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AUTHORS’ NOTE

Tuis book has gone through the Press under un-
usually difficult circumstances. During most of the time
one of the authors has been in Mesopotamia, the other
in India. Partly from this cause, and partly through
practical difficulties of printing, there are a few minor
inconsistencies in the application of the system of
transliteration. —

The authors would have wished, had it been
possible, to alter the note on stanza 17 (p. 27), whicl)
is there treated as a case of intercession for others.
Fuller comparison of this hymn with other similar ones
in Tamil religious poetry cdnvinces them that the
‘*she’’ in the hymn is none other than the devotee,
who compares himself to a love-sick women, as in
stanza 19.

They would also like to acknowledge their indebted-
ness to Dr. Farquhar, General Editor of the Series, for
much hard work done in the interests of this book*; also
to Mrs. Phillips, Mr. G. S. Duraiswamy, B.A., and the

F. Goodwill, for valuable help given with proof-
reading.

The Wesleyan Mission Press, Mysore, which does
not usually print Tamil, has been good enough for the
sake of this book to undertake an unfamiliar task, which
it hus carried through with unwearied patience.
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INTRODUCTION

(A)—The Hymns and their Signilicance

THr voice of chanting and song, to the accompani-
ment of unfamiliar instruments, floats out over the
high wall of the temple in the coolness of the evetnlng
or the dawn, making the Western passer-by wonder
what it is that is being chanted and sung. If only Le
had a Hindu hymn-book he thinks he could learn from
it the spirit of Hinduism as well as a non-Christian
could learn Christianity from Christian hymns. For
the Tamil country at any rate there 75 such a hymn-
book, and our present aim is to give enough specimens
from it for readers to know what the hymns are like.
Englishmen are wanting to understand India more than
they ever wanted before, for their debt to India is
heavy. Indians are wanting more than ever before to
know the wonderful past of their own country, and the
wonder of it is all bound up with its religion. At such
a time these hymns are worth looking into, for they are
being sung in temples and homes throughout the Tamil
country, and Tamil is the mother-tongue of more than
eightecen millions of people. For pious Saivites they
equal 1n authority the Sanskrit Vedas; the mere learn-
ing of them by rote is held to be a virtue, and devout
Tamnil parents compel their children to memorize them
in much th: same way as Christian parents make their
children learn the I'salms.



2 HYMNS OF TAMIL SAIVITE SAINTS

The hymns here given are specimens from the
Devaram and the Tiruvachakam. The Devaram is the
first of the collections of works held as canonical by
Tamil Saivites. Its hymns were composed between
six and eight hundred A.p. by the three authors of
whom this book gives some account, and the whole was
put together in one collection of 797 stanzas by Nambi
Andar Nambi about 1000 aA.p. The Tiruvachakam, or
Sacred Utterance, was written by one author, Manikya
Vachaka (Tamilized as Manikka Vasahar) at a date
so far unsettled that scholars are still divided on the
question whether it preceded or followed the Devaram,
though most scholars place it in the ninth, or early
in the tenth, century. Whenever it was written, it
stands even higher than the Devaram in the affec-
tions of Tamil people. ¢

Out of an immense number of hymns we have tried
to select those which are most representative, those
which are favourites, and those which contain the most
striking thoughts. But it is amazingly difficult to give
a fair or adequate idea of them in an English ren-
dering. They are essentially songs, intended to be
sung to Indian tunes, in metres which no English
metre can represent. Much of their charm depends
upon assonance, upon plays upon words, upon close
knitting of word with word, upon intricacy of metre
and rhyme, almost as much as upon the substance.
We can only claim a fair degree of accuracy in our
renderings, apologizing to the lovers of Tamil poetry
for the plainness and poverty of our representation of
so rich and varied an original. All our translations
are ncw, and nearly all of those from the Devaram
represent verses which have ncver beforc begn done



INTRODUCTION 3

into English. One of the translators of this book
learned as a Saivite child to love these hymns, and
therefore is the authority in matters of interpretation,
the Englishman being responsible for the form. We
shall be quite satisfied if our translations serve to call
attention to the poems, and are some day replaced by
worthier renderings.

We have tried to reduce introductory matter to a
minimum, only giving such information as is necessary
to enable readers to understand the hymns and the
allusions in them. But it is entirely necessary to,say
something about the worship of Siva, and to give a few
words of biography of cach of the four authors frgm
whose work this book contains extracts.

>
(B)—The Worship ol Siva

1. 7ts history previous to thesc pocms.

The word Siva occurs cven in the Rig Veda, but
there it is only in conjunction with Rudra. The joining
together of these names provokes conjectures as to
whether we have herc an amalgamation of two earlier
deities, an Aryan and a Dravidian, but these need not
detain us here, since clearly even at this carly date
Siva was an Aryan deity, identical with Rudra the
storm-god, and father of the Maruts, storm-gods them-
selves. Rudra is @ handsome god: he uses his
thunderbolts chiefly fcr punishing cvil-doers, and 1s on
the whole a kindly being. Th namc Siva means
“auspicious,’ 1nd must not be confused with the Tamil
word for ‘rco.’ although as i* happen Rudre Siva was
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In the period of the Puranas, we find that Siva,
instead of being one of a multitude of nature-deities,
has risen to be one of the great triad, Brahma, Vishnu,
and Siva, who are far above all gods. How the
change has come about we have not yet the means of
discovering. The function has changed as much as the
person, Siva being now the destroyer as Brahma is the
creator and Vishnu the preserver. The process of reduc-
tion in the number of the superior deities goes further,
and Brahma falls practically into the background, leaving
onl¥=Vishnu and Siva as supreme beings for the wor-
ship of the people of India. By the time Hinduism
penetrated southwards into the Tamil country, probably
somewhere about 500 B.C., it had two main forms, the
worship of Vishnu and the worship of Siva, the two
being not too sharply discnnected. The Tamil Hindu
believed in the existence of both, but held his own god,
whether Siva or Vishnu, to be supreme. Hinduism
seemed to be firmly established, but was dangerously
shaken when the Jains and Buddhists spread over
South India. Then came for the Vaishnavites the
teachers known as the Alvars, while Saivism was
defended by the poets of whose work this book gives
specimens. Hinduism was saved, but it existed hence-
forth in two distinct forms, Vaishnavism and Saivism,
separated by a wider gulf than in earlier days.

2. The portrait of Siva and ils interpretation.

Siva as imagined by his worshippers has a human
form, usually with one but occasionally with five or
six heads. He has three eyes, the right one being
really the sun, the left eye the moon, and the one in
the middle of his forehead fire, His reddish hair is
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6 HYMNS OF TAMIL SAIVITE SAINTS

enemies the rishis of Darukavana. But it is of more
interest to find the religious ideas which these things
suggest to a thoughtful Saivite devotee to-day. The
hides remind him that Siva has all power, and all
opposition to him 1s vain. That right foot of Nataraja
set on Muyalahan means that God crushes down all
evil. Those skulls in his necklace are the skulls of
successive Brahmas, each of whom died after a life
lasting many ages. This is a way of saying that while
other gods at last come to their end, Siva is eternal
and*tinchanging. Siva’'s dance suggests how easily, and
how rhythmically, he performs his five functions of
miking, preserving, destroying, judging and purifying.
And his dance in the burning-ground may sometimes
carry the message that God becomes most real to men
in the solemn hour when they part from their dead.

3. Four common legends and thetr meaning.

Of the many legends concerning Siva four are so
frequently alluded to 1n our poems that they should bc
told here, to avoid repeated explanatory notes.

1. Brahma and Vishnu once saw a pillar of fire that
seemed to grow from the depths of the earth and to
pierce beyond the highest heavens. They longed to
learn its depth and height, and agreed that Brahma
should become a swan to fly to the pillar’s top, and
Vishnu a boar to dig to its root. The swan flew up to
the sky, but never reached the pillar’'s summit. The
boar dug through the earthwith his tusk, but never found
where the pillar began. Brahma and Vishnu perforce
acknowledged their limitations and prayed to the pillar,
whereupon Siva revealed himself, for the pillar was a
form he had assumed. Not even the greatest and
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SAMBANDAR

AND HIS

HYMNS



I
SAMBANDAR

(Tamil: TIRU JNANA SAMBANDAMURTI SWAMI)

IN the first half of the seventh century A.D. the
worship of Siva was at its lowest ebb, overpowered by
the Jainism and Buddhism which prevailed throughout
the Tamil country. But a few pious Saivites remained
faithful. One of them, whose name means that his
heart was laid at Siva’s fpot, and who lived in the town
in the Tanjore District now known as Shiyali, prayed
to the Siva worshipped in the Shiyali temple that he
might be given a son who would dispel the godless dark
and win men to Lord Siva again. Sambandar’s birth
was the answer to that prayer. At the tender age of
three, so orthodox Saivites believe, this child was fed
by Siva’s spouse with milk from her divine breast,
mingled with divine wisdom, whence he is called in his
full name, ‘' The man connected with wisdom divine,’’
Tiru Jiana Sambandar.

