given an honoured seat in Courts
at some distance from the dais on which the judges sit. I found
that while cases were going on in my Court, the Procureur would
be absent most of the time, leaving his hat on his seat as a token
of his presence. When I made enquiries about his absence, I was
told that it was the immemorial custom of Procureurs to leave
their hats on their seats and go away to attend to more important
work. Unfortunately, the Procureur de la Republique in the
French Colony is subject to the disciplinary jurisdictions of the
Chef du Service Judiciare, and when a complaint of grave
misconduct was received against a Procureur, I had no option but
to exercise that jurisdiction, thereby disturbing another hornet’s
nest, and giving rise to another Writ Petition.
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As for the Ministerial Service in the French Judiciary, it also
had its special privileges. The Registrar of the Court, who was
called the Greffier-en-Chef, was entitled under the law not only
to his salary, but to emoluments based upon the value of every
plaint and petition fielded in the Courts. Usually, these
emoluments would come to more than Rs. 1200/- per mensem.
I found that this practice of giving emoluments started somewhere
in the earlier part of the Nineteenth Century, when qualified
people were not available for manning these posts. These
emoluments were intended to enable the Greffier to pay
remuneration to Clerks appointed by him and also to buy
stationery for the use of the Courts. Vested interests, however,
conspired to keep the law in force long after the need for it had
disappeared, and the Government itself had begun to supply
clerks and stationery for the use of the Courts. When I enforced
the Central Government Rules and stopped the payment of
emoluments a hue and cry was raised, in which all the disgruntled
vested interests joined hands with the entire Ministerial staff. This
is the atmosphere into which I was inducted, when, like Mark
Twain’s “Innocents Abroad”, my innocence of the French system
enabled me to see without inhibitions the defects to which those
who were steeped in the French system were blind. My
administration of the French laws enabled me also to see the
relativity of things and to realize that there is nothing sacrosanct
or absolute about that legal dispensation under which we, Indian
Jurists, have been living.
The five months’ holiday, which the injunction of the High
Court gave me, enabled me to pick up the fundamentals of the
French substantive and procedural law. I conferred daily with a
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number of French Judges and had six hour sittings every day for
four months, translating with their aid, the entirety of the French
Civil Procedure Code into English. This enabled me incidentally
not only to learn something of the French language but also the
French legal jargon and the intricacies of the French law. After
the injunction was dissolved, the Tribunal Superior d’ Appel,
which was a Bench of three Judges presided over by me,
commenced its sitting in open Court. All the members of the
French Bar and hundreds of litigants were present on the opening
day to watch how the “Barbarians” were going to tackle the
problems of French law. When I took up the first case and wanted
the Advocates to argue, the President of the Bar Association stood
up and said that it had been resolved by the French Bar to argue
only in French. I knew that most of them knew English, but
refused for tactical purposes to argue in English. I told them in
Tamil, “The Frenchmen taught you French and have parted with
you. The Englishmen taught us English and have parted with us.
What is left to us in common is our mother tongue, Tamil. You
may, therefore, please argue in Tamil, switching on to French
whenever you cannot help it.” But then, the President of the Bar
Association obstinately refused to argue in Tamil because it would
be undignified. There was thus a deadlock and a moment of
dramatic suspense in Court. At that moment, I got a brain wave.
I told them in Tamil, “Here are hundreds of litigants, who are
your pay-masters, listening to your arguments. If they conclude
that you cannot argue their cases in a language intelligible to the
Judges, what will happen to you?” This question had an electric
effect, and immediately the entire Bar started arguing in English.
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Let me now turn to the substantive law of France, which is
to a great extent derived from Roman law, though it has been
adapted and assimilated to the French genius in a manner
different from that in which the Anglo-Saxon genius adapted the
Roman law.
The one thing that struck me most in the French system was
the scant respect they show for precedents. This is in singular
contrast with the attitude of the British. In London Street
Tramways v. London County Council (1898 Appeal Cases 375),
the House of Lords decided that it was bound by its own
decisions. Respect for precedents is ingrained in the British
character. In fact, Lord Tennyson sang of England as a country:
“Where Freedom slowly broadens down
Form precedent to precedent.”

The excessive reverence for precedents was imported into
India by the British Judges. You may be aware that when a
distinguished Civilian District Judge refused to follow the legal
propositions laid down by the Madras High Court in a remand
order and stated his reasons for disagreeing with those
propositions, Chief Justice Beasely got so wild that he directed
him to be shunted out of the judiciary to the executive. Further
disciplinary action would have followed but for the fact the
District Judge was the son of an illustrious Judge of the Madras
High Court. This horror for any disregard of precedents in
founded upon the Britisher’s innate sense of discipline. In his
Preface to Volume 126 of the Revised Reports, Pollock, however,
attacked the decision of the House of Lords in 1898 Appeal Cases
375 in these words: “No other Court of last resort in the world,
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it is believed, has fettered its own discretion in this way.” It may
be noted that even Pollock did not advocate that precedents shall
not be binding upon subordinate courts. But the French people
are passionate lovers of individual freedom, and therefore, are
strong opponents of the doctrine of precedents. Article 5 of the
Code Civil prescribes:“Judges are forbidden, when giving judgment in the cases which
are brought before them to lay down general rules of conduct or decide
a case by holding it was governed by a previous decision.”
In fact, when I remanded a case to the Court of First Instance
at Pondicherry, the President of that Court refused to carry out
my directions in the remand order on the ground that my view
of the law was, in his view, erroneous. This shocked me into
making a research into the history of French law. I found that
about a century and a half ago, a case went up before the Supreme
Court of France, which quashed the judgment of the trial Court
after giving a ruling on a point of law, and sent it back. The trial
Court, relying upon Section 5 of the Code Civil, refused to accept
the ruling of the Supreme Court of France. The matter was taken
up to the Supreme Court twice again, and the Supreme Court
reiterated its original view of the law and sent it back to the trial
Court, but the trial Court refused to abide by the ruling. It was
at this stage that the law was amended on 1st April, 1837,
whereby it was provided that if a case between two parties is
brought up before the Supreme Court and the decision of the
inferior Court is quashed on a point of law and the case again
comes up before the Supreme Court, to have the lower Court’s
decisions again quashed on the same grounds, all the Chambers