He grew up to be a pilgrim poet, who visited most
of the Saivite shrines with which South India abounds,
in each place singing the praise of the Siva whom there
he worshipped. The cause he loved suffered a severe
blow when the great king of Madura, with many of his
subjects, went over to the Jain religion. The queen-
consort and her prime minister (sec stanzas 20 and 21)
remained faithful to Saivism, and sent for Sambandar.
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4. Holy Vedas chanting,

Sacred thread He wears ;

All His hosts surround Him
Whom the white bull bears.

Cometh He in splendour,
Tiger-skin attired.

“Lord, our naked beggar
Above all desired,’

Cry ye in your worship,
At His feet appeal.

He who dwells in Palny
All your sin will heal.

5. Three eyes hath His forehead,

Fair moon crowns His hair;

When Death sought a victim,
Siva's foot crashed there ;

Gory streams of blood flowed,
Death it was tnat died,

Such is He, our Father,
Uma at His side ;

Dwells He aye in Palny,
\Where bees hum around

Drunk with honeyed sweetness,
Till its groves resound.

o

A multitude of hymns chant the glory of Chidam-

baram, ancient Tillai, holiest of all the Saivite shrines.

.ites have for it a feeling nut unlike the Jews’

feeling for Jerusalem. The tending of the sacrificial

fire comes down from pre-historic times, being firinly

established when the carliest hymns of the Rig Veda
were composed.

6. Tending as taught of old the sacrificial fire,
At Tillai Brahmans pure drive out misfortune dire.
There dwells the First of all, moon-crowned, and
those who clcave
For ever to His foot, no cleaving sin will grieve.
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11. She shares His form whose shoulders’ curve vies
with the bamboo's grace.
His throat the poison drank, He touched the vina
into tune.
The lustrous moon and Ganges crown His hair, and
He a place
Hath made Himself within my heart. Where-
fore let shine the moon
Or sun or any star of good or 1ll, or serpents twain.
For Siva’'s slave all are benign, all work for him
great gain.

White ash from burnt cow-dung must be worn by
all true Saivites. Every day the worshipper, facing
north-east and crying ' Siva, Siva,” must dip in the ash
the fingers of his right hand and draw the three middle
fingers from left to right along his forehead, so leaving
three horizontal white lines. The ceremonial side of
Saivism is so prominent that this one stanza must be
given, 2 specimen of many extolling the virtues and
potencies of the ash. .

The Tantras are works inculcating ceremonies, also
magic performances and mystic rites. Some of these
are of an immoral nature.

12. The sacred ash has mystic power,
“Tis worn by dwellers in the sly.
The ash bestow: true loveliness.
Praisc of the ash ascends on high.
The ash shows what the Tantras m :an,
And true religion’s essence tells,
The ash of Him of Alavay,
Io whom red-lipped Uma dwells.
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Equally important with the wearing of the sacred
ash is the constant repetition of the five syllables,
or panchakshara, ‘Namasivaya.” This, which means
literally ‘a bow to Siva,’ is the chief mantra or mystic
utterance of Saivism. In Saivite catechisms a whole
chapter is devoted to its uses.

13. Those who repeat it while love's tears outpour,
It gives them life, and guides them in the way.
'Tis the true substance of the Vedas four,
The Lord's great name, wherefore ‘Hail Siva,’
say. -

The next three stanzas are from a hymn written in
a very attractive short-lined metre, and promise light,
freedom from rebirth, and bliss, through devotion to
Siva at Arur (now Tiruvallur in the Tanjore District).

14. For the Father in Arur
Sprinkle ye the blooms of love ;
In your heart will dawn true light,
IEvery bondage will remove.

15. Him the holy in Arur
Ne'er forget to laud and praise;
Bonds of birth will severed be,
Left behind all worldly ways.

16. It Arur, our loved one’s gem,
Scatter g« lden blossoms fair.
Sorrow ye shall wipe away,
Y ours be bliss beyond compare.
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22. O fair one with the deer's glance meek,
Pandya's great queen, think not of me
As of some sucking infant weak,
Because such wicked foes there be.
If only Hara by me stand,
Stronger am I than all their band.

The story here is that the Jains had set fire to
Sambandar's house. He prayed in this stanza that the
fire, transformed into a fever, might go to the Pandyan
king, then a Jain. It did so, and the king was con-
verted. |

23. O Thou whose form is fiery red,
In holy Alavay, our Sire,
In grace deliver me from dread.
False Jains have lit for me a fire :
O, let it to the Pandyan ruler go,
That he the torture of slow flame may know.

Our specimens of Sambandar’s poetry may end
with a verse which is a kind of benediction, often set
as an auspicious word on the front page of a book.

24. Blest be the Brahmans pure, the heavenly ones,
and kine.
Cool rain fall on the earth! May the king's glory
shine !
Perish all forms of ill! Let Hara's name resound!
May sorrow pass away, from earth's remotest
bound.
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I1.

TIRUNAVUKKARASU SWAMI

(More commonly referred to as APPARSWAMI)

SAMBANDAR, whose works we have been studying,
<had a friend older than himself, named Appar, or
Tirunavukkarasu, belonging to that Vellala caste which
to this day makes a very solid element in the
population of the Tamid country. Left an orphan at
an early age, Appar was brought up by a loving
elder sister as a pious devotee of Siva. Great was
the sister’s grief when Appar forsook the faith of
his fathers and became a religious teacher among
the Jains. But her earnest prayers at last prevailed,
and Appar not only came back to Saivism himself,
but was the means of reconverting to Saivism the
king of his country. His full name was Tirunavuk-
karasu, or ‘'King of the Tongue’, but his young
friend Sambandar called him Appar, or Father, and
the name stuck to him. He too wandered through-
out the Tamil country, sometimes alone, sometimes
in company with Sambandar, singing his way from
shrine to shrine. Pictures show him holding in his
hand a little tool for scraping grass, with which he
used to scrape the stones of the temple courts. The
Jains persecuted him, and many stories tell of his
miraculous escapes from their hands.
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His hymns show a truly religious nature, with a
deep-rooted sense of sin and need, and an exalted joy in
God. There is real critical acumen in the old epigram
which represents Siva as appraising the three great
writers of the Devaram, or Saivite hymn-book :(—
'"* Sambandar praised himself; Sundarar praised Me
for pelf ; My Appar praised Me Myself.”
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God, the essentially unsearchable, in His grace will
reveal Himself to men. (See the first of the legends
told in the Introduction.) Athihai Virattanam, in the
South Arcot District, is the shrine here commemorated.

25. Vishnu, spouse of Lakshmi, and four-ways-facing
Brahm,
Searched the heights and depths, but Thy feet
could never see.
Yet, O only Lord, who in Athihai dost dwell,
Formless, in Thy grace, grant the sight of them
to me. )

.

>

The notable thing about our next verse is not so
much the legend of the crushing of Ravana, who tried
to storm the mountain Kailasa, where Siva had His
heaven, but rather the thought of the devotee being
stamped as the property of his god, a thought which
recurs in other hymns. According to tradition Appar-
swami did receive the Hindu equivalent of St. Francis’
stipmata, the mark of Siva’s bull as if branded on his
body. We cannot help recalling St. Paul’s expression
in Galatians vi. 17,

26. All other worlds his sceptre swayed,

But when Kailasa he would rule

Thy crushing foot presumption paid.
O stamp me with Thy sacred bull,

White as Hinal’'ya’s snowy hill.
Accept me, O our truth divine,

There where the moon outsoareth still
Groves of Tunganaima¢dam s shrine.
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Here is the divine vision as the enraptured Saivite
sees it.

27. See, there His bright trident appears to me ;

See, there is the moon in His tangled hair ;

‘His garland of flowers from the kondai tree,
And the ear-ring white 1n His either ear,

The cloak that He tore from the elephant wild.
His glittering crown and His body’s sheen.

Ash-simeared, He is ever the undefiled,
In Puvanam circled by groves all green.

_ The singer, standing at the shrinc of Tiruvalur
(Arur) in the Tanjore district, muses over the ancient
connection of his lord with the holy place, suggesting
that it began before the creation, before Siva wrought
his greatest marvels, perhaps even before the one
Supreme, Isvara, expanded into the triad Brahma,
Vishnu and Rudra.

28. When was that ancient day our Lord
Chose Arur should His temple be ?
Was't when He stood 'mid praising worlds
Alone, or when the One grew three ?
Was't when in wrath He burned up Death,
Or turncd on Lust His laming eye ?
Or when creative, immanent,
He called to being carth and sky ?
Was’t when, his yo.ng deer in his hand,
He carie, with Uma as Ilis part?
Or erc He joined that ladv ‘air
Took He our Arur to His heart?



42 HYMNS OF TAMIL SAIVITE SAINTS

29. fBurevarpwr Creflgs ot arGuearaQa
@ Fuypaorrwr G gusr dar wjoremeud sor G
Cer BCwa L Grwyar pest DTineT U & wms s

Y AC LW @G urb s o HavsdirL_gor.

30. Q@zmEswr@gsaarwr QLo Sl s pp
O er guid
CurmenGerwaps Bnr@sw@urab srrGs d
W m & (S awr eor
@) p@FLoT e e eor cofl Gt wig uS g @ B
& IT T LI T &7

y@ehrpebaueyBuwansal s L @G

31. o wasuld orealurearear padl O rer pu
sl orFaaCuraas graus geve|0serFLb



TIRUNAVUKKARASU SWAMI 43

It is often said, not without truth, that Hinduism
fails to create a strong sense of sin. But there are
great exceptions : witness the following verses, samples
of many, taken from a hymn which trembles with
feeling. The author is sunk in sin. Or he has been
like a swing, flying first toward evil and then towards
God ; but now, joy! the cord has snapped, and he lies
fixed at his Lord’s feet. Yet the old mood returns; his
soul i1s bound and drugged with sleep, and life has no
joys to offer unless God will save.

THE SouvL’'s BITTER CRY

29. In right I have no power to live,

Day after day I'm stained with sin;
[ read, but do not understand ;

I hold Thee not my heart within.
O light, O flame, O first of all,

I wandered far that I might see,
Athihai Virattanam's L.ord,

Thy flower-like feet of purity.

30. Daily I'm sunk in worldly sin;

Naught know I as I ought to know ;

Absorbed in vice as 'twere my kin,
[ see no path in which to go.

O Thou with throat one darkling gem,
Gracious, such grace to me accord,

That I may see Thy beauteous feet,
Athihai Virattanam's Lord.

31. My fickle heart one love forsakes,
And forthwith to some other clings ;
Swiftly to some ope thing it sways,
Arlc'en as swiftly backward swings.
O Thou with crescent in Thy hair,
Athihai Virattanam’'s Lord,
Fixed at Thy feet henceforth I lie,
For Thou hast brahen mv soul’s cord.
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32. The bond of lust I cannot break ;
" Desire's fierce torture will not die ;
My soul I cannot stab awake
To scan my flesh with seeing eye.
I bear upon me load of deeds,
Load such as I can ne’er lay down.
Athihai Virattanam's Lord,
Weary of joyless life I've grown.

Fresh pictures in another hymn set forth his sad
condition. God’s vessels are full of the sweetness of
grace, but his spoon has no handle. He feels himself
in the deadly grasp of fate, like the frog in the cruel
mouth of the snake which is slowly swallowing itdown.
Or bhe is on a raft on the sea bf life, wrecked on the
rock of lust.

33. While violence is in my heart,
Care of my body cage is vain.
My spoon no handle hath when [
Thy honey's grace to drink am fain.
As in the serpent’s mouth the frog,
Caught in life's terrors, wild I rave.
Thou, King of holy Ottiyur,
Wilt Thou not care for me and save ?

34. When on life's angry waves | launch,
My heart's the raft [ take to me,
My mind’s the pole I lean upon,
Vexation's freight I bear to sea.
I strike upon the rock of lust |
O then, though witless guite I be,
Grant, King of holy Oitiyar,
Such wisdom that I think »f Thee.
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It would be hard to find a more comprehensive
confession of sin than our next stanza from another
hymn.

35. Ewvil, all evil, my race, evil my qualities all,

Great am [ only in sin, evil is even my good.

Evil my innermost self, foolish, avoiding the pure,

Beast am I not, yet the ways of the beast I can
never forsake.

I can exhort with strong words, telling men what
they should hate,

Yetcan I never give gifts, only tobeg them I know.

Ah! wretched man that I am, whereuntocame I to
birth ?

>

We give next a series of stanzas in various metres
from different hymns, in which the saint utters in song
some of the joy which his religion has brought him.
God has revealed mysteries to him which tongue
cannot tell, and dwells in his life's innermost places.
God is to him the fabled katpaha tree, supplying his
every need. God is his all in all, and His presence is
sweeter than melody or evening moonlight.

36. The moving water He made stand unmoving in
His hair ;
And He iy thoughtless heart hath fixed in
thought of Him alone ;
He taught me that which none can learn, what
none can see laid bare;
What tongue tells not He told; me He pursued
and made His own.
The spotless pure, the holy One, my fell
disease He healed,
And in Punturutti to me, e’en me, Himself
revealed.
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37. O wealth, my treasure, sweetness, lustre fair of
heavenly hosts,
Of lustre glory that excels, embodied One, my

kin,
My flesh, yea heart within my flesh, image within
my heart,
My all-bestowing tree, my eye, pupil my eye
within,

Picture seen in that pupil, lord of Aduturai cool,
Immortals’ king, keep far from me strong pain
of fruits of sin.

38. Thou to me art parents, Lord,
Thou all kinsmen that [ need,
Thou to me art loved ones fair,
Thou art treasure rich indeed.
Family, friends, home art Thou,
Life and joy I draw from Thee,
False world’s good by Thee I leave,
Gold, pearl, wealth art Thou to me.

39. As the vina's pure sound, as the —oonlight at
even,
As the souih wind's soft breath, as the spring's
growing heat,
As the pool hovered over by whiispering hees,
Sasweet is the shade at our Father-Lord's feet.

4
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40. No man holds sway o er us,

Nor death nor hell fear we ;
No tremblings, griefs of mind,

No pains nor cringings see.
Joy, day by day, unchanged

Is ours, for we are Iis,
Hi- ever, "+ho doth reign,

Our Sankara, in bliss.
Here to His feet we've come,

t as plucked flow'rets fair;

See hnw His ears divine

Ring and white couch-shell wear.

41. Though they give me the jewels from Indras
abode, >
Though they grant me dominion o'er earth. yea
o'er heaven,
If they be not the friecnds of our lord Mahadev,
What care | for wealth by such ruined hands
givn?
But if they love Siva. who hides in His hair
The river of (Ganga, then whoe'er they be,
Foul lepers, or outcastes, yea slayers of kine,
To them is my homage, go' s are they to ne.

Often the Hindu devotee asks and re-asks the fun-
lamental question ‘ Who am 1 ?’, coming to the saddest
of conclusions, but setting against the background of
his delusive life of self the great reality of God, tc
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Thy father, mother, brethren, wife,
Ask thyself who are they ?

Thy children ; yea, thy very self,
Who art thou, canst thou say?

How cam'st thou here, how wilt depart ?
Love not this world unreal.

Ye anxious souls, this lesson learn,
To one pure name appeal.

Our father He, crowned with the moon
And snake. Who Him adore,

Prone lying, with ‘* Hail Siva, hail,"’
In heav'n live evermore.

53

Our next hymn with the short-lined verses (nos.
43 to 48) is a kind of Saivite consecration hymn,
mentioning successively various parts of the body—head,
eyes, ears—to be given to the worship of Siva.
46 must sound sadly to a Saivite, for it is frequently
sung in the ears of the dying, as a plaintive appeal to

think of God.

Verse

Verse 47 rises far above the usual ideas

of future absorption tn the thought of a blissful state
of com nunion with and praisc of God.