425

of the Supreme Court of France consisting of about 48 Judges
should sit together and their joint decision on such a point of
law should bind the inferior Court and form a rule of guidance
and that too only for that particular case. The other Courts which
may have the same point of law before them are not bound by
even by the decision of all the Judges of the Supreme Court of
France; nor is the Supreme Court itself bound by that decision
– (vide Notes 107 to 110 to Article 5 of the Code Civile –
Dalloz). It will thus be found that the French are extremely jealous
in guarding the independence and freedom of the inferiors
Courts, evidently on the basis that the decision on a question of
law given even by the highest Tribunal in the land shall be
confined to the facts of that particular case, and shall not fetter
the creative approach of the Courts to the ever-varying
circumstances of human life.
One other noteworthy feature of the jurisdiction of the
Supreme Court of France is that it can only quash a decision,
which is wrong in point of law, but it cannot modify or reverse
the decision. It will merely send it back to the lower Court with
a direction that it should be tried “autremont compose” (otherwise
composed). When under an Act of Parliament, viz., Pondicherry
(Administration) Act, 1962, the Madras High Court was invested
with all the powers of the Supreme Court of France in respect of
pending cases at the time of the merger of French Settlements
with India, the French lawyers insisted that the Madras High
Court should not have the power which it enjoyed under the
Civil Procedure Code and the Letters Patent, of modifying or
reversing the judgments of the French Courts, and that the
utmost it could do was to set aside the judgments and send back
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the cases. This proposal was stoutly resisted by the then Chief
Justice of the Madras High Court, Mr. Justice Ramachandra Iyer,
who insisted on a provision to the effect that even in respect of
the French cases, the High Court should have unfettered powers
not only of ‘cassation’ (quashing) but also of modification and
reversal.
Another interesting provision in the Civil Code of France is
to be found in Article 4 of the Code Civil, which prescribes that
Judges, who refuse to decide a case on the pretext that the law is
silent or obscure, or does not cover the case, are liable to be
prosecuted for denial of justice. To the Indian jurists, this
provision may sound formidable. But then it can be appreciated
in the context of French history.In the medieval days, the French
Judges used to refuse to decide cases on the ground that the law
was obscure and refer the cases to the French Parliament, so that
it might, elucidate the particular law by laying down a general
rule for its interpretation, and the French Parliament used to
oblige by formulating elucidatory rules, which operated both as
general rules of interpretation and as judgments in the particular
cases referred to them. These rules were called “arrets” of Parliament
and were subject to “bon plaisir du roi” (subject to the sweet will
and pleasure of the King). The Parliament became so much
annoyed with the frequent references made by the Courts that it
felt bound to enact Article 4 of the Civil Code, which threatened
to prosecute the Judges for denial of justice if they refused to
decide cases on the grounds stated.
Unlike in India, in France, the opinions of great French legal
academicians and jurists like Planiol and Colin enjoy greater
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authority and influences than even the decisions of the Supreme
Court of France; though in recent times there has been an
increasing tendency for Judges to pack their judgments with
citations of judge-made law. But the fact remains that in France,
the lex scripta (the written code) is regarded as supreme and selfsufficient at least in theory. Genie in his “Method d’interpretation”
has vehemently criticized the rigidity of the traditional French
view of the supremacy and sufficiency of the written law.
Though the French genius is much more artistic, subtle,
logical and idealistic than the British, my four years’ experience
of the French law has led me to the conclusion that the British
genius is more pragmatic and close to the earth. Because the
British have a profounder practical knowledge of human nature
and human failings by virtue of their contact with several peoples
in their far-flung empire, they have been able, unlike the French,
to build into their system of jurisprudence, checks and counterchecks, which have made their system almost fool-proof and
knave-proof. The French, on the contrary, in their superior
idealism, have failed to make allowances for the infirmities of
human nature. In fact, while I was discussing with some Judges
of the High Court of England about the merits and de-merits of
the British and the French system of law, I told them, “The
French have built their judicial system on the basis of an implicit
faith in the goodness of human nature,with the result it requires
is a race of flawless supermen to work that system and arrive at
justice. On the other hand, the British, with their superior worldly
wisdom, have built their system of laws upon an implicit distrust
in human beings, with the result that the Administrators of the
British law are forced and helped by the very system to do justice,
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and the effect of the human weaknesses of the administrators,
working within that system, is reduced to the minimum.” Take
for instance, the French concept of the functions of a trial Judge.
He is regarded merely as an umpire in a wrestling contest. When
the players in the game appeal to him for a ruling, he gives a
ruling “Out!” or “Not out!”, “Foul!” or “Fair!”. A trial Judge in
France cannot direct a party to produce his accounts in order to
find out if his case is true, nor can he, in the interests of justice,
summon third parties to produce documents on pain of arrest if
they fail to produce them. The conduct of a case is left entirely
to the parties, and the Judge may make adverse inferences from
non-production of vital documents, but he cannot compel
production. I was surprised to learn that I could not, under
French law award even day costs if either party was unready. Not
infrequently it happens that both the parties request the Court
to adjourn the suit sine die, and the Court has no option but to
adjourn it because in the eye of the French law, the litigants know
their interests best and if they want the suit to be taken off the
file, it must be taken off, to be restored only if and when they
want it to be restored. Many suits are kept in cold storage like
this for decades and our concept of forcing the pace of disposal
against the will of the parties or their pleaders is something
outrageous to French Lawyers.
Take, again, the system of Huissiers or Bailiffs through whom
judgments of French Courts are executed. The number of
Huisssiers in a place is limited by statute. They are not attached
to any Court. The litigant can choose any Huissier he likes and
entrust him with the execution of judgments. The Hussiers,
without any order from Court and without filing any execution
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petition in Court, can straightway execute the judgment by
attachment of movables, immovables, etc. The party aggrieved
may, of course, go to what is called the Refere Court and initiate
proceedings challenging the steps taken by the Huissier. In the
case of a sale of properties, the Huissier after issuing notices to
the judgment-debtor, has to seek the help of the Court under
whose auspices the auctions are held. Even plaints and petitions
are not straightway filed in Court. It is the Huissier chosen by
the litigant, who issues summons straightway to the opposite party
and calls upon him to appear in Court and then registers the
plaint in Court. One unfortunate rule of French law is that if
the Huissier says that he has personally served the summons or
notice upon the opposite party, the Court must presume it to be
true till the opposite party takes forgery proceedings against the
Huissier and establishes in the criminal Court that the
endorsement made by the Huissier is false. The burden of proving
fraud on the part of the Huissier is very heavy and difficult to
discharge. A French Advocate, who was dissatisfied with this
French Procedure, came and complained to me about the abuses
to which this procedure is exposed. He illustrated his objection
with reference to certain extreme instances. If there is a rich man
in the moffusil and a dishonest Huissier covets his property, the
procedure he adopts is this: He asks one of his relatives to make
a claim in Court against the rich man, gets himself appointed as
the Huissier for the proceedings, causes records to be made to
the effect that he has personally served the summons upon the
rich man, and causes the Court to pass an exparte judgment. In
the process of execution of the judgment also, he adopts the same
procedure with the result the property is brought to sale behind
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the back of the judgment-debtor and confirmed. The French law
is very strict in the matter of limitation, and after the period of
limitation is over, the Huissier takes proceedings for delivery of
possession. Only then the rich man wakes up to his predicament,
but by that time his relief would have been effectively barred by
the law of limitation. Some such instances were brought to my
notice and as Chef Du Service Judiciare exercising disciplinary
jurisdiction over the Syndicate of Hussiers, I issued a circular
calling upon the Hussiers to take the signatures of the opposite
party at the time of service and in case he was not available for
service, to take the attestation of at least two neighbours in proof
of the affixture of the notice or summons at the residence of the
opposite party. This circular, which would appear quite innocuous
in the eyes of the Indian Lawyer, upset the Syndicate of Huissiers,
who immediately rushed to the High Court, filed a writ petition
and got my circular stayed. I am glad to say that very recently in
about 1957 during the Regime of General De Gaulle, a rule was
framed to that effect in Continental France. But then, according
to the Huissiers, it did not apply automatically to Pondicherry,
because it had become part of India. This is the kind of hardship
that arises when too much faith is reposed in the presumed
integrity of the minions of law.
It is not possible within the limitations of this lecture to deal
with the different aspects of the French substantive law. If we take
the French law of Contracts, there are different species of it:
1) A contract is called unilateral when a person is bound
to another person, but the latter has not bound him. (Art. 1103,
Code Civil).
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2) A contract is symmallagmatique or bilateral when the
parties bind one another reciprocally. (Vide Art 1102)
3) The contract is commutatif (commutative) when each
of the parties binds himself to give or do something which is
considered as an equivalent to that which is given or done for
him (e.g. exchange).
When the equivalent consists in a chance of gaining or losing
for both the parties depending upon an uncertain event, the
contract is called alcatoir (alcatory) – (Vide Art. 1104).
4) A contract of Charity (Contrat de bienfaisance) is one by
which one of the parties secures the other a benefit which is
entirelty gratuitous – (Art. 1106).
5) An onerous contract (Le Contrat a titreonereux) is one
which obliges both the parties to give or do something. (Art.
1107).
All these contracts, whether unilateral or bilateral, are
enforceable at law.
The concept of consideration in the French law of contract
presents certain features which may strike the Indo-Anglican
jurists as odd. Our notion of consideration is that it must have
some value. But Article 1131 of the French Civil Code requires
that a Contract must be supported, not by consideration in our
sense but by “cause” which must neither be false nor illicit. The
word “cause” means any motive or inducement. Affection, for
instance, is a sufficient “cause” which satisfies the French law. Any
moral obligation, which binds the conscience, is also sufficient
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to validate the contract. The French jurists argue that even a
unilateral contract is enforceable. As an instance of unilateral
contract, Laurent, a French jurist, says that in the case of a loan,
the borrower alone is bound by virtue of a contract, and he must
return the thing lent, whereas the lender is not bound in the sense
that the borrower has no right of action against him. It may no
doubt be objected that the lender is obliged to allow the borrower
the use of the thing lent for the period agreed upon, and,
therefore, he is under an obligation. But the answer, according
to Laurent, is easy and decisive: “An obligation cannot exist
without correlative right. Thus, where there is a true obligation,
there is necessarily a right of action by a person to whom such
obligation is due. What then is the right of action to a borrower?
What sort of action has he against the lender? He has neither a
legal right nor a right of action. He has the right of using the
thing, no doubt, as it was given to him for this purpose. But this
right of user gives him no right of action against the lender. So,
the latter is under no obligation.” Laurent concludes that by the
loan contract, there is only one person who is under an obligation,
and only one person to whom the obligation is due.
If we turn to the French law of sale, we find that the sale is
complete as between the parties from the moment they have
agreed as to the identity of the property to be sold and the price
thereof and as between the vendor and the vendee, the property
passes to the purchaser as of right, although the thing may not
yet have been delivered nor the price paid. There are certain
exceptions to this rule. For instance, with regard to wine, for
which the French are famous, the sale is not complete until the
buyer has tasted the wine and approved it. When goods are sold
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as a lot, subject to being weighed, counted or measured, the sale
is not complete until the goods have been weighed, counted or
measured. If the seller fails to give possession within the time
agreed, the purchaser has the option of applying to the Court
and asking for cancellation of the sale. If the vendor of immovable
property has been damaged by receiving 7/12ths less than its true
price, he has the right to demand that the sale should be rescinded
even though by the terms of the contract itself he has renounced
any right to ask for rescission and the contract recites that the
full value has been given. This action for cancellation for undervalue is maintainable although there was no cheating or undue
influence proved. The mere fact of under-value to the extent of
7/12ths in the price implies under the French law that there was
no true consent under the ordinary principles laid down in the
Code Civile.
Turning to the law relating to gifts and wills, the French law
prescribes that a man can only dispose of half of the properties
by gift inter-vivos or by will if he leaves one legitimate child
surviving him. If he leaves two children, he can only dispose of
a third. If he leaves three or more children, he can dispose of a
quarter. The share which he can dispose of is called ‘Quotite
Disponible’ and the share which he cannot dispose of is called the
‘reserve’. If a man has disposed of by gift or will any share in excess
of the disposable share, the disposition is reducible down to such
quota or share when the succession opens. Doctors of Medicine
or Surgeons or Chemists, who have treated any one while he is
suffering from disease of which he dies, cannot benefit by any
dispositions of property made in their favour, whether such
dispositions are made by gift inter-vivos or by will in the course
of such illness.
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A will can be in three forms: (1) holographic, (2) by public
record, or (3) Mystic or secret. Numerous formalities are prescribed
for the latter two categories of wills. But in the case of a
holographic will, no formality is required, except that it should
be entirely written, dated and signed by the testator.
I shall next proceed to refer to the manner in which the
French juristic mind was brought to bear upon the interpretation
of Hindu Law. It is not unnatural that during the clash of
cultures, which are so different in genius and temperament as the
Indian and the French or the British the law of the subject people
should receive some amount of blood transfusion from the law
of the rulers. Even as the Privy Council in its brilliant and careful
interpretation of the Hindu Law freely engrafted on the Hindu
Law English notions of justice, equity and good conscience, the
French jurists very ingeniously grafted on to Hindu Law their
notions of the Code Civil. The Supreme Court of France, which
would interfere with the judgments of the French Indian Courts
only on questions of law, evaded responsibility for interpreting
Hindu Law by saying that questions of Hindu Law being
questions of customary law, were not questions of law, but
questions of fact. The result was that the French jurists, who
presided over the French Indian Courts, gallantly and freely
applied certain principles of the French Civil Code while solving
problems of the personal law of the Hindus in French India. The
French Government established a ‘Comite Consultatif ’
(Consultative Committee) composed of representatives of
different castes of Hindus, whose opinions on questions of Hindu
Law were considered but not always accepted by the French
Judges. Jurists like J. Sanner, who was a Frenchman and who was
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a Procureur de la Republique at Pondicherry and who wrote “Le
Droit Civil applicable aux Hindus” (The Civil Law applicable to
Hindus in French India), found great difficulty in regarding the
principles of Hindu Law with sympathy. In his book, he
frequently denounces the Hindu Law-givers for their “miserable”
subtletly, for their “unjust discrimination between the sexes” and
for their caste prejudices. As a result of the labours of the French
jurists like Sanner, the rights of the Hindus in French India in
relation to property have become very much like the rights of
Frenchmen in France. The Hindu Law notion that a son acquires
interest in the joint family property by birth has been done away
with. According to French jurisprudence so long as a Hindu father
is alive, he can sell his properties for good consideration, because
he is the sole and exclusive owner of the properties of the family.
His sons would have no power to impugne his sales so long as
the sales are genuine. The French Courts, however, have
endeavoured to do equity by permitting the sons to file suits
restraining prodigal fathers from wasting their properties. If waste
is proved, the courts appoint an Officer of Court, without whose
approval the father cannot alienate the properties. The Hindu Law
notions of pious obligation or of debts tainted with immorality
or illegality have played no dominant part in the shaping of
French Hindu Law in view of the almost absolute rights of
ownership attributed to the Hindu father in French India. But
so far as gifts and bequests of Hindu fathers are concerned, some
French jurists like Sanner attempted to transplant the concept of
“reserve” from the Code Civil into Hindu Law. In other words,
a Hindu father, according to them, could not gift or bequeath
more than half a share if he has one child, more than one-third
if he has two children, and more than one-fourth share if he has
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three or more children. When this problem came up before us,
Indian Judges, repeatedly, we, by reasons of our own psychological
conditioning gave solutions different from those given by the
French jurists. We discovered that the French “Arrête” dated 6th
January,1819, whereby the Civil Code of France was extended
to French India, made it clear that Indians, whether Christians,
Muslims or Hindus, shall be judged as in the past in pursuance
of the laws, usages and customs of their caste. In 1902, the
Supreme Court of France held that though the Hindus in the
French establishments of India are governed in accordance with
their personal laws, usages and customs, they are, however, subject
to the general provisions of the French Codes in cases where the
personal law makes no provision therefor and the provisions of
the French Codes are not incompatible with the personal law of
Hindus. (Vide: Dalloz– Jurisprudence Generale 1902–Part I page
300). The French Jurists like Sanner overlooked this arrête of 6th
January, 1819, in their anxiety to ignore the Hindu Law principles
and import French notions. We held that it is wrong to contend
that the Hindu Law as it is in force in Pondicherry had failed to
provide for what is called in French law “Quotite Disponible” or
the portion which is at the absolute disposal of the father by way
of gift or bequest. A custom has been prevailing among the
Pondicherry Hindus based upon the text of Brahaspathi, which
has been quoted at page 322 of the Collection of Opinions of
the ‘Comite Consultatif ’ made by Leon Sorg, the President of
the Tribunal de Premiere Instance, Pondicherry, in the year 1896.
According to Brahaspathi, the father can donate whatever is in
excess of what is necessary for the ‘conservation’ of the family and
where immovable properties such as house, land, garden, etc., are
concerned, whether they are self-acquired or ancestral, the father
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cannot donote more than 1/8th share therein. In fact, it is on the
basis of this text that the ‘Comite Consultatif’ gave an opinion
on 13th December, 1871, to the effect that a Hindu cannot will
or gift away more than 1/8th share of his properties. On the basis
of this opinion, we held that there has been a longstanding
custom among the Hindus of Pondicherry based upon the text
of Brahaspathi prohibiting the Hindu father from gifting or
bequeathing more than 1/8th share of his properties. The 1/8th
share, which the father could absolutely gift and bequeath has
been described by French jurists in the language of the Code Civil
as ‘Quotite Disponible’ and the balance as the ‘reserve’. As this
custom had been recognized from time immemorial we refuted
the argument of Counsel that the principles of Code Civil relating
to the quantum of the ’Quotite Disponible’ should be applied
to the Hindus in Pondicherry, because the Code Civil would only
apply where the personal law made no provision therefor.
I may next refer to another principle of Hindu Law, which
is peculiar to Pondicherry. Although the Hindu son has no interest
by birth in the property of the father, yet if he makes any
acquisition in his own name when he is under parental authority,
the French Courts have been presuming that the son’s acquisition
would form part of the family property. But this presumption
would not be available if during the life time of the father, the
son goes away from the parental roof and control and acquires
properties in his own name with his own earnings.
I shall next refer to the problem of conflict of laws which is
peculiar to the erstwhile French Colonies. After the annexation
of Goa, Portuguese laws were replaced over night by the Indian
laws. But unfortunately, due to certain historical reasons, this
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process was not adopted in relation to the French Indian
territories. The de facto merger of French Settlement with India
took place under a treaty of Cession in 1954. But it was not until
August, 1962, that the d’jure merger was brought about by an
Act of Parliament. During these eight years, the French system
of laws continued to be in force. Even thereafter the Indian Laws
were extended only in inconvenient instalments. By the
Pondicherry Laws Regulation of 1963, the Indian Penal Code,
Criminal Procedure Code and the Evidence Act were alone
extended to Pondicherry. But the Code Civil which dealt not only
with civil rights but also with rules of evidence was left intact.
Questions arose whether the rules of evidence laid down under
the Code Civil in respect of civil matters had been abrogated or
not by the Extension of the Indian Evidence Act. Further, all Acts
passed by the Indian Parliament subsequent to the de jure merger
automatically extended to the Union of Pondicherry because it
had become part of India. Subsequently, in 1968, the Pondicherry
Extension of Laws Act was passed, which left it to the Lieutenant
Governor to extend the Indian Acts by notification. 96
enactments came into force by notification made by the
Lieutenant Governor on 10-6-1968, 41 came into force on 1st
August, 1968, 9 on the 5th September, 1968, 22 on the 18th
December, 1968, and 3 on the 9th January, 1969. This gradual
Indianisation of the laws led to great difficulty in application
without a precise knowledge of the exact dates on which and the
extent to which the corresponding French laws were repealed.
Even after the coming into force of all the Indian enactments,
there are still certain areas of French law which remain unrepealed
and which continue to be in force in the Union Territory, with
the result that the administrators of law in the Union Territory
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will have to continue forever to apply the French law in those
areas which have not been repealed by the Indian enactments.
In other words, isolated islands of French law continue to survive,
surrounded by vast currents of Indian enactments. As for
‘renoncants’, they are persons whose forefathers under a French
law dated 21st Sept. 1881, renounced their personal laws and
opted to be governed by the French civil laws. Under the treaty
of cession between France and India, they have been exempted
from the operation of their personal laws, and they continue to
be governed by the French laws in relation to minority,
guardianship, emancipation, adoption, marriage, divorce,
succession, etc. Although the hierarchy of French Courts has been
supplanted by the hierarchy of Indian Courts under the
Pondicherry Civil Courts Act with effect from 5 Sept-1968, the
‘renoncants’ are still entitled to obtain from the Indian Courts
the peculiar reliefs provided by French law in respect of matters
of personal status. Apart from Indian ‘renoncants’ there are
thousands of ‘renoncants’ who have opted for French nationality
and who continue to live in the erstwhile French India. Important
questions of Private International Law arise frequently for
adjudication in proceedings initiated by these French nationals.
The Consul General of France raised a question as to whether
these ‘renoncants’, who have opted for French nationality, are not
entitled to apply to the Indian Courts or the French reliefs. It is
one of the elementary principles of Private International Law that
a foreign national including a Frenchman cannot ask the Indian
Courts to resort to the machinery of the French Law or to adopt
the procedure prescribed in the Code Civil, because the
machinery and the procedure contemplated by the Code Civil
are incompatible with the Indian law. In fact, I had to point out
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that even International Law and have been refusing to give to
aliens the benefit of the procedure prescribed by the alien law
when it is incompatible with the rules governing the French
Courts. (Vide Note 777 under the heading ‘Tutelle’ in Dalloz
Droit Civile Tome V) French Nationals residing in Pondicherry,
though they may be renoncants, will not, therefore, be entitled
to the reliefs and exemptions, which renoncants enjoying Indian
citizenship will be entitled to. As regards the Christians in the
erstwhile French India, they have throughout been governed by
the Hindu Law, because in the view of the French jurists
Christians in French India remained deeply attached to their
customs, and the code Civil could not been made applicable to
them. The Indian enactments relating to Christians regarding
divorce, marriages etc., have not, therefore, been extended to the
erstwhile French India. On the other hand, the benefit of any
statutory amendment of Hindu Law made by the Indian
Parliament exclusively for Hindus will not be available to the
Christians in the Union of Pondicherry, even though they
continue to be governed by Hindu customary law.
One other difficulty felt was that before French India became
merged with India, the Judgments of the French Indian Courts
were foreign judgments in the eye of the Indian Courts. But after
the merger, the French Indian Courts have become Indian; but
the judgments obtained in the French Indian Courts after the de
jure merger could not be executed in the Indian Courts because
the Indian Courts insisted upon the production of the decree of
the court as well as the non-satisfaction certificate. The notion
that every judgment must be accompanied by a decree and every
order must be accompanied by a decretal order is a notion peculiar
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to the Indian Civil Procedure Code. In the French system, there
are no decrees as such. The judgments would contain what is
called a formule executoir (executory formula), which would be to
the following effect:
“In the name of the French People, we, sitting in the Palace
of Justice call upon all Huissiers to execute this judgment and
call upon all Commanders of the Army and the Police Officers
and Officers of Government to give every aid to the Huissiers in
the execution of this judgment.”
When these judgments were sent to the Madras Courts for
execution, the Madras Courts refused to execute them because
they were not decrees but judgments. This difficulty was solved
by the Madras High Court amending the rules in this behalf.
There are several other fantastic anomalies and conflicts of
law, which the erstwhile French India is bristling with. When the
Indian Law Institute at New Delhi invited me to suggest the line
of research it could conduct at Pondicherry, I told them that the
Union of Pondicherry is a veritable jurists’ paradise, because, so
far as my knowledge goes, nowhere else in the world does a
medley of laws belonging to different system of jurisprudence coexist in the same place and at the same time.
Lastly, I might refer to four concepts which we can profitably
borrow from French jurisprudence and assimilate into our own:
(1). Assistance judiciare or judicial assistance to poor litigants
has been much more generous and less niggardly in French India
than under Order 33 of the Indian Civil Procedure Code. In
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France, once the Court declares a litigant entitled to legal
assistance, he is exempt not only from paying the Court fee due
but also from paying out of his pocket a single paisa towards the
expenditure of litigation. The court appoints an Advocate to
conduct his case and a Huissier to serve his processes. The
Advocate nominated by the Court is obliged under the French
law to advance out of his own pocket the entire expenditure
including payment of batta to witnesses. He has to maintain an
account in respect of the expenditure. If ultimately the litigant
he represents succeeds in the litigation, he is granted a decree for
the amounts which he has advanced and he can execute it
straightway and realize the amount. If, on the other hand, the
indigent litigant fails in the suit, the French Treasury pays the
Advocate the entire amount advanced by him. This is a system,
which I would heartily commend to Indian jurists for acceptance.
(2). Conseil De Famille: This institution of Family Council,
which has been fostered by the French, will also be of special
interest to Indian jurists. Where a minor has neither father nor
mother, the Family Council is appointed by the Judge de Paix
(Justice of the Peace), who presides over the Council. The Family
Council shall be composed of six relations, half of whom should
be taken from the father’s side and half from the mother’s side.
The meetings of the Family Council ought to be held in an
informal atmosphere at the residence of the Justice of the Peace.
The family Council appoints a guardian and a substitute guardian
in such a manner that the relationship between the two does not
make for collusion. The property of the minor cannot be sold
by the guardian except in accordance with a resolution of the
Family Council approved by the Court of First Instance. Most
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of the personal problems of the minor relating to maintenance,
education, etc., are solved by the Family Council. This institution,
in my view, is superior to that of the Judge under the Indian
Guardians and Wards Act, deciding questions of great importance
to the minor in a formal manner after hearing legalistic arguments
from Counsel and without any informal consultations with the
near relations of the minor.
(3). Police Judiciare (Judicial Police): We can emulate the
French by bifurcating the Indian Police into two divisions, one
concerned purely with the maintenance of law and order and
detection of crime and regulation of traffic; and the other
concerned exclusively with the investigation and prosecution of
crime under judicial auspices. If such a bifurcation were made,
confessions to the judicial police can be made admissible in
evidence, and the British suspicion of confessions to the police
as enshrined in the Indian Evidence Act can be eliminated.
(4). Partie Civile: In a recent Referred Trial Case, a Bench
consisting of Krishnaswamy Reddy, J., and myself imposed heavy
fines upon the accused persons, who were found guilty of rioting,
and directed compensation to be paid out of the fine, if collected,
to the victims of murder, hurt and arson. Owing to the inherent
defect in the Indian legal procedure, we found difficulty in
ascertaining the names of the dependents of the victims and
quantifying the compensation payable. It would be more proper
if all the victims or their dependents were allowed under the law
to join as parties to the criminal proceedings for the purpose of
claiming compensation. Damage to the victims of a criminal
offence must be as much the concern of the State as any damage
to Society at large caused by the criminal offence as such. Before
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fixing the quantum of damages awardable to victims, it is useful
and necessary for the criminal Court to record evidence, which,
though not germane to the proof of the crime, would be relevant
to the proof of the crime, would be relevant to the proof of the
quantum of the injury suffered. Though Section 545 Cr.P.C.
empowers the awarding of compensation to the victims, it is
deficient in two respects: (1) It does not provide that the victims
of the offence should be made parties to the criminal proceedings;
and (2) nor does it provide that evidence bearing upon the
quantum of compensation is admissible in the criminal
proceedings, even though such evidence may not be relevant,
under the Indian Evidence Act, to the proof of the crime. The
merit of the French system is that it allows the victim of a crime
to implead himself as a party to the criminal proceedings as partie
civile (civil party). Another merit of the French System is that the
victim of a crime is entitled to file an action civile (civil action)
in the criminal Court even if the State has failed to launch a
prosecution against the criminal (Vide Code De Procedure Penale
– Article 85). Even if a prosecution is launched and the accused
are acquitted, it is still open in the French system for the partie
civile to ask the Court to award damages resulting from the fault
of the accused in so far as it has been established by the evidence
on record – (Vide Article 91, Code De Procedure Penale). But
the demerits of the French system are (1) that it needlessly calls
upon the partie civile to pay court fee at the time he files his calim
in the criminal proceedings; and (2) the Prosecutor does not take
any interest in substantiating the claim of the partie civile or in
advocating his case, but leaves him to fend for himself. On the
other hand, in Australia, Sweden, Spain, Colombia and Italy, the
prosecutor himself is empowered to demand damages for the
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victims even where no action civile had started – (Vide pages 390
and 391 of the Modern Law Review – Volume 21 – 1958
Edition). The Italian Positivist, Ferri, recommended that the State
itself should first compensate the victims out of the general
revenue of the State and subsequently recover the damages from
the criminals and add the same on to the general funds. His
argument was that in principle, compensation for the damage
caused by the criminal offence is a duty of the State, and when
the State fails in its duty, as it does whenever crime is committed,
it should repair the damage caused by its fault and be subrogated
to any right of the injured party against the offender. This
suggestion was considered by the International Penological
Conference at Paris and Brussels and rejected, curiously enough,
as being in conflict with sound Penological principles. I think that
humanitarian considerations, rather than the logic of penology,
should guide us, and if our State, which is committed to the
welfare of the people, would undertake this noble burden, it will
go a long way towards creating a proper psychological climate in
which citizens will feel impelled to give more hearty and effective
support to the State in the prevention of crime.