43. Head of mine, ~ Him,

44.

Tru: Head, skull garlan ed,
A skull was His strange beggi 1g-bowl,
Bow low to Him, my head.

<yes of mine, gaze ¢n Him
Who drank the dark sea’s bane.
21, ht arms He brandis! es in dance,
At Him agaze remain.
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n
wn

45. Ears of mine, hear His praise,

Siva, our flaming king.
Flaming as coral red His form:
Ears, hear men praises sing.

46. YWhat kinsmen in that hour
When life departs, have we?
Who but Kuttalam's dancing lord
Can then our kinsman be?

47. How proud shall I be there,
One of His heavenly host,
At His fair feet who holds the deer,
How proud will be my boast!

48. I sought Him and I found.
Brahm sought in vain on high.
Vishnu delved vainly underground.
Him in my soul found I.

The mystic can never be 4 satisfied ceremonialist.
These Saivite devotees commonly praise the god of a
particular shrine in language which might suggest that
Siva is only to be 1ound there. And everyone who

India remembers the cecaseless s reams of
pilgrims journeying to the anges or the Cauvvery
(Tamil Kaviri), to Ramcswaram or Cape Comorin or

a hundre:' of holy pla:es. But with a fine incon-
sistency the: I singel limes point men
away from externalitics to a worship inward and

spiritual ; witness the follo ing hymn. As to the
term . used in v. 50, Vedas are the religious works of
the high:st authority, Sastras are philosophical and
practical works based on them, while Vedangas are
sciences subordinate to the Yedas, and there are six
of tham.
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49. Why bathe in Ganga's stream, or Kaviri?
Why go to Comorin in Kongu's land ?
Why seek the waters of the sounding sea?
Release is theirs, and theirs alone, who call
In every place upon the Lord of all.

50. Why chant the Vedas, hear the Sastras’ lore ?
Why daily teach the books of righteousness ?
Why the Vedangas six say o'er and o'er ?
Release is theirs, and theirs alone, whose heart
From thinking of its Lord shall ne'er depart.

51. Why roam the jungle, wander cities through?
Why plague life with unstinting penance hard?
Why eat no flesh, and gaze into the blue ?
Release is theirs, and theirs alone, who cry
Unceasing to the Lord of wisdom high.

52. \Why fast and starve, why suffer pains austere ?
Whyclimbthe mountains, doing penance harsh?
Why go to bathe in waters far and near ?
Release is theirs, and theirs alone, who call
At every time upon the Lord of all.

1t looks lik: a sudden drop when the same writer
in our next hymn serms to say that everything depends
upon the pronunciation of the five sacred syllables
which can be translated 'Hail, Siva!’ 1n the later
development of Saivism the pronunciation of these
syllables was ex.lted into a primary religious duty.
But in the creative periol in which these hymns were
written the nam: probably stool for the person. s¢
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the Lord' in the devoticn of worship. In the first
stanza there is a remarkable use of the term ~Word.’
Modern Saivites identify this ‘Word ' with Uma, Siva's
consort. \We can compare the Sanskrit Vak (Word) in
the Rig Veda.

The last lines of verse 53 are connected in the
minds of Saivites with a story that Apparswami was
actually sunk in the sea by Jain persecutors, with two
great stones tied to him, but on crying ‘Hail, Sival’
he floated to the surface.

The five products of the cow referred to in verse 54
are all used together in ceremonial purification—milk,
curds, ghee, urine, and dung.

53. O Lord of Scripture, whom the Word doth help,
Celestial light of heaven, so I but praise,
With hands meetly upraised, Thy golden feet,
Then though men tie on me two weighty stones,
And sink me in the ocean's depth, e'en then
The cry ' Hail, Siva,' would salvation be.

54. The lotus is the glory of all flowers ;
The glory of all kine is Hara's use
O that which they put forth. Glory of kings
Is the unswerving straightness of their deeds.
But if we ask the glory of the tong 1e,
'T'is to cry out aloud, * lail, Siva, hail.’

. For men whc all renounce, ts glory true
To vrear the sacred ash. For Brahmans pure
The Vcdas and Vedangas are their pride.
The white moon’s glory is to shine serene
On the long locks of Siva, while for s
True glory is to cry ‘ Hail, Siva, hail.’

W
‘N
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Tradition connects our next stanza with a story
of Apparswami being smitten with an inward disease
when he forsook Saivism and became a Jain. The pain
proved, says the legend, a convincing argument which
reconverted him, whereupon he was promptly cured.
But internal evidence proves this hymn to have been
composed long after his return to Saivism. Nandi is
the name of Siva's bull. |

56. Thou takest not my deadly pain away,
My torments, Nandi-rider, never cease ;
At Thy feet would I worship night and day,
But since my bowels writhe, and ne'er find peace,
I can no more! O Sire, to Thee [ cry,
Who dwell'st by Kedila, in Athihai.

ture sometimes spoke to our author of God. The
union of sexes even in animals one day spoke to him
as a revelation of divine things.

57. I'll follow those who going to the shrine their
praises sound,
With blooms and water for the god who wears
the mooun so mild
All lovely in His locks, a garland wreathed His
neck around,
And with Him sing they Parvati, the mountain
god ;5 fair child.
Once as [ went to Aiyaru, with light and
reverent tread,
I saw come two young elephants, male by
loved female led,
And in 1hat sight I saw God’s foot, saw
secret things unsaid.
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God is the -reat ycgi, the wielder of mystic
powers.

58. ““O greatly luved, our King, our Lord, from all
eternity,
Our portion, our true mystic,  thus from day
to day I sing.
O golden one, O hill of coral, I in love of Thee
Have wandered far and wide, Athihai Viratta-
nam’s king,
Have wandered far the shining blossom of Thy
foot tou see.

One whole hymn, from which our next verse is
taken, is a prayer for the opening of adoor. Tradition
has i that the great locked temple door at Vedaranyam
swung open in answer to this song.

59. Uma is Thy portion whose words are like song.
[n -air Maraikkadu men circle roaund Thee
In worship. O gracio open this door
That we Thy triie servants Thy glory may see.

Here 1s a very popular stanza. There 1 sed to be
a beggar in Madras who recited it, t alone, all
day long.
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60. He is ever hard to find, but He lives in the thought

of the good;

He is the innermost secret of Scripture, inscrutable,
unknowable ;

He is honey and milk and the shining light. He
i1s the king of the Devas,

Immanent in Vishnu, in Brahma, in flame and in
wind,

Yea in the mighty sounding sea and in the moun-
tains.

He is the great One who chooses Perumpattapuli-
yur for His own.

If there be days when my tongue is dumb and
speaks not of Him,

Let no such days be counted in the record of my
life.

Whatever karma may teach of the inevitable conse-
quence of evil, devotees hold that they may count on
receiving divine forgiveness, for which the gracious
nature of God i1s a sufficient pledge and guarantee.

61. Thy throat the black sea's poison drank, as 'twere
ambrosia sweet,
O deer-skin wearer, Uma's lord, king of the gods
on high:
Kailasa's hill is Thine abode, and when Thy
lovers cry
‘“ Forgive our sin,  great One, forgiveness is Thy
duty m2ct ;
For with Thee is great grace, lord of cclestial
beings all,
Who dwell st in Avaduturai, where peacocks
dance and call.

S
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The dreadful fate in store for irreligious men that is
of being slowly killed by sore sickness, then being born
again to a joyless life that circles round once more to
death in unending cycles of dreariness.

The ‘letters five' in no. 63 refer to the five-syllabled
phrase na-mah-Si-va-ya, whose praise is chanted in vv.
53-55.

62. The ill-starred town without a house of God,
Wherein white ash on no man’s brow doth glow,
The town where pious praises are unsung,

Where are no wayside shrines men'’s faith to show,
Where none blow joyfully the conch-shell white,
Where spread no canopies, no flags appear,
Where none make flowery offerings ere they eat,

Call it no town, 'tis but a jungle drear.

63. If men speak not His name in letters five,
Nor e'er the fire-formed Siva’s praise repeat,
And never walk in reverence round His shrine,
And pluck no flowers for offering ere they eat,
If they for healing wear no sacred ash,
I'll tell you whereunto such men were born,
"Twas that foul plagues might torture them todeath,
Then death bring rebirths endlessly forlorn.

Our last fragment from Apparswami is in the minor
key, in which so many of his refrains are pitched. It
seems to prove, contrary to tradition, that Appar was
once a married man.

64. Immersed in painful cherishing

Of child and wedded wife,

No ronm is there in me to feel
Thy power, Lord of my life.

O whereunto came I to birth ?
To cherish this false world ?

Or watch it, bubble-like, appear,
Then be to nothing hur ‘ed ?
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I11.

SUNDARAMURTI SWAMI

(Abbreviated as SUNDARAR)

THE third of these hymn-writers, named in full Sun-
daramurti Swami, was, like Sambandar, a Brahman.
He was born in the South Arcot District, and 1is
generally believed to have flourished in the first
quarter of the ninth century A.p. He evidently sat
loose to caste scruples, for neither of his two wives
was a Brahman. One was a dancing-girl in the
Saivite temple at Tiruvarur, the modern Tiruvalur in
the Tanjore District, while the other was a Velala
woman of Tiruvottiyur, now a suburb of Madras. His
life seems to have been no happier than life in polygamy
usually 1s, and to add to his difnculties he sometimes
found himself without food for his ladies to eat. He
frankly praised God for what he could get, and on the
whole his hymns are on a lower spiritual plane than
those of the first two writers, though there are some
which bear the marks of real spiritual experience. Of
the sixty-three saiits whom Saivites hold in special
honour, Sundarar seems to have been the last, for he
sang the praises of the other sixty-two.
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Sundarar, as our first sample of him shews, was
not only later than the two authors whom we have
been studying; he was the last of the sixty-three
canonized saints of Saivism. A serious weakness of
the religion here shews its head. Siva has his favour-
ites, who can do no wrong. The stanza is given in
prose, for these names cannot fit into any English
metrical line. The first two will be recognised as
names of the poets whose work we have been con-
sidering. Nalaippovan is Nandan, the pariah saint.
Silandi (= spider) is Kochchengat Chola, who figures
largely in early Tamil history.

635. Nanasambandar and Tirunavukkarasar, skilled
in the Tamil tongue, Nalaippovan, learned Sudan,
Sakkiyan, Silandi, Kannappan, Kanampullan, these
may do wrong, but yet Thou count’st it right.
Hence have I come to the sounding anklets of Thy
feet, O lord of Tiruppungur with its pools where
blossoms many a golden lotus gem.

To English ears the mmetre of the next two verses,
which are common favourites, has a curious sound. [t
i1s a close reproduction of the Tamil, so close that the
tune of the Tamil hymn could be sung to the English
words.

66. Golden art Thou in Thy form, girt around with the

fierce tiger's skin,

Fair shines Thy tangle of hair, crowned with blooms
from the kondai's bright tree,

Sov'reign. great jewel art Thou, the red ruby of
Malapadi,

Mother, on Thee, none but Thee, can my heart
evermore fixed be.
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67. Clad in the little loin-cloth, my body with holy ash

white,

Lo I have come to Thy foot ; O my head, I beseech
Thee, take me.

Portion of sword-eyed Uma, Thou red ruby of
Malapadi,

Friend, ’tis on Thee, none but Thee, can my heart
evermore fixéed be.

Is the Siva manifested at one shrine sodistinct from
the Siva manifested at another as to endanger the unity
of God? If tradition is right, the danger is very real,
for Sundarar was already worshipping at one shrine,
Tiruvottiyur, when he remembered the lord of Arur,
and deciding to go to him like a returning prodigal,
sang this stanza.

68. Ah sinful, I have left the path of love and service
pure !
Now know I well the meaning of my sickness
and my pain.
I will go worship. Fool! how long can I so far
remain
IFrom Him, my pearl, my diamond rare, the king
of great Arur.

The joy in God which shines in our next hymn
evidently rests on some experience of divine grace which
we should have liked to hear more definitely described.

69. O madman with the moon-crowned hair,
Thou lord of men, thou fount of grice,
How to forget Thee could I bear?
My soul hath aye for Thee a place.
Venney-nallur, in ** Grace’s shrine ”’
Scith of tnhe stream of Penai, there
My fatier, I becamc all thine ;
How could I now mysclf forswear ?
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70. 1 roamed, a cur, for many days
Without a single thought of Thee,
Roamed and grew weary, then such grace
As none could win Thou gavest me.
Venney-nallur, in ‘' Grace's shrine "’
Where bamboos fringe the Pennai, there
My Shepherd, I became all thine ;
How could I now myself forswear ?

71. Henceforth for imme no birth, no death,
No creeping age, bull-rider mine.
Sinful and full of lying breath
Am I, but do Thou mark me Thine.
Venney-nallur, in ‘‘ Grace's shrine
South of the wooded Pennai, there
My Master, I became all thine;
How could I now myself forswear:

The varying mood of the saint, now joyous and
triumphant, now plaintively looking for death, is
reflected in the next two verses from one hymn.

72. Linked to naught else in life, my mind thinks only
of Thy holy feet.
I'm born anew, from this time forth I pass the
way of birth no more.
In Kodumudi, lord austere, where wise men Thee
with praises greet,
Should I forget Thee, my own tongue ‘Hail,
Sita ! crying. would adore.
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73. When will the end draw nigh, sense fade, life
close, and I the bier ascend ?
This, naught but this, is all my thought. But,
lord of speech, Thou light on high,
Where the bright streams of Kaviri to Kodumudi
coolness lend,
Should I forget Thee, my own tongue to Thee
would loud ' Hail, Siva ' cry.

God should deliver His own from death. The appeal
here isto the familiar story of Markandeya (see No. 3).

Yama is the god of death who gathers in the souls
of men.

74. The young saint refuge sought from Death;
To save him, Thou grim Death did'st slay,
Such deeds Thy might accomplisheth,
And I who have beheld them pray
O Father, should dread Yama press
On me, forbid him. ‘Tis my slave ;
Do Thou in green Pungur confess.
I've reached Thy foot, and Thou can’st save.’’

Sundarar is sure that Siva will understand his
perplexities in supplying the needs of his fair ladies.
For duoes not Siva Himself bear the burden of two
ladies, Piivati his consort, and Ganga (lady Ganges) in
his hair? Sundarar, in the legend with which these verses
are connecte !, when one of his wives was suffering
hunger, miraculously received some uncooked rice from
Siva. This was not cnough; to complete the miracle
Siva must remnve the rice for him to Arur the abode
of his fair one. This too was done in answer to the
hymn of which the next two stanzas are a saumple.
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75. Ever I think but of Thee;

Daily in worship I bow ;

She of the sword-piercing eyes,
Leave her not suffering now.

Kolili's lord, Thou didst give
Rice in Kundaiyur this day.

No man to bring it have I,
Bid it be sent me, I pray.

76. Thou art half woman Thyself;
Ganga 1s in Thy long hair.
Full well canst Thou comprehend
Burden of women so fair.
Kundaiyur circled with gems,
There didst Thou give rice to-day.
Source of all, wonderful one,
Bid it be sent me, I pray.

The saint advises his fellow-poets to sing the
praises of Siva rather than the praises of men because
they seldom reward the poets. Siva rewards them
here and hereafter. The Pari mentioned in 78 was a
chieftain in the Tamil country in the early centuries of
our era, famed for his liberality.

77. Though ye fawn on men of lies,

They to saints will nothing give ;
Sing not them, O poets wise,

But if ye would wealth receive
Sing the Sire of Puhalur :

Here your wants will be supplied,
Pain will flee; there evermore

Ye will kings in heav n abide.
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78. Call the weak by Bhima's name,
Style him Arjun with his bow,
Give the mean man Pari's fame,
Not a gift will he bestow.
Sing, O bards, our holy God,
White with ash, in Puhalur.
In the deathless one’s abode
Ye shall reign for evermore.

Life and experience have no value, no reality. God
alone is real, the refuge from the unreal.