*

*
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14
THE ENGLISH AND THE FRENCH
SYSTEMS OF JURISPRUDENCE
(Mr.Justice Maharajan’s impression on his foreign trip)
Interview- Law Weekly, Part 26, dated 22-08-1970

W

e offer our congratulations to Mr. Justice
Maharajan, who has returned after a successful
tour for about three to four weeks in the
Continent of Europe as a delegate to the International Conference
of Tamil Studies held at Paris . While in Great Britain , Mr. Justice
Maharajan had interesting meetings with Lord Denning, Master
of the Rolls, and Lord Justice Pennycuick, and when interviewed
by our Editor and Associate Editor and requested to give an
account of his experiences, Maharajan, J., said:
“We In India have been under the impression that the
Englishman is a very formal person, who would dress elaborately
for dinner even when he has none but himself to dine with and
who would travel for hundreds of miles without exchanging a
word with you unless he has been properly introduced. This
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image of the Englishman has been projected by the English
humorists themselves. But the spontaneous informality displayed
by the two English Law Lords of England was in refreshing
contrast with this traditional image.
As soon as a message was sent from the office of the Indian
High Commissioner in London that I wished to meet him, Lord
Denning took over the phone himself and telephoned to me,
“Come straight on, Mr. Maharajan. I wish to take you out for a
garden party at Lincoln’s Inn”. I cancelled all my other
engagements out of deference to the warmth of Lord Denning,
accepted his invitation and went straight to his Court House,
where Mr. King, the Secretary of Lord Denning, was waiting for
me. As soon as Mr. King took me to Lord Denning’s Chamber,
the Lord greeted me very warmly and asked if I would follow
him to the garden party. I said “Yes”, and he led me all the way
to Lincoln ’s Inn , where there was a gathering of about 400 men
and women. Lord Denning blushingly pointed out to me his own
statue which stands installed in Lincoln ‘s Inn. It is good to
remember that the English are slow to honour living men by
erecting statues for them. The statue bears testimony to the great
esteem in which Lord Denning is held by the British Bar. Then
Lord Denning introduced me to a number of persons at the party
in the following words:
“Here is a Judge from the Madras High Court. He does not
drink; he eats no meat; and he is a non-smoker,” The ladies
present were shocked that I could subsist without meat and wine,
and asked me how I managed to live. I said,” I am quite an
abnormal monster and I can teach you the trick.” The Bishop of
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London, who was present at the gathering and about whose food
habits I know nothing, declared in a solemn ecclesiastical tone:
“That is the way spiritual men should live.” Lord Denning
introduced me to Mr. Chitty, who is the son of Mr. Justice Chitty
of the Calcutta High Court and the grandson of the celebrated
author of “Chitty on Contracts”. The Chittys greeted me with
“Vanakkam” and spoke a few words in Tamil, and said that they
had been living in Madras for six years in the 1930’s. They were
visibly moved when they learnt that I came from Madras , which
is so near to their hearts, and they wanted me to convey their
“love to Madras”. After spending an hour in this convivial
company, Lord Denning said that he had to attend a Magistrates’
Conference and he asked if he might leave me behind and run
away. I told him that I would like to run away with him because
I had another appointment, too. He asked me, “Are you shy? “
I said, “No. I like this company. But I have to attend a reception
in the India House.” Lord Denning is about 72 years old, and
though he had to go in the opposite direction, he walked all the
way escorting me to a place near India House, and after pointing
out India House to me, asked me to convey his warmest greetings
to the Chief Justice of the Madras High Court and to Mr. Justice
Kailasam, who had recently met him. Thus, I parted company
with a man whose simplicity and cordiality are magnificent and
who has completely shattered my image of the formal
Englishman.”
Question: D
id yyou
ou meet any other Law Lor
d?
Did
Lord?
Answ
er: “Yes. Mr. Justice Pennycuick, who was no less
Answer:
informal than Lord Denning, invited me over the phone to lunch
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with him at 1 P.M. in the Middle Temple the next day. The first
question be asked me as I greeted him was about the Chief Justice
and other Judges of the Madras High Court. He told me that
his father was the Engineer, who had constructed the Periyar
Dam. He also took me very warmly to the Middle Temple,
waiting at each door to let me pass it first. He said that some of
the buildings in the Middle Temple had been constructed in the
sixteenth century and that the Middle Temple was bombed during
the last war and reconstructed. He pointed out the portraits of
many eminent British Judges since the fourteenth century which
adorn the walls of the Temple. He requested me to sit to the left
of Lord Justice Paul, who as the elected Treasurer of the year, sits
on a high chair and usually presides over the lunch. It was a heartwarming sight to see a number of Law Lords and Queen’s Counsel
mixing freely in the Middle Temple and taking lunch together
without any distinction between Judge and Advocate. When I
told Mr. Justice Pennycuick that I am a tea-totaller and a
vegetarian, he ordered vegetarian dishes and orange juice for me.
Out of courtesy for his guest, he refrained from ordering a hot
drink for himself and took only orange juice during the lunch.
Lord Justice Paul introduced me to Justice Sterling, whom he
described as a great Shakespearean actor and as the “leading light”
of the Amateur Dramatic Society, London. Lord Justice
Pennycuick intervened at this stage and informed Justice Sterling
that I had translated Shakespeare’s Hamlet, King Lear and
Macbeth into Tamil. At once, Justice Sterling fell into an animated
and interesting discussion about the characters of Shakespeare.
He told me that he had recently played the roles of Sir Toby Belch
and Sir John Falstaff. As a comedian, he wondered why I should
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not have translated the comedies of Shakespeare. When I said,
“I have not yet”, he remarked: “So there is hope you are going
to translate them”. I did not wish to violate the distinguished
comedian’s undoubted right to hope, and so, remained silent.
After lunch, Lord Pennycuick took me to the Lounge Room
and introduced me to some other Judges and Queen’s Counsel
as the man who had administered the French Laws in Pondicherry
and translated the Code de Procedure Civile. At once, all of them
exclaimed: “It must have been a thrilling experience to administer
a foreign system of laws. What is your reaction?” I told him, “The
Frenchman has based his jurisprudence on implicit trust in
human beings and the result is it needs a race of super men to
administrate it, and it is more often abused. On the contrary, the
Britisher has built his jurisprudence on implicit distrust in human
beings”. At this stage, Lord Justice Paul intervened to ask, “Do
you think law must be built on trust or distrust in human beings?”
I said, ‘The Britisher is right in distrusting Man. That is why his
system is a success and is fool proof and knave-proof. There is in
his system a series of built-in checks and counterchecks.” I also
told the Judges that we in India have been inspired by the British
concepts of justice and law and will continue to be inspired by
those concepts. The Judges were naturally pleased to hear these
sentiments. Justice Pennycuick said, not without some hesitation,
“I believe that the British concepts have come to stay in India”.
After the chat in the Lounge Room, I went with Lord Justice
Pennycuick to his Chambers. He said he was going to hear a long
winded and rather dull matter, and if I wished to attend his
Court, I might feel free to leave it whenever it pleased me. He
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asked the Clerk of the Court to provide a seat for me on the dais.
I went and occupied it before the Judge arrived, because I was
anxious to stand up along with the Members of the Bar and
respect the Judge as soon as he was ushered into the Court. The
hall is an ancient and solemn one in which the Chancery Division
case was being heard. I saw all the Barristers, men and women,
wearing wigs. The seats for the Barristers were arranged, unlike
in our High Court, in the manner of a gallery, the juniors sitting
in the upper back seats and the leading Counsel sitting in the
front rows. The Court crier ushered in the Judge softly with
“Silence please”. I stood up along with the Members of the Bar
and resumed my seat after the Judge sat down. For about ten
minutes, the Judge was hearing a petition argued by a woman
Barrister. After passing orders in the petition, the Judge rose up
and went to his Chambers taking me along with him. He told
me in the Chambers that the calibre of the Queen’s Counsel, who
were going to argue the main case, would be much higher.
Evidently, the Judge did not want me to judge the British Bar
by the performance of a junior member thereof. It surprised me
when he said that there are as many as 60 Judges of the High
Court of England. After some time the Judge went back to his
Court, myself preceding him, and occupying the seat allotted to
me. Before calling the main case posted for the day, Justice
Pennycuick was kind enough to tell the Queen’s Counsel present
in Court, “Mr. Justice Maharajan of the Madras High Court has
come to attend this Court. He wishes to hear your arguments”.
This was an introduction which I least expected from the Bench.
I wondered if in Justice Pennycuick’s place, I would have
introduced a foreign Judge to the Bar from the Bench. I must
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confess I am even more formal than the English. In fact, a
distinguished English writer told me a little later, “A hundred years
hence, Englishmen will be found, not in England, but only in
India .” This sharp remark and Justice Pennycuick’s hope about
British concepts having come to stay in India still revolve in my
mind in uneasy company.
As soon as Justice Pennycuick made the reference to me, all
the Queen’s Counsel present in Court stood up and bowed very
courteously, and I bowed in return. I felt within myself that this
thrilling gesture was in truth a message of symbolic significance
to the Madras Bench and Bar. I thought to myself, “I may be a
small man, but I represent the great traditions and ideals of the
Madras High Court, and for that very reason, this forensic tribute
has been paid.” It looked as though the British Bar stood up and
bowed in honour of the hundreds of distinguished Judges and
lawyers, past and present, that have contributed to the reputation
of the Madras High Court, which the Judges and Barristers in
London freely recognise and respect.
The Chancery Division case related to water pressure in a
mine and involved many technical problems, which were
presented by the Bar with great clarity, efficiency and above all,
incredible courtesy. As I listened to the arguments for about an
hour, I received the impression that the mutual courtesy between
the Members of the British Bar was so refined that when one
disagreed with the other, he was almost apologetic about it. I left
the Court of Justice Pennycuick bowing to him, and be
abandoned judicial formality and told me from his Judge’s chair,
“Please convey my best wishes to Mr. Chief Justice Veeraswami
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and also the other Judges of the Madras High Court.”-Now I
know that the English, who can be very formal at times, also
know where to draw the line”.
Question: Can yyou
ou tell us something about the Tamil
rance?
Confer
ence at P
aris and about F
Conference
Paris
France?
Answ
er: “Tamil is the only Indian language which has earned
Answer:
the honour of two International Conferences outside India. I
found representatives from 34 countries of the world attending
the conference at Paris. As for my impressions of the Conference,
it would be more appropriate to record them elsewhere than in
the Law Weekly. As for France, I must say that of the four
countries I have visited (France, England, West Germany and
Switzerland ) the most fascinating and adorable is France. Though
I roamed miles and miles through Paris, I could not see a single
hut or slum anywhere. The City, which has been built by
architects of great vision during the last 5 or 6 centuries, is most
beautiful during day time and even more beautiful at night time.
The great Tamil poet, Kamban, while describing the palatial
buildings of Lanka, exclaims:
Are they built out of sunlight,
inlaid with flashes of lightning!
Or made out of molten gold,
studded with pearls and gems!
One knows not
what stuff they are made on!
Oh! those towers pierce the giant clouds
and keep knocking against the Moon!
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- Kambar