79. Our life is all unreal,
Its end i1s only dust,
Out of the sea of birth
Come ruin, pain and lust.
Delay not to do good
But praise Ketaram'’s king,
Whom Vishnu and great Brahm
Vainly sought sorrowing.
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V.
MANIKKA VASAHAR

(Sanskrit form MANIKYA VACHAKA)

Ix the days when the powerful Pandyan Kings flour.
ished in Madura, there was once a prime minister
whoearly became convinced of the transitoriness of this
world’s life and its riches. When on a visit to Perun-
durai, now Avudaiyarkoil in the Tanjore District, he
suddenly and completely came under the influence of a
Brahman religious teacher, who for him was the mani-
festation of the very God Himself. Then and there he
began to sing the ‘‘Sacred Utterance'’ (Tiruvasaham),
and was named by his preceptor ‘‘Utterer of Jewels”
(Manikka Vasahar). Returning to Madura, he forsook
his high office with all its rewards, to become a reli-
gious poet wandering without earthly attachments
from shrine to shrine. The stories clustering around his
religious experience can be read by English readers in
Dr. Pope’s great edition of his work. We find him
practising austerities at Chidambaram, or miraculously
giving the gift of speech to thc dumb daughter of the
Chola king, or defeating in disputation a band of
Buddhists from Ceylon, but of certain historical infor-
mation about him we have practically none. Even the
question of the century in which he lived is a battle-
ground of the antiquarians. Tradition places himin the
fifth century, earlier than the writers of the Devaram;
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but the opinion of scholars seems to be converging on
the view that he lived in the latter half of the ninth, or
the first half of the tenth century of our era. Another
of his works is the Tirukkovaiyar, an erotic poem of
four hundred stanzas. Among Tamil Saivite writers
none makes a stronger devotional appeal than Manikka
Vasahar. There is a common Tamil saying that nothing
can melt the heart of the man who is not melted by the
Tiruvasaham.
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Stanzas 80-92 are samples from an opening poem
of one hundred stanzas, each ten of which has its own
metre and is fairly complete in itself.
reflect the saint’'s varying moods.
tance he attaches to emotion; his worst self-reproach
is for feeling no frenzy.
God, see how the word 'grace’ recurs in nearly every
And yet that God of grace is called (in No.

stanza.

MANIKKA VASAHAR

84) both being and non-existence.

THE HUNDRED VERSES

80. Thrills and trembles my frame;

81.

82. Though like Thy saints I seem, 'tis but the acting
Yet wondrous swift I run to reach the heaven
O hill of gold and precious gems, grant in Thy

A heart to melt,

Hands are lifted on high;
Here at Thy fragrant feet,
Sobbing and weeping I cry ;
Falsehood forsaking, I shout,
‘" Victory, victory, praise!”’
Lord of my life, these clasped hands
Worship shall bring Thee always.

Indra or Vishnu or Brahm,
Their divine bliss crave not I ;
I seek the love of Thy saints,
Though my house perish thereby.
To the worst hell I will go,
So but Thy grace be with me.
Best of all, how could my heart
Think of a god beside Thee ?

of a part.
where Thou art.
grace to me

love to Thee.

They fairly
Notice the impor-

As to his conception of

lord of my life, in ceascless
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I have no fear of births, but quake at thought that
I must die.

E'en heav'n to me werc naught; for earth's whole
empire what care [ ?

O Siva wreathed with honeyed blossoms, ‘‘ When
shall come the morn

When Thou wilt grant Thy grace to me?’ ' I cry
with anguish torn.

The sky, earth, wind, the light, our very flesh and
life art Thou,

Being art Thou, non-being too, Thou king, who
see'st how

Men dance like puppets with their foolish thoughts
of ‘1’ and ‘Mine,’

While Thou the cords dost pull. What words can
tell Thy praise divine ?

At sound of cries like this, ““*O Bull-rider whose
spreading hair

The falling stream receives! Heaven's Lord,’’ true
devotees there were,

Whose love-thrilled heart broke forth, like stopped-
up rivers rushing down.

Yet Thou didst choosec no one of thein, but me to
be Thine own.

And yet my body will not turn from heel to head
one heart

To melt in love for Thee, onc cye to shed the tears
that smart

Inswelling loods. Ah! wvretched that I am, who
only m»an!

My two eyes arc unfecling wood, my hear! a great
dead stonel
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86. Amid the fruits of deeds I lay. Thou didst thy-

37.

88.

self reveal

With words of comfort saying ‘‘ Come, I will de-
struction deal

To evil fruit of deeds,’’ and thus thou mad'st me
all Thy slave.

And yet I stand as if a statue made of steel, nor
rave,

Nor sing, nor cry, nor wail—woe's me—nor in my
spirit faint

With deep desire, sodull am I. O being ancient,

Thou art beginning, Thou art end: tell me, how
can I be

So dead at heart? The end of this I do not dare
to see.

Him though men seek, none fully know; in Him

no evil is.

None are His kindred; knowledge perfect, effort-
less is His.

A cur am I, yet He hath gtv'n to me in sight of
men

A place on earth, and shewed me things far beyond
mortal ken.

He told me what no ears can hear; from future
births He sav'd.

Such magic wrought my Lord who me hath lovingly
enslaved.

Our God of gods, whom e’en the devas’ king knows

but in part,

Ruleth the three who in the fair world-gardens life
impirt,

And life maintain, and life destroy; our First,
Reality,

Father of old, whose consort Uma is, our sovereign,
He



94 HYMNS OF TAMIL SAIVITE SAINTS

wreurbasr Gererlarujbous sreir® O &meaor e
wreris@s @Ggueberd urg w GCer

CuwdiGey waeargwur rgwr Grr@
CuwarCuwagn maornsry wur®@ Gaurlw,

89 GQesway (5;19u_ura= HorrCuer Qenlurp urgs

DOV & T @)L

Quruwr QuenCu pgsiryn Quosp @f
Cuwer Qurwialeor

Quiwir Qeduri veoilurg Cuas sar®@m
Gaig g5m Hib

Quruw Geargy gar®@®s@n Saiu srleren
CurGrG p.

90 @) & gar Qarerdar wrler GQuwwi9rrer Curpd

Curp

uif 5 B5Cov guen dar Qwerdar wWTEHE L LIUIT &b

Surpd
YGen1p 5 swma Qur psamas CQuaerd CQufluar

& L_GOLD Guxr;i)}ﬂ

Qurif s Fyea awrgpay Curpd yuoursrl G



89.

90.

MANIKKA VASAHAR 95

Came down in grace and made e’en me to be His
very own.

Henceforth before no man I bow; I fear but Him
alone.

Now of His servants’ servants I have joined the
sacred throng,

And ever more and more 1’1l bathe in bliss, with
dance and song.

The meanest cur am I ; I know not how to do the
right;

‘Twere but what I deserve, should’st Thou my
wickedness requite

With the dread fate of those who never saw Thy
flowery feet ;

For though mine eyes have seen, my ears have
heard saints guileless, meet,

Who reached Thy fragrant presence, yet I stay, for
false am I,

Fit for naught save to eat and dress, Lion of victory.

Jvone but myself has sunk myself. Thy name be
ever praised !

No blame lay I on Thee, lauds to my Master be
upraised !

Yet to forgive is aye a mark of greatness. Praise
to Thee !

Lord of the land celestial, Praise! O end this life
for me.
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91. The fawn-eyed maid is part of Thee! From

holy writ Thou'rt hid!

Thou'rt honey, yea ambrosia, by man’s mind not
compassed.

O king who bearest with my faults, some harsh
words did I say.

Thy saints have entered heaven. Without, false-
hood and I still stay.

92. Since I am false, and false my heart, and false my

very love,

Howe'er I weep, still held by deeds, can I reach
Thee above ?

O honey, nectar, O essential sweetness, great as
sweet,

Grant grace to me to find the path that leads unto
Thy feet.

93. Heav'n, earth, and all that therein is, thou makest

without seed.

Thou dost preserve and Thou destroy. 'Tis Thou
who hast decreed

That I though treacherous, mean, should be a man
who frenzied faints

Before Thy temple gates, one with the band of
Thy true saints.

What men themselves have planted, e’en a poison-
ous mango tree,

They root not up. O Lord of mine, as such a tree
keep me.

Our ne:t five stanzas, taken from a hymn of fifty,
are full of the pathos expressed in tl le, which is a
refrain recurring in every verse. Only tlashes of the
light of the presence of God pierce the revailing
gloom. The saint cannot free himself from ¢ ality,

7
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even while he hates it. He wonders whether even the
God who drank poison for others’ sake will leave him
alone.

94.

95.

96.

WiLtT THou LEaAvE ME?

Mingling in grace with me, O rider of the bull,
Thou mad’st me Thine.
But wilt Thou leave me? Thou whose form in
the fierce tiger's skin is clad,
Uttarakosamangai old has Thee for king. O lord
of mine
With matted hair, hold Thou me up; for I am
weary grown and sad.

Set in the marge of flowing stream that eats its
banks away, the tree
Shakes to its fall; and thus am I, my sense
bewitch’d by maids’ dark eyes.
Uttarakosamangai’'s king, spouse of gem-vested
Parvati. _
Who dwell'st in Arur holy, O protector, for my
help arise.

In ignorance I spurned thy grace. Dost Thou,
my gem, now me despise,
And wilt thou leave me? O destroy my sum of
deeds and make me thine.
Uttarakosamangai’'s king, 'tis surely true, the
great and wvise,
When only little curs play false, to mercy ever
will incline.
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SoNxG or THE MAIDENS

99. Older are Thou than the oldest of all,

Newest of all that is new.

At Thy saints’ feet we in service will fall,
We are Thy handmaidens true.

None but Thy bondsmen shall call us their own;
Lord, we would none others wed ;

We would be slaves at their bidding alone :
So be our bliss perfected.

Elorembavay.

100." Sure for Thy child there is refuge with Thee,"

Trembling we take up the cry.

Hear, O our Lord, while we bring Thee one plea,
Grant but one boon for our joy.

May only Thy lovers rest on our breast,
Let our hands’ labour be theirs.

Only on such our eyes night and day rest,
Then sun rise west, east, who cares?

Elorembavay.

THE GRINDING SONG

101. Grind we the powder gold, that He may bathe ;
For He i1s Scripture, He is sacrifice ;
He's being's truth, and being’s falsehood too :
Light is He yea, and He is darkness deep ;
He is deep sorrow, «nd true bliss is He ;
He is the half, and ] gain the whole ;
Bondage is He, but He is true release ;
He is the alpha He the omecega.
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Siva's MvsTerIES (An Antiphony)

""His form is smeared with ashes white; the

snake His strange adornment is ;
The secret scriptures utters He : what kind of
god, my friend, is this? "

" Why talk of ash-smear, holy speech, adornment

strange ? This only know,
This god, of every living thing is the true
nature. Chalalo.”

‘“My father and my master, He of all men Lord

supreme, is clad

With but a hanging loin-cloth stitched; pray
tell me, friend, is He not mad? "

“The Vedas four with meaning fraught, the
everlasting Sastras, know

That these are but the threads whereof is wove
His loin-cloth. Chalalo.”

““The burning-ground's His temple fine; the

tiger's skin His raiment is ;
Father or mother hath He none ; He's all alone ;
my friend, see this.”’

" Though He no parents hath, no kin, yet should

His anger kindle, lo,
The whole wide world would straightway turn
to dust and :.shes. Chalalo.”’

""Though I am but a cur, yet when I turned to

Him who hath no end,
Into a sea of bliss He made me sink o'erwhelmed ;
sce this, my friend."”’

‘Those holy feet that sank thee in the sea of

bliss o’erwhelmeéd. know,
E'en to the very gods in heav'n they're richest
treasure. Chalalo.”’
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Tue THREE CASTLES DESTRUCTION

Bent was the bow, begun the fight,
The castles three were 'whelmed quite, (Fly, undi)
Three castles blazing with one light. (Fly, und1)

One bolt in Siva's hand saw we,
One single bolt for castles three, (Fly, und1)
And e’en that one scarce needed He. (Fly, undi)

Cleft lay the car at His foot's tread,
The axle was all shattered, (Fly, undi)
Three castles ruined lay and dead. (Fly, undi)

THE SHOULDER-PLAY

Poor slave was I, how long [ poured out all my
days for naught,
To Him the all-supreme no homage rendering!
Yet see,
How He, the jewel from eternal ages incorrupt,
Has come and drawn the prison-bolt of births,
and set me free.
Play we Tonokkam

In the poetry of all lands lovers have appealed to
birds to be th:ir messengers tu the distant loved one.
This is so common in Indian poet 'y as to have become
a recognised convention. Here the sai Is his
message of love and devution, in one casc by a hum-
ming bee, in the other by the Indian cuckoo, to Siva
who dwells in Tillai. Z.e. Chidambarzin.
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THE BRE'sS MESSAGE

Hard-hearted thief, stiff-necked was I, but no such
name He called me ;

My stony heart He melted, and by mercy He
enthralled me.

The swans abound in Tillai's lovely hall of gold,
His dwelling.

Fly, king of bees, at His gold anklets hum, my
message telling.

Cur though I am, my lord has set me His great
glory singing ;

To me, the mad, His patient grace is aye forgive-
ness bringing ;

Scorning me not, He deigns to take the service
I can do Him.

Mother and God. Go, king of bees, hum thou iy
message to Him.

Far would my heart and mind have gone from
Him, but He compelled me,

The lord with tangled locks, and His fair spouse,
they saved and held me.

He is the sky, the mighty sea, east, west, north,
south, indwelling.

His feet with honey drop. There, king of bees,
my praise be telling.

In this world's treas-ire false immersed lay I, and
self-deceiv ed,

Held it for treasure true, buit for His own He me
received.

My precious life itself is He, in Tillai's hall
abiding. '

Go, king of bces, at His rec! lotus feet my words
confiding.
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THE Cucko0's ERRAND

114. Hear, little cuckoo in the honey d orchard groves.

Heav'n did He spurn; to save us men, to earth
He came,

Boundless in giving, recking naught of flesh of
mine,

Entered my mind, and there my very thought
became.

He, the alone, the spouse of her whose pure eye's
ray

Shames the gazelle in softness, call Him hither,
pray.

One of the little childishnesses involved in idolatry
is that every morning with solemn ceremony the idol
must be wakened from his sleep, bathed, and dressed.
Here is a song with which he is roused from slumber.
But notice how successfully our author has filled his
poem with the fresh morning feeling, and the sights
and sounds of the sudden break of the Indian dawn.

THE IDpOL'S AWAKENING

115. Hail to Thee, treasure rare,
Source of all prosperity,
Dawn has come, at Thy feet,
Flowers themselves, fair flowers lay we.
Praising Thee, we await
Smiles that blossom fair and sweet
In Thy face, as we fall
Prone adoring at Thy feet.

Siva, Lord, dweller in

Perundurai, where expand
Lotus ilowers, petalled white,

In the cool moist pasture land,
Thou whose flay is the bull,

Thou the Lord of all mv ways,
Now O Lord of us all,

From Thy couch risc in Thy grace.
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116. Now anigh Indra's East

Draws the sun; dark flies apace
At the dawn; and the sun

Of the kindness in Thy face
Riseth high'r, ever high'r,

As like fair flowers opening,
Eyes unclose from their sleep,

Eyes of Thee our beauteous king.

Hear how now clouds of bees
Humming bright fill all the air.
Siva, Lord, dweller in
Holy Perundurai fair,
Thou wilt come to bestow
Favours rich, Oh shew Thy face'!
Mountain-joy, ocean-bliss,
From Thy couch rise in Thy grace.

117. Cocks now crow to the morn,

While the cuckoos loudly call ;
Little birds sweetly sing,

And the conch-shell sounds o'er all;
Light of stars fades away

Into common light of day ;
Dawn and sun come as one,

Now to us, O God, display

In Thy love Thy twin fiet,
Gracious, decked with anklets rare,

Siva, Lord, dweller in holy Perundurai fair,
Hard for all men to find,

Yet to me Tlou shewecdst Thy face.
Now O Lord of us all,

From Thy couch rise in Thy grace.
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118. On this side some men play
Lutes and vinas sweet of sound ;
On that side some men chant
Ancient Rik, their songs resound ;
In their hands some have brought
Wreaths of many blossoms wove;
Some bow down, some men weep,
Some men sway, o ercome by love ;

Clasping hands o'er their heads,
Others stand with reverent air ;
Siva, Lord, dweller in
Holy Perundurai fair,
Even me didst thou save ;
Sweet to me have been Thy ways.
Now, O Lord of us all,
From Thy couch rise in Thy grace.

The rest of our specimens of the ' Holy Utterances '’
may be left to explain themselves without comment,
save for a single line of title. Where two or more
stanzas are given from a poem, the title here given is
a translation from the Tamil.

ONivy witH THEE AND Tuy SAINTS!