It looked as though this dream of the Poet has crystallized
into the enchanting City of Paris . There is not one square inch
of space which the French artists have left unadorned.
The passion of the French people for freedom is most intense.
As Beaumarchais, a great French writer has said, “In a country
where there is no freedom to criticise, appreciation can have no
meaning or value.” But this freedom has led the young boys and
girls of France to break loose from all social and parental control
in the matter of sex and otherwise. That this freedom could be
used or abused to the maximum extent is demonstrated by what
I saw in France . There, I have seen people who can sink to the
lowest of depths as well as people who have risen to the highest
of heights. When I entered the celebrated Church of Notre Dame
and sat on a chair in the aisle along with other pious French
people, I found the paintings and architecture of the Church
lifting up my soul. With tears gashing down my cheeks, I lost all
sense of the ego. The atmosphere of the Church is charged with
as much mystic power as the atmosphere in Sri Meenakshi Temple
or the Tirupathi Temple ’.
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Question: D
id yyou
ou visit any other City?
Did
Answ
er: “Yes. I visited Frankfurt and Heidelberg in West
Answer:
Germany and Geneva in Switzerland .
Question: What do yyou
ou think of the conditions of Tamil
our tour abr
oad?
Nadu after yyour
abroad?
Answ
er: “I think that the culture of the Tamils is as good as
Answer:
any other culture in the West, if not better, and for a Tamilian
there can be no country as dear and conducive to happiness as
Tamil Nad.
In dress, food and in our manner of living, we are marked
by the utmost simplicity. Whereas in the West, they are increasing
and multiplying their wants, our social institutions have tended
to reduce our wants and our desires to the minimum and thereby
tended to secure that mental and spiritual peace, which seems to
elude the technologically more sophisticated nations. Psychically,
I feel that the very vibrations we receive from the atmosphere here
are radically different from, and more wholesome than those I
received while in Europe. They have speed in Europe, but without
direction; we have direction, but no speed. I suppose it is better
to crawl in the right direction than to gallop, you know not
whither”.

*

*
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15
ADDRESS AT THE CONFERENCE OF
DISTRICT JUDGES AND DISTRICT
MAGISTRATES
(15-04-1973)

M

y Lord the Chief Justice, Hon’ble colleagues and
colleagues of the state Judiciary,

While I was a District Judge, I made repeated representations
to the High Court about the need and the urgency for convening
a conference of this kind. Mr. Justice P.Rajagopalan, who had a
passionate preference for District Magistrates, vetoed my proposal
on the ground that the government would not pay travelling
allowance to the District Judges. I am delighted that our dynamic
Chief Justice has found the will and the means to convene such
a conference and translate our dreams into a reality. The beneficial
effects of such a conference are considerable.
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Very often, we start our judicial careers as District Munsifs
in some Taluk Centres. I myself was posted as District Munsif
first to Vriddhachalam. There you represent the very peak of
authority. Everybody looks up to you. Your judgments can make
or mar the lives of men litigating before you. If you are young
and immature, you become drunk with your own sense of
importance and become immune to all possibilities of
improvement. A Professor of Literature came and stayed with me
for some days while I was a District Munsif and after observing
all the incense that was being burnt before me, he said,
“You seem to be a most important person in this place. You
are in fact a dog on its own dung-hill”.
I would never forget this cynical yet true remark. Very few
could tell a Judge to his face what his defects are. Some sycophant
lawyers, on the eve of getting an order of attachment before
judgment or an interim injunction, come and tell you in the
Chambers,
“During the past 30 years, I have not seen a man with such
a wonderful knowledge of law and legal acumen as yourself ”.
Most of us take these flattering words at their face value. We
never bother to put ourselves under the microscope and detect
our own infirmities and limitations. We refuse to grow, because
we live in a kind of ivory tower, which is accessible only to a few
flatterers who assure us that we represent the limit of judicial
wisdom. The only corrective I can think of is to rub shoulders
with fellow judicial officers, compare notes with them and discuss
administrative and judicial problems with earnestness and with
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a view to self improvement. I used to hand over my judgments
after they were delivered to senior judicial officers and request
them to criticize my judgments candidly and mercilessly, so that
I could improve myself. I have benefited very considerably from
such discussions. I consider that judicial officers must have
enough humility to understand that it is part of their judicial duty
to be perpetual students, to learn every minute and to keep
sharpening their judicial sensibilities till they retire. That kind of
humility is bound to be induced by conferences of this kind.
I may recall the case of a friend of mine, who retired as
District Judge and who served under me as a Subordinate Judge.
He was blissfully unaware of his judicial infirmities till his
promotion was withheld by the High Court on the ground that
he did not know how to write a judgment. He came and
complained to me:
“All these 25 years, I have been a judicial Officer. I have never
been told by anybody that there was anything wrong with my
judgment. Will you please tell me what is wrong?”
I told him, “Evidently, you have insulated yourself from all
criticism. You reproduce the evidence of each witness in your
judgment: “P.W 1 says this, P.W 2 says that, D.W 1 says this,
and D.W. 2 says that.” You then list out the Exhibits and give
the particulars of those Exhibits. Then in the one and only
original sentence of yours, you say in your judgment: “I therefore
conclude that the plaintiff has no case and dismiss the suit”.
Now, this Judicial Officer had been doing it for two decades
and nobody at the Bar dare bring his defects to his notice. Had
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he compared notes with his colleagues and exposed himself to
healthy criticism, he could certainly have rectified his defects.
I want that the discussions of this conference must be in
groups, intimate and informal. Open yourself out to your
colleagues and ask them to criticize you in a friendly manner and
learn how to tolerate that criticism. Most of us have to work at
high pressure and we, therefore, tend to become mechanical and
wooden. Our former Chief Justice Mr.Anantanarayanan used to
say that the very act of judging fellow-men vitiates the Judge’s
personality. That statement contains, I am afraid, merely a half
truth. What vitiates the judicial personality is, not the act of
judging fellow-men, but the pernicious manner in which the act
is performed. If the act of judgment is informed by the cold light
of reason and the warmth of humanism and a missionary zeal to
render justice, it is bound to contribute to the fullness and
richness of a judicial career.
My learned brother, Mr.Justice K.S.Venkataraman, has told
you about the number of difficulties which we, at the Referred
Trial Bench, had to come up against. Once, my learned brother
had to spend six hours before correlating successfully the numbers
of Material Objects in a particular case with the item numbers
in the Chemical Examiner’s report. That was because the numbers
given by the Chemical Examiner and the Serologist did not tally,
and the numbers given by either of them did not tally with the
numbers allotted by the trial court to the Material Objects. Some
mistakes committed by an inadvertent Sessions Judge on this
account have caused two Judges of the High Court dealing with
the Referred Trial Case so many hours to trace the root of the
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mistake. If the mistake had not been traced and rectified, the
defence counsel concerned could argue with impunity that neither
the weapon nor the garments seized from the accused bore any
incriminating bloodstain. It is better, therefore, that sessions
Judges while examining the Magisterial Clerk and marking
through him the Magistrate’s requisition and the reports of the
Serologist and the Chemical Examiner, do the necessary
correlation of the Material Objects’ numbers with the item
numbers allotted by the three authorities, viz., the Sub Magistrate,
the Chemical Examiner and the Serologist. If care is taken to
record this correlation in the deposition of the Magisterial Clerk,
there will be no need to waste judicial time at any later stage.
Another thing I wish to emphasise is what has been referred
to by my learned brother Krishnaswamy Reddy, J., viz., the
importance and the value of the great weapon that section 165
of the Evidence Act gives every judicial Officer for getting at the
truth. The power given to the Judges under section 165 of the
Evidence Act is very much unlike the power a Judge enjoys under
the French system. While I was in Pondicherry and by force of
habit I tried to apply section 165 of the Evidence Act, I was
repeatedly told by French Jurists that the French Law expects a
Judge to behave like an Umpire in a boxing contest. He can give
a ruling – “It is fair or foul”, but he cannot participate in the
game or interfere with it. You must allow the parties to lead such
evidence as they choose. You cannot direct them to produce
documents. When both the parties ask the Judge not to go on
with the trial, but to adjourn it, the Judge should put the whole
case in cold storage till the parties in God’s good time want a
revival of the trial. The French theory is that the Court has no
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business to poke its nose into the affairs of the litigant, and the
litigants know their interests best. On the contrary, as pointed
out by my learned brother, section 165 of the Evidence Act assigns
a more dynamic role to the Judge in the quest for truth. It enables
and empowers the Judge to put any question he pleases to any
witness in any form at any time. You can even put irrelevant
questions, and neither party can object to it on the ground of
irrelevancy. The only limitation upon you is that you cannot act
upon irrelevant evidence. The section gives you a precious
opportunity to delve deeper and deeper into the case and get at
the truth. How many of our Judges have the inclination or the
energy to play the dynamic role, which the Evidence Act expects
of them? Take for instance, the expert’s evidence, which my
learned brother was referring to. Most of the doctors come into
the box in a sessions trial and impose themselves upon the Court
with their sesquipedalian Latinisms. They scare you off with
words. How many of you have the curiosity and the
inquisitiveness to probe energetically and scientifically into the
basis of the doctor’s opinion? If you do not understand their
quaint medical jargon, tell them, “I don’t understand your Latin.
Please explain in a layman’s language what you mean.” After
stripping the expert’s opinion of its pedantic clothing, we shall
be in a position to understand it and then probe into its rationale.
As a Sessions Judge, I would never take the correctness of the
doctor’s opinion for granted. Because my questions were
inconvenient, the doctors felt annoyed, and sometimes they felt
forced to swallow their own opinions, when they were made to
realise that they had been far too dogmatic. In fact, all the doctors
at Coimbatore went on a deputation to the Director of Forensic
laboratory some years back and reported to the Director that I
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was harassing them by putting them inconvenient and some
times, uncomplimentary questions. The Director told them, “ I
have been reading this particular Judge’s criticism of doctors and
I think his criticism is well founded. The doctors have a duty to
explain their opinions to the Court, and when confronted by the
opinions of authorities in their field, the doctors must have the
scientist’s humility to own their errors.” Very frequently, we find
young inexperienced men, who have put in just two years service
as doctors, getting into the box and giving emphatic and
unqualified opinions. Most of them are unscientific enough to
feel that they have a vested interest in their opinions. They
therefore try to justify their opinions by hook or by crook. Little
do they realize that the impact of their opinions on the evidence
has far-reaching consequences upon the lives and liberties of
citizens.
Once a lady doctor, who had a very bad reputation, - that is
what the then Director of Medical Services told me later, -came
into the box. She admitted a patient, who had received a stab
injury in the abdomen. She stitched up the external injury
without bothering to probe into it.
Thirty days later, the injured man died. The question arose
as to who was responsible for the murder. I had to decide the
difficult question whether it was the simple hurt caused by the
assailant that resulted in the murder or whether death was due
to the negligence of the lady doctor, who sutured up the wound
with unholy and negligent haste without even probing into it. I
had no option but to conclude that it was the doctor who was
responsible for the death. That doctor filed a petition in the High
Court for expunction of my remarks, and an eminent Judge of
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the High Court summoned the First Physician of the
Government of Madras to find out whether my opinion was
correct, and the First Physician was examined here as a witness,
- a rather extraordinary procedure. Luckily for me, the First
Physician agreed with my opinion and put the blame squarely
on the lady doctor. He opined that if the lady doctor had probed
the wound and treated the patient, she could have discovered the
puncture in the peritoneum and saved the patient by giving him
the proper treatment. If I had unquestioningly accepted the lady
doctor’s opinion, I would have had no option but to send the
accused in that case to the gallows. Had I done so, I would have
been guilty of a grave miscarriage of justice. That is why I say it
is immoral for a Judge to be bamboozled by an expert into
accepting his opinion uncritically. It is the duty of a Judge to
equip himself with knowledge in the special field of the expert.
Otherwise, he will be brow-beaten and confounded by the expert.
Take for instance, the Workmen’s Compensation cases, in which
doctors give gratuitous opinions about the loss of earning capacity
of workmen as a result of his losing an eye or a limb or a finger.
The doctor can certainly speak with authority about the extent
of disability suffered, and say if it is a permanent partial or a
permanent total disability. But he does not have the expertise
necessary to estimate the loss of earning capacity of the disabled
person – which is a matter to be decided by the Judge on the
basis of relevant evidence. Most Judges, I find, accept the doctor’s
opinion as gospel truth and rely upon it, even without discussing
it. It is, therefore, good to remind you, as my learned brother
Krishnaswamy Reddy, J., has done, of your statutory duty to find
out the truth undistracted by the attempts of either party to
distort the truth. Mr.P.Ramakrishnan, who retired as a Judge of
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this Court, was the Principal District Judge of Tirunelveli, and I
had to handle a brief before him, when I was a member of the
Turunelveli Bar. Suddenly, the Judge asked, “You say your client
is truthful. How are you to find out the truth? I replied, “Truth,
they say, lies at the bottom of a bottomless well. You can never
see truth uncontaminated in this world. Absolute truth is not
available for mortal eyes to see. All truth is mixed with untruth.
Therefore, it is all the more difficult for the Judges to sift truth
from untruth.” Speaking of judicial difficulties in getting at the
truth, I desire to say that we must give the Judges every available
facility for finding out the truth. When I was a Session Judge at
Coimbatore, I made a request that the High Court might be
pleased to supply to every Sessions Judge a human atlas produced
by an English Company. It gives a three-dimensional
representation of the human system and is in three parts. One
part gives a three dimensional representation of the skeletal
system, the second part, of the muscular system, and the third
of the nervous system. If a sword 9" long is thrust upward in the
lower part of the abdomen, it is difficult for us to imagine which
internal organs will be affected by the thrust. But this atlas will
show us vividly the route of the injury. It cost Rs.15 in those days.
But the request was turned down by the High Court on the
ground that it would be costly to supply the atlas to every Sessions
Judge. (At this stage, the Chief Justice announced that he would
direct the atlas to be supplied to every Sessions Judge.) I am so
happy that my Lord the Chief Justice is now accepting my
request, which was turned down previously. I dare say that it will
be of immense help to the Sessions Judges.
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Another thing which I may refer to is the need for Judges to
take special interest in weeding out corruption. I think much can
be done by the Sessions Judges in that direction. While I was
Sessions Judge at Madurai, I learnt that whenever I passed a bail
order, the Bench Clerk concerned would retain the copy of the
order with himself and would not part with it to the lawyer till
he was paid Rs.100. This had been happening, I was told, for
over ten years. I told the Bench Clerk in open Court within the
hearing of the Bar:
“As soon as I pass a bail order, I will give the office half an
hour to get it typed. It must be brought to my table by 1 P.M.
for my signature, and the copies will be delivered in open Court
to the lawyers concerned at 1 P.M.”
This practice immediately eliminated the corruption that had
been in vogue for over a decade. If you have the missionary spirit,
the zeal of a crusader, and if you feel that you are the instrument
of a higher power sitting on the Bench, you must be able to find
out many other effective ways of eliminating corruption of this
kind. Lastly, I wish to say a word or two about exhibitionism in
judgments. I have in my hands two judgments of a Sessions
Judge. I have regard for his erudition and his wholesome cultural
interests. So, I do not wish to mention his name. In one of his
judgments, this is what he states:
“The learned Counsel for the accused submitted that there
are instances in epics which show that the son had murdered his
mother. He quoted in this connection poem No.144 in ‘Uthara
Kandam’ in Kambaramayanam at page 643, sixth volume, by
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V.M.Gopala Krishnamachariar, 1962 Edition, wherein it has been
stated that Parasurama who had been directed by his father
Jamathagni killed his own mother Renugathevi since while she
had gone to the river Ganga for bathing and bringing water for
doing “Omam” by her husband, on seeing Chitrarathan, a
Gandharva playing in the river along with Apsara women, had a
liking on him and stood for sometime seeing him and when she
came back to her husband with the water after some delay, her
husband finding out the cause for her delay directed his first four
sons to kill her without any hesitation in their mind saying that
she had lost her chastity since she had a liking for a moment
towards a Gandharva. But they refused to do so; but when
Jamathagni directed his fifth son Parasurama to kill his mother,
Parasurama killed his mother at once in obedience to his father’s
direction in order to save Dharma.”
After dealing with the Parasurama episode, the learned Judge
proceeds to quote several songs from Kambaramayana,
presumably in order to prove that matricide is not something
unusual.
Now, I shall take up the other judgments. That is a case where
a mother commits infanticide, and that is the provocation for the
Judge to narrate elaborately the story of “Nalla Thangal”, and then
to make a reference to Shakespeare’s Merchant of Venice, from
which nearly 25 lines are quoted beginning with the line, “The
quality of mercy is not strained”. These quotations, apart from
failing to clarify any obscure truth of psychology or reinforcing
any relevant argument, give the impression of an utter lack of
judicial sobriety and dignity. Not that I am against literary
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pursuits by Judges. I would certainly like them to have the
experience of enlargement of consciousness by sousing themselves
in literature. But if that kind of extra-judicial learning is going
to affect, impair or subvert the judicial faculty, it would be better
for a Judge to abandon such pursuits. Literature ought to give
you a correct imaginative and human approach to problems that
you have to tackle. It ought not to intrude into the judgments
as a piece of exhibitionism. I remember Chief Justice Spens of
the Federal Court of India writing a judgment in which he made
uncomplimentary references to Mr. Justice Sen of the Calcutta
High Court and compared him with Alice in Wonder land. After
the matter was remanded to Mr.Justice Sen, the latter in a
judgment of austere dignity, admonished the Federal Court Judge
for violating all judicial convention by referring to a fictitious
character in the judgment. The Law Reports of England show
that you can improve your judgments without importing
literature into them. One exception to this rule was Lord
Birkenhead, who was a triple First in Law, Literature and Politics
and who had an extraordinary sense of appropriateness and could
therefore quote literature in his judgments and get away with it.
Milton, after becoming blind, wrote a sonnet on his blindness.
He said, “God, you have made me blind, I trust you will accept even
a blind man’s services. The King has ambassadors, who ride across
the hills and dales to foreign lands and serve him loyally. The King
has also a Guardsman at his palace gate, who by merely standing
and waiting at the gate serves the King with equal loyalty.” After
expressing this sentiment, Milton closed the sonnet with the line,
“He also serves, who stands and waits”. Lord Birkenhead quoted
this line in a classic judgment of his. A man went inside his house
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and committed murder, whereas his friend stood at the gate to
see nobody interfered with the murder. The question arose
whether the accessory before the fact, that is to say, the man, who
waited at the gate, would be equally guilty with the principal
offender. Lord Birkenhead, while holding that he was equally
guilty and inflicting life sentence on both, wound up his
judgment with the Miltonic line, “He also serves who stands and
waits.” I do not think that men of lesser stature should ever
attempt to quote from literature in their judgments.
In March, 1943, that is, three months before I was appointed
as District Muncif, I happened to make a speech on “Laughter
and Tears” under the chairmanship of Mr.P.V.Balakrishna Iyer,
who was the then District Judge of Tirunelveli and who later
became a Judge of this High Court. The theme of the speech
constrained me to send the audience into peals of laughter and
then to make them shed tears of pathos. In his concluding speech,
Mr.Balakrishna Iyer remarked, “Mr.Maharajan has been recruited
to the judiciary. Very shortly he will be a District Munsif. I wish to
give him this warning, If you are going to import laughter into your
judgments, you may have to shed tears”. That is a piece of advice
which I have tried my best to follow and which I commend to
all of you for acceptance.

*

*
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16
REFLECTIONS OF A RETIRED JUDGE

A

fter having been on the Bench for 32 years and
previously, at the Bar for eight years since 1935, I
have gladly accepted the invitation extended by the
Editor of the “CARAVAN” to record the impressions which cross
my mind at the time of my retirement, and to formulate some
problems, which, in the interests of the nation, require to be
tackled forthwith.
As an Advocate, I enjoyed the thrill and joy of battle at the
Bar, but my emotional make-up was such that I completely
identified myself with my clients and suffered with them their
anxieties, frustrations and triumphs in litigation. My vested
interests in my forensic fortunes prevented me from seeing Truth
in a spirit of detachment.
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But, after coming to the Bench, I gained a new freedom and
started functioning in an atmosphere of healthy unconcern for
the consequences of my decisions. My main concern was with
Truth as I saw it, and I found I could see the Truth more clearly
from the Bench than I could see it while at the Bar. From the
detached elevation which the judicial office gave me, I could see
the human drama in all its pathos and splendour, and I could
engage myself in the high enterprise of seeing Man in the
perspective of his cosmic destiny. This instilled in me a humility
of approach to every judicial problem that arose before me, and
constrained me to bring to bear on the solution of every problem
all the moral and intellectual resources that I could command. A
Small Cause suit might be a small cause in the eyes of a
statistician, but in my eyes, its adjudication demanded as much
judicial attention as a Zamindari suit involving crores of rupees.
I have always felt that a wrong decision given hurriedly in a Small
Cause suit might possibly inflict more harm upon the fortunes
of a poor man than a wrong decision in a rich man’s case.
Law is after all a man-made institution intended to give effect
to hazy human concepts of justice and it will not work
satisfactorily unless the administrators of law are not only guided
by the cold light of legal logic, but are also suffused with the
warmth of human imagination. The ultimate guarantee of justice,
as has been said, is the personality of the Judge.
As I look back in retrospect upon my 32 years on the Bench,
I think I have had occasions to err, but I have the satisfaction
that those errors were not the result of any conscious prejudice
on my part. As I regarded my judicial work as part of my spiritual
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discipline ,I have always endeavoured to put myself under the
microscope to see that the my sub-conscious prejudices, which,
like any other man, I have inherited from the amoeba downwards,
did not affect my decisions. But I suspect that the unconscious
prejudices of my ego might possibly have, left their stamp upon
my judgments.
However, I hasten to add that the judicial process has
invariably given me joy,— a joy as great as that I derive from
literature, if not as great as the joy that Yogic contemplation has
given me. I have revelled in law and in the application of the law
to the myriad facts of the human predicament. I do believe that
Literature and Art, and above all, a spiritual out look can refine
and deepen the judicial perception. I may say that I never allowed
narrow legalism to overwhelm my sense of justice and I have never
allowed my personal concepts of justice to overspread the limits
of law. Thanks to the thousands of lawyers that have appeared
before me in the Moffussil and the city, my life on the bench
has been most exhilarating and rewarding to me.
Though during arguments, I might have, for the sake of
clarification, examined and perhaps disagreed with the views of
eminent Judges, I have never allowed myself the indiscipline of
ignoring citations, which I was bound to obey. In a country, where
freedom is a recent acquisition, it is but natural that many citizens
should assure themselves of the reality of freedom by challenging
everyone and everything of importance in public life. But this is
a temptation which the Judiciary must resolutely resist. We expect
the Judiciary to be an exemplar of restraint and reticence. But I
am distressed to find an occasional Judge converting the Court
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into a pulpit for propagating his pet theories and favourite cliches.
Such outbursts are bound to confound and demoralize the
subordinate Judiciary, whose unfortunate duty it is to respect even
the obiter dicta of Courts of record. Not un-often we see the
spectacle of a single Judge refusing to follow an earlier single Judge
ruling; of a Division Bench showing the blind eye to the
propositions of law laid down earlier by a Full Bench; of a full
bench laying down law diametrically opposed to that laid down
by a Fuller Bench without even so much as referring to the Fuller
Bench ruling. If such omissions take place because of failure of
the Advocates concerned to bring the earlier ruling to the notice
of the Court, such omissions need not cause serious concern.
But if Courts at the highest level consciously disregard earlier
rulings because it does not suit them, they will be introducing
an element of grave uncertainty in the field of law and human
relationships.
Illustratively, I may refer to a decision of a Bench of five
Judges of the Supreme Court of India in Prabhu. v_. Ramdeo
and others (1967 I S.C.J. 60). There, it was conceded that a
mortgagee could not create an interest in the mortgaged property
which would ensure beyond the termination of his interest as
mortgagee, and consequently, any lease granted by the mortgagee
would come to an end the moment the mortgage was discharged.
But the Supreme Court added that where before the mortgage
was terminated, the tenant of the mortgagee has obtained certain
rights and privileges under a statute, the principle that the lease
is co-terminus with the mortgage would no longer hold good,
because the statutory rights and privileges of the tenant are neither
traceable to, nor derived from, the mortgagee, but have been
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conferred upon the tenant by the statute. If the tenant of the
mortgagee, during the currency of the mortgage, has been
conferred certain rights and protection under a special statute,
he would be entitled to those rights and protection
notwithstanding the fact that his landlord’s rights have terminated
as a result of the discharge of the mortgage. This is a proposition,
which was laid down by a Bench of five Judges of the Supreme
Court. This judgment was pronounced on 28th February, 1966.
On 26th September, 1969, two Judges of the Supreme Court,
in All India Film Corporation Ltd v Shri Raju Gyan Nath (1970
II S.C.R. 581), without referring to the ruling of the five Judges,
held that the East Punjab Urban Rent Restriction Act could not
be taken advantage of by the tenant in that case, because the
tenant had obtained the tenancy agreement from the mortgagee,
and the mortgagee’s right had been terminated by the redemption
of the mortgage, and there was, therefore, no tenancy to be
protected under the East Punjab Urban Rent Restriction Act. In
other words, this decision refused to take into account the
principle laid down earlier by the Full Bench to the effect that
though the lease may terminate with the mortgage, the lessee may,
independently of the mortgage and the lease, secure protection
under the statute. It is noteworthy that one of the two Judges
that gave the later ruling had been a party to the earlier ruling of
the Supreme Court. The earlier ruling has not been so much as
referred to in the later ruling
Take, again, the ruling of the Supreme Court (K.S.Hegde and
A. N. Grover JJ) in the Commissioner of Income-Tax v.
Rameshwarlal Sanwarmal (82 Income-Tax Reports 628). There,
the learned Judges had to consider the question whether the shares
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that stood registered in the name of the manager of a Hindu joint
family were taxable as dividends in the hands of the Hindu
undivided family. Their Lordships held that where the shares
acquired with the funds of the Hindu undivided family were held
in the name of the Kartha, the Hindu undivided family could
be assessed to tax under the Income -tax Act on the dividends
from those shares. This judgment was delivered on 22nd
September, 1971. On October, 12, l971, a Bench of two Judges
of the same Supreme Court (and one of them was K. S. Hegde
J.) in Commissioner of Income-tax v. C. P Sarathy Mudaliar (83
Income-tax Reports 170) laid down the proposition, which is
plainly opposed to that laid down three weeks earlier, and
proceeded to observe:
“It is well-settled that a Hindu undivided family
cannot be a shareholder of a Company. The
shareholder of a Company is the individual, who is
registered as the shareholder in the books of the
Company. The Hindu undivided family, the
assessee, in this case, was not registered as a
shareholder in the books of the company, nor could
it have been so registered. Hence, there is no
gainsaying the fact that the Hindu undivided family
was not the shareholder of the company.”
The effect of this decision is that even though the shares were
registered in the name of the Manager of the undivided Hindu
coparcenery, the dividends therefrom would be taxable in the
hands of the individual in whose name the shares stand registered,
and not as dividends in the hands of the Hindu undivided family,
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of which the registered holder is the kartha or the manager. That
such conflicting decisions should emanate from the highest Court
in the land is perplexing, especially when one remembers that the
time interval between these conflicting rulings is as short as three
weeks, and one of the two Judges who has been a party to the
later ruling had been a party to the earlier one as well. Such
conflicting rulings, whatever the reasons for the conflicts may be,
would have an unsettling effect upon the Indian citizen. The
doctrine of precedents is founded on a basic notion of fairnessthat like cases will be decided alike. Consistency on the parts of
Courts is an important virtue, because it permits citizens to
predict the reaction of Courts in a given situation. It gives the
citizens the confidence that a Court will not decide a new case
before it according to the impulse it may have at the moment,
but will act consistently with prior decisions. No doubt, if
precedents are found for good reasons to have been wrongly
decided, the prior decisions can be overruled. But to show the
blind eye to a precedent without even noticing and overruling it
reflects a dangerous trend. As a retiring Judge, I deem it my duty
to call attention to it.
Soon after the French Revolution, love of individual freedom
was running riot in France, and the French jurists expressed their
abhorrence for precedents by prescribing in Article 5 of the Code
Civil as follows:
“Judges are forbidden, when giving judgments in
the cases brought before then to lay down general
rules of conduct or decide a case by holding it was
governed by a previous decision.”
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In fact, when I was the Chief of the Judiciary in the erstwhile
French India, I remanded a case to the lower Court, but the lower
Court refused to carry out my directions in the remand order on
the ground that my view of the law was, in its view, erroneous.
This shocked me into making a research into the history of
French law and to find that normally a quashing decision of the
Supreme Court of France is not binding on the lower Court,
unless all the Chambers of the Supreme Court consisting of about
48 Judges sat together and gave a decision. Such a decision on a
point of law would bind the inferior Court and that too, in that
particular case. I think it is wise to ignore the French example
and follow the British respect for precedents. In fact, Lord
Tennyson sang of England as a country
“Where Freedom slowly broadens down
from precedent to precedent.”

I may make use of this occasion to sound another note of
alarm. I have always been of the view that the attempt of Courts
to legislate must be reduced to the minimum. It is for the
legislature as the voice of the people to express through their
enactments the desires and needs of the people. Where the
legislative intent is clearly expressed and constitutional limits are
not exceeded, Judges must defer to the legislative will and give
the fullest effect to it, even if it be contrary to the private opinions
of Judges. No doubt, legislative enactments cannot provide for
the enormous complexities of Indian Society, and where there are
loopholes and ambiguities in the enactments, Judges have to
exercise their power of interpretation and incidentally, to make
law. But, there is a tendency in certain judicial quarters to depart
from the letter and spirit of the law under the guise of
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interpretation. This leads to needless confrontations and to angry
and hasty amendments of statutes, which ultimately give rise to
further complications, from the social point of view.
Lastly, I wish to emphasize that words are the tools with
which we, Judges, lawyers and legislators, have to work. If we wish
to work effectively, we must keep the tools in good order.
Unfortunately, we have to use a foreign language as a tool of
expression. Draftsmen not well-versed in English, use clumsy
long-winding sentences, each of which crawls awkwardly like a
tapeworm across a whole printed page. Such sentences very often
express the very opposite of what the draftsman intended. Lust
for words makes some Judges use a plethora of words where one
word would suffice. The result is that precision is the first casualty.
Two thousand years ago, the Tamil Poet Tiruvalluvar wrote a
couplet, which may be translated into English as follows:
“ Utter not a word without making sure
there’s no other word
to beat it”.

If we cannot follow this advice to use the inevitable word,
while employing the foreign medium of English, let us honestly
switch over to our own mother tongue and use it as the
instrument of legislative, judicial and forensic expression. If this
is not practicable in the present Indian situation, we must take
serious and immediate steps to acquire a mastery of the English
language. The minimum objective in passing an enactment or
writing a judgment is to convey meaning, but beyond that are
the really interesting objectives of precision, clearness, logic and
grace. Thomas Jefferson, whose mother tongue was English- and
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ours is not- spent eighteen days writing and re-writing the
Declaration of Independence. Voltaire was known to spend a
whole night toiling over one sentence. We have a great many
statutes. Thousands are passed each year, if we add up the total
production of our Parliament and State legislatures. Several
thousand judgments are written annually interpreting these
enactments. I do not know if the needed amount of toil goes into
the production of these enactments and judgments. Nor do I
know if the persons concerned are making efforts to cultivate the
English language for attaining the objectives with which we use
it in preparing laws and judgments. This is a problem which we
cannot ignore without disastrous and unpredictable consequences.
I retire with the satisfaction that there is sufficient
statesmanship and wisdom in our country for tackling these
problems satisfactorily. Complexification is the law of evolution.
There is increasing tension and violence around us, even around
Courts. Problems will become more and more complicated in the
future. I do hope that the challenges of the future will be
effectively met and the Bar and the Bench will have a creative
role to play in meeting those challenges.

*

*

480

*

17
“THE HIGH-BROW”
Dr JJustice
ustice S M
ahar
ajan
Mahar
aharajan
(Radio-Talk, 25 May1957: 9.15 P.M.)

C

ertain fictions have their use in the field of Law, Life
and Literature. They may be fictions, but they serve
to demonstrate certain points of view.

Take, for instance, the fiction of the reasonable man in law.
Nobody has seen him in flesh and blood. He has no habitation
except in the imagination of the jurist. But the behavior of the
“reasonable man” is held up to us as a model. He is the standard
by which the degree of care shown by you is judged. Let us
suppose you are hauled up in a Court of Law for rash and
negligent driving and running over a man. The question the legal
folk will ask is, “Did you, in the circumstances of the case, act
with the reasonable care of the reasonable man?” If you didn’t,
you will have to serve a term for manslaughter.
A similar fiction rules the roost in Politics and Economics.
There, the question is, not “What the reasonable man would
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think or do”, but “what the man-in-the-street would think and
feel”. The man-in-the-street may be a myth, but he holds the
yard-stick by which political and economic programmes are
measured and judged.
As we turn to literary and art criticism, we come across the
character called the “High-brow”. He is doubtless a myth, but a
myth, which is as handy as the “reasonable man” and the “manin-the-street”.
The expression, “High-brow” is evidently an Americanism
and it requires some research to ascertain what it exactly connotes.
Even Fowler, that learned and exquisitely cynical author of
“Modern English Usage”, is uncertain whether this word means
the same thing or different things. I should think this is a word,
which, like the chameleon, changes its complexion with the
context in which it is found.
The American, who coined the word, must have been a
“Low-brow”, that is to say, a person who was not very intellectual,
one who had simple tastes in Literature and Art, one who
preferred detective stories to Shakespeare and Thucydides, one
who preferred “ Dabba Sangeetham” to the abstract graces of
higher music. I conceive that this plain person met a gentleman
of grave countenance and weighty circumstance, trailing clouds
of Teutonic learning and quoting profusely from Latin, Greek and
Sanskrit, in a bid to overwhelm his listener’s understanding. It is
at this meeting, I fancy, the learned man must have raised his
eye-brows in lofty contempt and his victim must have shouted
out in agony, “Oh! You are a High-brow!”
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The High-brow has the temperament of an Aristocrat and
cannot help approaching you from an Olympian altitude of his
own. He is sorry to be a little superior, but he cannot help it.
Perhaps, the High-brow’s contempt for the Demos is welldeserved. We are living in times when the doctrine of “ One
man—One Vote” is invading the field of Art and working havoc.
The ordinary Philistine is becoming increasingly powerful not
only in Politics but also in Literature and Art. As the Philistine
pays the piper, he insists on his right to call the tune, and the
poor artist is forced to come down from his Ivory Tower to the
market place and vulgarize his Art suitably. The man-in-the-street
demands excitement; he applauds what is gaudy and bizarre; he
responds to loud colours and louder music; he has no patience
with the finer cadences, the greater intricacies and nuances. The
uncultured man requires to be tickled and harrowed by Art and
Literature, because he has little taste and less judgment. This
explains the arrogant in-difference of the Scholar and the Artist,
who look down on their fellow-creatures from a proper elevation.
It is perhaps essential that they should keep the aristocracy of Art
from the vulgar gaze. The vulgar may decry them as High-brows,
but High-brows will unconsciously continue to play the part of
policeman for Art and Literature.
“We are God’s Chosen Few,
All others will be damned,
There is no place in Heaven for you,
We can’t have Heaven Crammed”

However, there is one aspect of the High-brow which I
cannot sufficiently deprecate. It is hightime that he realizes that
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scholarship need not be as dull and heavy as a maund of scrap–
iron; it can be as light as a high explosive.
By the by, my High-brow friend, why do you talk in language
so learned, so obscure and so unintelligible that you make me
feel unduly inferior? Display of superior knowledge is as vulgar
as display of superior wealth. Your knowledge should tend, more
definitely that the other fellow’s wealth, towards good manners.
Pray, when you talk in English, why do you use those
sesquipedalian Latinisms, which I do not understand, and I
suspect, you do not understand either. And when you talk to me
in Tamil why do you use Sanskrit words, which I do not know
or do not fully understand? You pronounce them as if you were
one of the select Few, to whom Sanskrit is second nature. You
remind me of another High-brow friend of mine, who was
repeatedly referring to “Don Kee Hotay”. As I felt distressed by
my ignorance, he proceeded to explain, with great pride, that Don
Quixote is pronounced by the Spaniards as Don Kee Hotay. To
say a Spanish word in the middle of an English sentence exactly
as if it would be said by a Spaniard, no doubt, demands an
acrobatic mouth; the facial muscles have to be adjusted to a feat
of a different nature and as suddenly, recalled to the original
condition. The hearer may wonder what a deuce of a fellow you
are, but, nonetheless, he is annoyed and vexed by your vulgar
exhibition.
Another handicap of the High-brow is that in the rarefied
atmosphere in which he lives he is apt to lose touch with the
realities of life and to develop, what I may call, a “sense of
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disproportion”. There was a distinguished Indian Orator, who
wasted his whole lifetime learning the correct pronunciation of
English words. The story goes that at dead of night, a neighbor
rushed to him and told him excitedly that his grand child was
being raped. The great orator raised his very eye-brows in cold
disdain and admonished his neighbor, “It is not rape, my young
man, and it is “raipe!”
Some of the High- brows distrust the masses so deeply that
they condemn all Art that appeals to the masses as cheap. To
them, real or serious Art must be beyond the comprehension of
the masses. They demand of the Artist, not only expression of
obscurity but also obscurity of expression. In their eyes, Bharathi’s
Poetry and Kalki’s prose lack art, because they are intelligible and
not obscure. Difficulty seems to be the quality which this species
of High-brow requires. To him, nothing is art, unless you need
commentators to explain it. He would declare a book bad, because
it is easy; he would declare it good, because it is difficult. The
“High-brow” is “Dwijaha”- a twice born person; he has achieved
eminence by hacking through a wilderness of difficult and dull
books. An intelligible book, which is non-challantly delightful and
which appeals to the masses, appears to the High-brow to belong
to the plebian class. The morbid assumption is that what is
popular must be inherently and necessarily bad , and that
uncultivated human taste is naturally perverse. To wash it of its
original sin, the High-brows steep themselves in the morass of
obscurity, surrealism, cubism, musicism and what not.
Then, there is the other type of High-brow, who without
deep knowledge of Art and Literature, passes for a critic. He is
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no more than a Dilettante, who is eager to swim with the
fluctuating currents of fashion. Look at those two importantlooking persons going round that Picture Exhibition. They go
into ecstasies before a certain mystic painting, thinking it is that
of Nandalal Bose. Suddenly, one of the two turns to the Catalogue
and discovers that the painting is that of a lesser celebrity.
Forthwith the two turn away from the picture, which they had
been so strenuously admiring and pass on to the other corner
where Nandalal’s picture is hanging and fall into raptures before
it. They do not think for themselves; their thoughts and their
very ecstasies are borrowed and second hand.
They remind us of the story of the two Italians, who
quarreled so bitterly over the relative merits of Tasso and Ariosto
that at last they decided to settle the dispute by fighting a duel.
The duel proved mortal to both and as they lay dying on the
ground, one of them said to the other “And to think I have never
read a line of Tasso or Ariosto”. “Nor I either”, said the other and
then both expired.
In Tamil literary history, we have intelligent concretizations
of certain wholesome types of Highbrows. We meet the fearless
Nakkirar. Lord Shiva had improvised a poem in which he sang
hallelujahs to the natural fragrance of Parvathi’s lock of hair.
Nakkirar, the High-brow, challenged the validity of this statement
and maintained that no woman’s hair could have natural
fragrance. When the Author of the poem threatened to open his
third eye, Nakkirar stuck to his guns, and got burnt. Apparently,
Nakkirar was too much of a Rationalist to believe in body-odor,
but he richly deserved the martyrdom that was thrust upon him.
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Seethalai Sathanar, on the other hand, was a sensitive and
timid soul. He was so finely strung that whenever he came across
Low-brow poetry, he used to maim his own head with an iron
stile. Blood- letting of this kind gave him temporary relief from
the vulgarities of art.
Then, we have the bullying type of High-brow, represented
by Villi; he used to scissor off the ear-lobes of erring poets.
Ottakoothar was the most merciless of our High-brows. He
enjoyed a great autocracy in the Realm of letters. He decepitated
any poetaster, who committed the slightest mistake of grammar,
syntax or prosody. Modern trends in Literature and Art indicate
the need for such stern Monitors.

*

*
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18
MY EXPERIENCE IN INTER-FAITH
DIALOGUE
(Speech Delivered at the commemoration of the 19th centenary
celebration of St. Thomas, organised by Fr. Ignatius Irudayam, founder
of Aikiya Aalayam, on 15-04-1972)

T

he very idea of holding an Inter-Faith Dialogue
marks a great advance in religious thinking. It
implies a refreshing recognition of the fact that all
religions have the same goal in view and that by putting their
heads together the religions would stand to gain. The Dialogue
is also a timely corrective to the assumption of the Established
Religions that each of them has a monopoly of spiritual wisdom.
Self-Conceit in any sphere is bad, but self-conceit in religion is
particularly dangerous, because it stultifies the very purpose of
religious pursuit, which is the elimination of egotism and the reestablishment of the Soul’s Contact with Ultimate Reality.
In fact, Saint Tirumoolar, the greatest Tamil mystic, has
drawn pointed attention to this danger in the following song:
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æƒè£óˆ ¶œª÷£O àœ«÷ àîòºŸÁ
Ýƒè£ó ñŸø ÜÂðõ‹ ¬èÃì£˜ ê£ƒè£ô
º¡ù£˜ Høõ£¬ñ ê£˜¾ø£˜ cƒè£„ êñòˆ¶œ
G¡ªø£N‰ î£˜è«÷.
They care not
that the Inner Light should dawn upon them
and carry them
to the egoless state of Beatitude;
They think not of Death;
Freedom from Birth they seek not;
They damn themselves
By standing ceaselessly
In the Death-grip of the religions.

This is the warning that Tirumoolar issued, not to men of
Religion, but to men of Religious intent. In fact, this is the
warning that genuine mystics of all religions have issued to erring
mankind. But men have always tried, inspite of these warnings
to convert their respective religions into coat-pegs from which
they could hang their little egos. The vast majority of men find
in their religions a mere outlet for their egotistic effusions or an
excuse for displaying their metaphysical erudition. Worse still,
they derive from religion an inspiration for wrangling with those
who believe in a different Faith and for destruction of those who
refuse to fall in line.
Fortunately, mankind has arrived at a stage when it has
become disillusioned with the achievements of religions. Some
men have become violently anti-religious and assert, wrongly, that
the total elimination of religion will cure us of all our ills. A few
have, however, started re-examining the fundamentals of all
religions in order to find out the greatest common measure and
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to salvage what is essential in religion and sift it from what is not.
The Inter-Faith Dialogue represents this attempt of the Few.
In these dialogues, we have made an earnest attempt to get rid
of our angry incomprehension of the other man’s Faith. This does
not mean that these dialogues are always free from the possibility
of friction. The stubborn attempt to project one’s own religion
as the most efficacious will be there, but we may claim that the
dialogues have induced in us a wholesome reverence for one
another’s religion and may transform our spiritual perspective.
These dialogues have served to convince me that there have been
great seers in all religions and all of them speak almost in the
same accents about their experience of God. If there is any
disagreement among the theologians, it is mostly due to
differences in their habits of thinking, in their social and climatic
set-up and in their linguistic traditions of expression. It may also
be due to the differences in the digestive capacity and maturity
of those to whose needs religions have to cater.
Apart from the dialogues, we have had congregational prayers
and meditation. Once we went into a silent and solemn
meditation, which lasted nearly half an hour and it was
memorable for the reason that it was able to unite in communion
about 20 persons belonging to Faiths as different from one
another as Saivism and Vaishnavism, Catholicism and
Protestantism.
The success of these efforts is mainly due to the contagious
sincerity of Fr. Ignatius Hirudayam. His genuine reverence for
and understanding of other religions are uncommon and his
loving personality has been able to smoothen out and tide over
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the teething troubles of this new-formed Aikya Alaya. In fact, his
knowledge of Saivite and Vaishnavite devotional and metaphysical
literature is so intimate and accurate that Saivites and Vaishnavites
find his company, particularly congenial and homely. We do hope
that further collaboration in this great endeavour may further
enrich the participants an enable them unitedly to tread the
Unitive Way.

*

*
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19
THE GANDHIAN EPIC IN
CONTEMPORARY SOCIETY
[Broadcast Talk by S.Maharajan dated 14th May 1973]

G

andhiji is dead no doubt, but is Gandhism dead?
And what is Gandhism? Has it any relevance to
contemporary life? How has it influenced
mankind? These are some of the questions I shall try to answer
in the course of the next few minutes.
First, as to what is Gandhism. It is a bundle of psychic and
spiritual energy released by Gandhiji’s Experiments with Truth, - - energy which has survived the physical disintegration of his
body. He was in constant touch with the source of his being
through prayer. He said, “Prayer has saved my life. Without it, I
should have been a lunatic long ago. ……. In spite of despair
staring me in the face on the political horizon, I have never lost
my peace. In fact, I have found people who envy my peace. That
peace comes from prayer. ........... I have given my personal
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testimony. Let every one try and find that as a result of daily
prayer, he adds something new to his life”. It is through prayer
that Gandhiji realised inter-relatedness and indeed the oneness
of all life. This realisation enabled him to overcome all egoistic
fear and hatred and to fill his heart and soul with a se1f-effacing
love. The multitudinous mass of men may present an appearance
of diversity. But they are in fact psychically grounded in an
ultimate unity. If we go deep down into the sub-conscious mind,
all superficial differences between man and man disappear and a
harmonising unity is all that remains. The only way to eliminate
inter-personal friction is to forge a weapon out of the stuff of that
residual unity, and that weapon is selfless love. It harmonises the
part with the whole. Hatred, on the contrary, wrenches the part
from the whole. So does violence. From an inner discovery
through prayer of the unity of all life, Gandhiji proceeded to
discover that loving non-violent resistance (Satyagraha) is the only
efficacious weapon available to man for fighting against injustice
and tyranny.
George Bernard Shaw ridiculed this concept of Satyagraha
by saying: “The non-violence of the cow down the ages has not
converted the tiger to vegetarianism.” The Shavian analogy is
striking, but inapt. The non-violence of the cow results, not from
a deliberate self-giving courage, but from an unthinking fearful
timidity. The cow exerts no soul force upon the tiger for the
righting of a wrong, nor is the tiger susceptible to those finer
sensibilities, which even the most depraved of humans responds
to.
If a man hits another with a stick and the victim hits back
with a similar weapon, both act within the frame work of
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violence, and every violent blow gives the assailant a certain
assurance of superiority. If there is a crowd looking at this single
combat, it will applaud the more violent of the two. Suppose the
victim, instead of retaliating violently, remains calm and cool and
collected, and says that truth is on his side, and that both sides
should examine the situation and abide by the truth, such a
person would be displaying a superior kind of courage. He would
rather suffer at the hands of his opponent than inflict suffering
upon him. He bares his chest to the blows of his adversary, but
shows no sign of fear or resentment against the evil-doer. His nonviolent resistance will surprise the assailant because the victim’s
scale of values is different from that of the assailant. A little later
the assailant would lose self-confidence and poise until at last he
becomes thoroughly demoralised. The bystanders would be quick
to realise that the courage of the non-violent man is superior to
the courage of violence. The justice of the non-violent resister’s
case would then acquire a new authority and prestige. Love would
ultimately reassert itself and the issue would be decided in favour
of the Satyagrahi, provided of course he is championing a
righteous cause. This is Gandhism as successfully applied by
Gandhiji in settling the irritating and stupendous problems that
arose between slave India and the mightiest empire in history.
As Albert Einstein, the greatest Scientist of this century,
remarked: “Gandhiji demonstrated that the allegiance of men can
be won not merely by the cunning game of political fraud and
trickery, but through the living example of a morally exalted way
of life.” He added, “Revolution without the use of violence was
the method by which Gandhi brought about liberation of India.
I regard Gandhi as the only truly great political figure of our age.
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Generations to come will scarce believe that such a one as this,
ever in flesh and blood, walked upon this earth”. This is the
reaction of the most brilliant mind of our times to Gandhism. It
is, therefore, idle to ask the question if Gandhism is relevant to
contemporary life. The indications are that it will become
increasingly relevant as the use of new destructive weapons of
devastating effect bring home to us the utter futility of violence
as an instrument of arbitration.
We shall next consider if the Gandhian concept of nonviolent resistance has been successfully applied in other countries.
During the Nazi invasion of Denmark in April, 1940, the Nazis
pledged that they would not interfere with the civil liberties of
the Danes. Contrary to the pledge, however, the Nazis displayed
the Swastika emblem from a Danish public building. The Danish
King protested that this act was contrary to the occupation
agreement, and demanded that the emblem be removed. The
German Officers refused, whereupon the Danish King said he
would send a soldier to remove it. The Nazis replied that the
soldier would be shot. “I’m that Soldier,”” retorted the King. At
once, the Nazi flag was lowered.
Likewise, during the Nazi occupation of Norway, the
Norwegian people silently resisted the invaders’ will with grim
endurance. But neither the Danes nor the Norwegians underwent
any scientific training in non-violent resistance. Their resistance
was spontaneous and sporadic, though successful.
It was in the United States that Martin Luther King applied
the methods of Gandhiji after giving intense training to his AfroAmerican followers. In Montgomery, Alabama, racial segregation
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prevailed in the buses, though the United States Supreme Court
had ruled in 1954 that segregation in public schools was
unconstitutional. In the buses, the first four rows of seats were
reserved for the Whites and the last three rows for the AfroAmericans. If a Whiteman boarded the bus when the first four
rows were filled with Whites, the bus driver would ask the AfroAmerican to move back and he would have to stand while the
Whiteman took his seat. One Mrs. Park, an Afro-American,
quietly refused to stand up or move back. She was arrested for
violating the Segregation Laws, and this triggered off a Civil
Resistance Movement under the leadership of Martin Luther
King. Angry and violent Afro-Americans obeyed Dr.King, who
told them, “Non-violence can touch men where the law cannot
reach them. It is the method which seeks to implement the just
law by appealing to the consciences of the great majority who
through blindness, fear, pride or irrationality have allowed their
conscience to sleep.” Dr. King added: “It is my hope that as the
Afro-American plunges deeper into the quest for freedom and
justice, he will even plunge deeper into the philosphy of nonviolence. The Afro-American must say to his White brother, “We
will match your capacity to inflict suffering with our capacity to
endure suffering. We will meet your physical force with soul force.
We will not hate you, but we will not obey your evil laws. We
will soon wear you down by pure capacity to suffer.” It is this
attitude of Gandhian non-violence that had earned for millions
of Afro-Americans freedom from injustice.
Dr. King was only 7 years old in 1936 when Gandhiji told
Professor Thurman, an eminent Afro-American, that Satyagraha
would flourish best perhaps in the United States of America.
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Dr. King was so inspired by Gandhian thinking that he felt it a
religious duty to visit India. As he landed in India, he said, “To
other countries I may go as a tourist, but to India, I come as a
pilgrim.” Perhaps, the far reaching implications of the Gandhian
epic in contemporary society may be best described in the words
of Dr. King, and here are his words: “I left India more convinced
than ever before that non-violent resistance is the most potent
weapon available to oppressed people in their struggle for
freedom. It was a marvellous thing to see the results of a nonviolent campaign.”

*

*
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20
THE JARGON OF THE ART CRITIC

In the north-eastern coast of Ceylon, there is a stretch of
sandstone, which is known all over the world as Jargoon or Jargon.
It is a species of quartz of the translucent or smoky variety. Light
cannot pass through it except with some reluctance. It is
suggestive of that smoky underworld, where dialecticians argue,
and it becomes darker and darker.
It was a favourite fancy of Samuel Rogers that “perhaps in
the next world the use of words may be dispensed with-that our
thoughts may stream into each other’s minds without any verbal
communication.” It is an idea which is fascinating. It would save
us from the terrors, which the clumsy instrument of human
speech inflicts.
Language stands like a veil between the writer and the reader.
It becomes most effective when the veil becomes thinnest and
most transparent. And the texture or pattern of the veil ought
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not to distract us from the thought behind it. But, in the hands
of some writers, the veil becomes an opaque and impenetrable
mask or curtain. Some sardonic genius, who suffered from the
tyranny of dense and unintelligible writing, must have called it
“jargon”, because it resembled the silicate Zircon, which, as I have
said, is found in abundance in the sands of the Ceylonese coast.
Now, the man who is addicted to jargon, is called a jargoneer,
although I prefer to call him a jargon-wallah. His main demerit
is his inability to think straight and write straight. Supposing a
man is carried home drunk, he would not say so. He would say
that the man was conveyed or transported to his place of residence
in an intoxicated condition. He won’t ask you for a pinch of
snuff, because that would be too honest and straight. He would
insist on dipping his digiterial extremities into your odoriferous
concavity and taking the pulverized atoms, thrust them into the
nostrils of his nose. The roundabout methods of circumlocution
gratify his vanity and perhaps impress the ignorant. But they
remind us of the spectacle of the domestic dog, whizzing round
and round to bite his own tail. One suspects that the dog has
an itching sensation in his posterior and his circumlocution has
an aim and purpose, which the jargon-wallah lacks.
The Babu may say, “I am glad and sorry to tell you that I
have passed and failed in Shorthand and Typewriting respectively.”
When he says that, he is not resorting to jargon. He resorts
merely to respectively-ism. In his eagerness to tell you all things
at once the Babu telescopes his success and his failure, his
shorthand and his type-writing, his gladness and his sorrow into
a strange juxta-position. But he does not, like the jargonizer,use
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words to display his learning or to hide his ignorance or to make
you feel inferior. And the poor fellow gains our sympathy.
But, when the Art Critic speaks, I refuse to extend the same
charity. He puts me in an atmosphere of painful strangeness with
his jargon which keeps intruding between him and me at every
step. By all means, let him speak of the treatment of light and
shade in a painting. But, why should he keep calling it the
chiaroscuro of the painting? He won’tcall a spade a spade; his
pompous vanity requires him to call it an agricultural implement!
As the art critic is spouting his chiaroscuro, his poor reader has
to painfully turn over the pages of the Dictionary and discover
that chiaroscuro means nothing more than light and shade, and
that it is an Italian word derived from the Latin, ‘ClarusObscurus’
(clarity and obscurity).
Hardly have you recovered from the shock of Chiaroscuro,
when the critic mumbles something about the “patine” of the
painting lacking vitality. Oh! My lord, bring the Dictionary again
and what does ‘patine’ mean? It is an incrusation on surface of
old bronze or gloss produced by age on woodwork. Evidently,
our jargon-monger has extended the meaning of this word to the
surface appearance of paintings. He puts an impossible strain
upon words and metaphors, twisting and contorting them and
producing savage jargon of yells and brays and screams.
There is an eminent critic nearer home-I shall not tell you
his name-He always delivers his verdicts with an air of
omniscience. Discussing the art of Vikatam in a Weekly, he utters
the following gibberish:-
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“The art of Vikatam is a melange of many ingredients”
(‘Melange’, mind you, need not drive you again to the Dictionary.
I have looked it up myself and it means merely a mixture) “The
Art of Vikatam,” says the critic, “is a melange of many ingredients,
whose individual flavours are not submerged, but contrapuntally
arranged in a complex harmony.” This gentleman mixes in his
decoction not only ingredients but also incongruous metaphors.
I won’t object to his arranging musical notes in a harmony, simple
or complex. But, what he does is to arrange tastes and smells in
a harmony and he does so with the aid of that outlandish adverb,
“contrapuntally”. It is part of the witchcraft of this critic to hunt
for the little known devils and imps in the nether-land of
expression and use them to bolster up his fading omniscience.
“Contrapuntally” is a poor devil, which has been rusting unused
in the dictionary for ages, till it received deliverance from this
trafficker in jargon. The word “contrapuntally” is intended to
convey what the more familiar word, “counterpoint” conveys. It
means the mode of adding melodies as accompaniment, a mode
in which the melodies can be changed in position above and
below one another. What this musical device has to do with Art
of Vikatam, the jargonizer alone can tell!
Obscure and pretentious verbiage of this kind provoked
P.G.Wodehouse to create an unforgettable character in one of his
Mullinear. Stories Cyprian is the name of the abominable Art
Critic, who steps into the studio of a struggling and irritable
painter by name Ignatius. The Critic examines the picture
through a blackrimmedmonacle-He moves his head about in great
solemnity, peers between his fingers and makes funny art-critic
noises.
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“Y-e-e-s” grunts Cyprian.
“M’Yes. Ha! H’M” The thing has rhythm (Evidently he
means the painting) It has undoubted rhythm, and to an extent,
certain inevitable curves, and yet, can one conscientiously say that
one altogether likes it? One fears one cannot.”
“No?” asks the irritated artist.
“No” says Cyprian. He toys with his left whisker, massaging
it for purposes of his own. “one quite inevitably sees at a glance
the “patine” lacks “vitality”.
“Yes?” growls the artist.
“Yes” says Cyprian. He shuts his eyes, opens them, half closes
them once more, fiddles with his fingers and expels his breath
with a hissing sound. “Beyond a question, one senses in the
patine a lack of vitality, and vitality must never be sacrificed. The
artist must use his palette as an orchestra. He should put on his
colours as a great conductor uses his instruments. There must
be significant form. The colour must have flatness, a gravity, shall
I say, an aroma? The figure must be placed on the canvassin a
manner not only harmonious, but awake. Only so can a picture
quite too exquisitely live. And as regards patine …..” Before
Cyprian could finish his jargonic sermon, the artist bundles him
up and sends him rolling down the staircase, which, you will
agree, is the only right thingto do. Novelists, like Wodehouse,
can take liberties with their characters, liquidating them when
they become intolerable. But the difficulty with us, poor mortals,
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is that the “contrapuntal” critics are not fictitious characters, but
live persons. Much as we would wish to do it, we cannot bundle
them up and roll them down the staircase - May we rest content
with calling the bluff!

*

*
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21
IN RETROSPECT
(1977)

Last May, I completed 64 years on this planet. 64 years has
been a big enough chunk of time, if you look at time with the
eyes of Youth, but to a Methuselah, 64 years may look trivial.
Even to me, who has lived through these 64 years, they look like
64 hours.
In infancy, I found that time was at a stand still, perhaps
because as a child, I was so absorbed in life and living, that I didn’t
psychologically take note of the passage of time. But after crossing
the time of manhood in the fifties and sixties, I find that time
flies with such rapidity that a week speeds passed like a day. May
be that as the last zeal approaches, we become more conscious of
physiological time and we wish to slow down its passage.
As I look back at the fabric of my life, I discover in it a design,
which was being slowly and mysteriously unfurled in my 20th year,
I could not discern it. Even in my 30th year, I had no glimpse of
it. But in my 64th year, I see it so clearly with a hind-light, many
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events that took place in my life which at the moment of their
happening, gave me bitter disappointment; evidently because I
didn’t have the requisite foresight. But when I look at them in
the light of subsequent events, I realize how those temporarily
disappointing events are going to enrich me in future.
As a student in St. Xavier High School and College at
Palayamkottai, my main ambition was to become a Journalist. I,
therefore, equipped myself for the job in several ways. I studied
many books and I consciously sharpened my power of articulation
in English and in Tamil.
Due to circumstances beyond my control, I had to abandon
my ambition of becoming a Journalist. This was in 1931. The
very high marks that I had obtained in Chemistry in the
Intermediate Examination made my parents to persuade me to
apply for the Chemistry Honours Course at the Presidency
College, Madras. In those days, it was easier for a camel to pass
through an eye of a needle than for a moffusil student to get
admission in the Chemistry Hons. Course at the Presidency
College. When I got a card admitting me in that course, I felt
patent that a signal honour had been conferred upon me. But in
my heart of hearts, I was disappointed, that I should give up my
long cherished ambition of becoming a Journalist and join a
Course which had nothing in common between it and
Journalism. It took some days for me to resolve it and when I
did come to Madras in the first week of July, 1931, Dr. Fyson, a
rather extraordinary Englishman who was the Principal at the
Presidency College, snubbed me for coming late and said, “ a seat
in the Chemistry Hon. Course in the Presidency College will not
wait for you young man; because of your delay in coming, it
has been allotted to another. You may go back home.” After
receiving this snub, I turned my back to Madras and proceeded
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to Annamalai Nagar and joined B.Sc Course in the Annamalai
University, which was then a students’ paradise. The foundation
for the great and challenging responsibilities, which I was to
assume later in life as an adult, was laid in my University life at
Annamalai Nagar. I became the Chairman of the prestigious
University Union. I became the Student Editor of the Annamalai
Nagar Miscellany. Then I became the Chairman of the Tamil
Union as well. These offices trained me in those skills and taught
me those virtues which were indispensable for the proper
discharge of the challenging duties and responsibilities with which
I was entrusted later on and of which I had no notion whatsoever
at that time. During the Chemistry Course in 1931, a great
institution offered me an attractive scholarship for going to
Germany and undergoing a course in Textile Chemistry. My
ambition was now to become a great Textile Chemist and to
restore the ancient glory of India in the manufacture of Gossamer
Textiles. I, therefore, started learning German assiduously and
with staring eyes looked forward to my visit to Germany. But
in 1933, Hitler made a bitterly anti-Indian speech, and my father
who read the speech, told me: “My boy, you are not going to
Germany.” I felt the whole knowledge that I had gathered for
the purpose of becoming a Textile Chemist had, like the
knowledge that I had gathered for the purpose of becoming a
Journalist gone to waste. I felt deeply frustrated, and with a view
to make the best of the bad situation, I applied for admission to
a Mining Engineering Course of Dhanbad. I got information that
I would be admitted; but then my father , who was the Circle
Inspector of Police and who had a great admiration for the
Judiciary, told me: “ I don’t want my son to be called a Miner.
He must one day become a Judge”. This was the prediction made
in 1933 and though he died in the succeeding year, in 10 years,
I became a member of the State Judicial Service, in 30 years, I

507

became the Chief of the French-Indian Judiciary and in 36 years
after the prediction, I was elevated to the highest Court in the
State of Madras.
Usually, lawyers and judges dare not cross swords with
witnesses, who are experts in medicine, Engineering or any other
branch of science. But during my seven years at the Bar and my
32 years on the bench, the knowledge I had acquired for the
special purpose of becoming a Journalist and the knowledge I had
acquired for the purpose of becoming a Textile Chemist, enabled
me to tackle medical, engineering and scientific experts with a
confidence and an insight, which my non-scientific colleagues
didn’t enjoy. It is true that because I could not peep into the
future, I felt unhappy when my well-laid plans for becoming a
Journalist or a Chemist were frustrated. But when I look at these
frustrations in the light of subsequent events, I see that it had
for shaping me all these years with one pointed concentration so
that I might ultimately become a Judge of my fellow men – a
post which I occupied for 32 years of my life.
I was practicing as an Advocate at Tirunelveli for eight years
from 1935 and during that period, I enjoyed the thrill and joy
of battle at the Bar. But my emotional make-up was such that I
used to completely identify myself with my clients and to suffer
with them their anxieties and their frustrations. The litigants
judged me purely by the favourable verdicts I could secure. In a
fiercely competitive profession like the Bar, I had to keep myself
intellectually fit all the time. But vested interest in my forensic
fortunes prevented me from seeing Truth in a spirit of
detachment.
But after I became a District Munsif in 1943, I gained a new
freedom and started functioning in an atmosphere of healthy
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unconcern for the consequences of my decisions. I was no longer
under an obligation to please my pay-masters (the litigants) by
securing verdicts in their favour. My main concern as a judge was
with Truth as I saw it, and I could see the Truth more clearly
from the Bench than I could see it at the bar. From the detached
elevation which the Judicial office gave me, I could see the human
drama in all its pathos and splendour and I could engage myself
in the high enterprise of seeing man in the perspective of his
cosmic destiny.
The Judicial Office instilled in me a humility of approach
to every judicial problem that arose before me and constrained
me to bring to bear on those problems, all the moral and
intellectual resources at my command. A Small Cause Suit might
be a small cause in the eyes of a statistician; but in my eyes, its
adjudication demanded as much judicial care and attention as a
Zamindari suit involving crores of rupees. I always felt that a
wrong decision given hurriedly in a Small Cause Suit may possibly
inflict more harm upon the fortunes of a poor man than a wrong
decision in a rich man’s case.
Law is after all a man-made institution, intended to give effect
to human concepts of justice. It will not work satisfactorily unless
the administrators of law are not only guided by the cold light
of legal logic but also suffused with the warmth of human
imagination. But the ultimate guarantee of justice , as has been
said, is the personality of the Judge. The more enlightened the
personality of the Judge, the more satisfactory is the quality of
his judgment.
As I look back in retrospect upon my 32 years of the Bench
– as a Munsif, s Subordinate Judge, a District Judge, as Chief of

509

the French Indian Judiciary and ultimately as Judge of the Madras
High Court, I think, I have had occasions to err; but I have the
satisfaction that those error were not the result of any conscious
prejudice on my part. As I regarded my judicial work as part of
my spiritual discipline, I always endeavoured to put myself under
the microscope to see that my sub-conscious prejudices, which I
have inherited from the amoeba downwards, did not affect my
decisions. But I suspect that the unconscious prejudices of my
Ego might possibly have left their stamp upon my judgments.
However, I hasten to add that the judicial process has
invariably given me joy – a joy as great as that I derive from
Literature if not as great as the joy that Yogic contemplation gives
me, I have reveled in law and the application of the law to the
myriad facts of the human predicament. I do believe that
literature and art and above all a spiritual outlook can refine and
deepen the judicial perception. I tried my best not to allow narrow
legalism to overwhelm my sense of justice or to let my personal
concepts of justice overspread the limits of law. I found that
effecting a reasonable compromise between the litigating parties
is more satisfying than delivering a learned erudite and reportable
judgment. I recall to mind several divorce cases, in which timely
intervention by the Court put broken parts of a Home together
and enabled the wife and the husband to live in peace. A college
lecturer, after begetting three lovely children, quarreled with his
wife and remained separate from her for several years. Ultimately,
they resorted to my Court and asked for a divorce. I advised both
the husband and the wife to sink their differences and told them
how horrible their future was going to be, if their family life broke
down. The wife was as indignant as the husband in rejecting my
advice. I allowed both to let off steam and to scold each other as
bitterly as they could and when I felt that they had given vent to
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all their pent- up feelings, I called their three children into the
Court, they ranged in age from 12 to 3. I told the youngest of
the children, a toddler of 3 years old, “ Your father wants to live
away from your mother. Whom would you like to live with?”.
All the three children burst into tears and shouted in unison, “
our father and mother must live together and we will all of us
live with both of them”. The words uttered by the children
especially those of the 3 year old boy, had such a dramatic effect
upon the quarrelling couple that they decided to live together with
their children. Immediately a compromise was drafted and filed
into Court, and I saw to it that the husband , wife and their three
children boarded the same taxi in my presence and went home
merrily together. Three years later, I accidentally met them at a
theatre and I was thrilled and moved to hear from both of them
that they were living happily and they had begotten a fourth child
and had named him after the Judge, who had made peace
between them and saved their family from going to pieces.
However, there were a few other cases in which I failed to bring
about an enduring reconciliation probably because I failed to
show a little more sensibility that leaves me wondering what a
disastrous impact judicial insensibility can have upon the lives of
individuals.

*
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