11, Qur laly aye is in Thy heart,
As Thou in hers; and if ye bath
In mine do dwell, grant me a part
Amon ' your slaves, O ever First.
Unending lord, in Tillai’s ha'| whao dost -bide,
Let this deep yearning of my soul be satisfied.
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WHAT CAN I GIivE THEER?

120. Thou gav’st Thyself, Thou gained'st me ;

Which did the better bargain drive ?
Bliss found I in infinity ;

But what didst Thou from me derive ?
O Siva, Perundurai’s God,

My mind Thou tookest for Thy shrine:
My very body’s Thine abode :

What can I give Thee, Lord, of mine?

PassioN's PAIN

121. Caught am I in passion’s snare from women's
liquid eyes;
Stabbed at heart, a cur. O wisdom's light,
no aid I see.
Only lord, whose lady’s feet are softer than the
down,
How I long to hear Thy coral lips speak cheer
to me. '

LONGINGS FOR DEATU

122. Qur lord supreme,both earth and heav'nindwelling,

See how I have no other help but Thee.

Thou king of Siva's world, bright beyond telling,
Dweller in Perundurai, look on me.

Who'll hear my cry, who list to my complaining,
If Thou Thy grace deny. who saved'st me ?

[ ind in sea-girt carth no joy remaining.
Now let Thy grace speak, bid me come to Tlhee.
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123. InThee she dwells whose feet thandown are softer;

See how I have no other help but Thee.

Thou king of Siva’s world, my gracious master,
Dweller in Perundurai, look on me.

Fear holds me; for, in dark confusion godless,
I did forget the grace that saved me.

Dog and deceitful am I. Life is joyless.
Now let Thy grace speak, bid me come toThee.

124. In Thee she dwells whose ancient praise is faultless;
See how I have no other help but Thee.
Thou king of Siva's world, the bright moon
wearing,
Dweller in Perundurai, look on me.
Whom save Thee could I worship with my
praises ?
Can any other refuge give for me?
O Rider of the bull, my life is joyless.
Now let Thy grace speak, bid me come toThee.

THE BALANCING or DEEDS

125. O lord of Perundurai, place of peace,
To them who call Thy name, beyond compare
True joy art Thou. Thou mad'st my woe tc
ceasc
When good and ill deeds done were balanced fair.
Then lest unwith riag seed:;; of birth should
grow,
In Kalukundu Thy fair sclf didst shew.
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ONSUWIN

W Mysalf I cannot wﬁdersﬁ-&nd nor what is day nor
ight ;
%e who both word and thought transcends has

He. who for bull | has Vléhnu, and m Perundurai
d:wells Bl

O L:ght supreme, in Brahman guise has cast on
me strange spells.

. I ask not fame, wealth, earth or heév'n. No
birth, no death for me.
None will I touch who love not Swa _Now 'tis
| mine to sec |
Abndmg Perundurai, wear the K:i“mngg’s» foot as my
fu'e o croﬁwn
Never will I leave this HIS shrme nor let Him
leave His own.

. Art Thou like homey on the branch too high for
. me to climb?

-Or art; Thou nectar ocean- chumed? O Hara,
King sublime,

In Pﬂmrrdumx mroledl wwh mmst ﬁelds I lcan see

- With fc s ash-smeared, the spotless. Can 1 bear
my ecstasy ? |

| M!m y in this great MM‘ th Whoh ve do penance; I
~ alone
earing this fr: qf ﬂwh a bﬁrr n jungle-tree
~ have gr own.

“‘;;“;szlltrr in I‘mrunM1 o]ﬂ there ‘blooms the
~ kondai tree,
ay 1 the sipmer cry "Wllt Thou not grant
" Thyself to me
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Pious FEAR

130. I fear not serpents lurking smooth ;
I fear no liars’ feigned truth;
But when [ see fools venturing
E’en to the foot of Him our king,
Our three-eyed Lord with matted hair,
Of His great godhead unaware,
Fools thinking other gods can be,
Terror such sight inspires in me.

131. I fear no javelin's gory blade ;

Nor sidelong glance of bangled maid ;
But when I see men void of grace
Drinking no sweetness from the praise
Of my unchiselled Gem, whose dance
In Tillai's hall is seen, whose glance
Melts men’s whole frame in ecstasy,
Terror such sight inspires in me.

I CLing TO THEE

Kinr of the heavenly ones! All-filling Excellence!

E’'er to vile me Thou Thy wonaers hast shown ;

Balin of tru: bliss, -nding 1alse ea thly bliss of
sense,

Thou my whnle household did’st take for Thine
own.

Meaning of holy writ! Wondrous 't hy glory |

True wealtn, our Siva, to Thee, Lord, I+ I'ng.

Never to loose my hold, firmly | cling to Thee;

Wihere canst Thou go, lcaving me sorrowing?
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133. King of celestial ones, ever with bull for steed,

134.

Evil am I, yet my riches art Thou;

Lest I should rot in my foul flesh, and die indeed,

Thon hast preserved me, and Thine am I now.

Thou'art our God; Thou of grace art a boundless
sea,

Saved from my flesh, now to Thee, Lord, I cling.

Never to let Thee loose, firmly I cling to Thee;

Where can’st Thou go, leaving me sorrowing ?

Thou dids't come into my vile fleshly body,

E’en as 'twere into some great golden shrine ;

Soft'ning and melting it all, Thou hast saved me,

Lord condescending, Thou gem all divine !

Sorrow and birth, death, all ties that deceived me,

Thou did’st remove, all my bonds severing ;

True bliss, our kindly Light, firmly I cling to
Thee ;

\Where canst Thou go leaving me sorrowing ?

NAUGHT BuT THY LoOVE

135. I ask not kin, nor name, nor place,

Nor learnéd men’s societly.

Men's lore for n.e no value has;
Kittalam's lord, I come to Th:e.

\Wilt thou one boon on me bestow,
A heart to melt in longing sweet,

As yearns o’er new-born calf the cow,
In yearning for Thy sacred fcet?
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LoNGING FOR UNION

136. I had no virtue, penance, knowledge, self-control.
A doll to turn
A. pthers will [ danced, whirled, fell. But me
He filled in every limb
With love's mad longing, and that I might climb
there whence is no return,
He shewed His beauty, made me His. Ah me,
when shall I go to Him ?

THE WONDER OF GRACE

137. Fool's friend was I, none such may know
The way of frecedom ; yet to me
He shew'd the path of love, that so
Fruit of past deeds might ended be.
Cleansing my mind so foul, He made me like
a god.
Ah who could win that which the Father hath
bestowed ?

138. Thinking it right, sin's path I trod;
But, so that [ such paths might leave,
Arnd thind His grace, the dancing God,
Who far beyond our thought doth live,
O wonder passing great!=—to me His dancing
shewed.
Ah who could win that which the Father hath



APPENDIX 1T

SHRINES MENTIONED IN THESE POEMS

Aduturai, or Awvaduturai, in
Tanjpre District, now a station
on the South.lndian Railway.

Aiyaru, twelvemiles from T'anjore.

Alavay, or Uttarakosaimangai,
Madura.

Annamalai, or Tiruvannamalai,
in South Arcot District.

Arur, Tiruvallur, Tanjore District.

Athvhai Virattanam, South Arcot
District.

Bramiapuram, Shiyali, Tanjore
District.

Chenkattankudi

Chidambaram, or Tillai, or

Perumpattapuliyur, in=S. Arcot
District, the most-venerated place
of Saivism.

Chola, one of the three great
kingdoms into which the ancient
Tamil country was divided.

Comorin, extreme southern point
of India, still a great place of
pilgrimage.

Dharmapuram, near Tranquebar,
Tanjore District.

Kaviri, or Cauvery, the
sacred river in Seuth India.

Kachchi .Ehambam, or Kanchi-
puram, themodern Conjeeveram,
in North Arcot District.

most

Kedila

Kétiram

Kodumudi, near Erode, Coimba-
tore District.

Kolili, near the modern Tiru-
vallur, Tanjore District.

Kongu

Kundaiyur, near Tiruvallur,

Tanjore District:

4 ;
P

iy H”HWH“‘
Kuttalam, “fw“an)orc pisritl

| Malapadi, South Arcot District

near nchmopoly
Maraikkadu, the modern Vetha
raniam, Tanjore District. (,uri
ously enough, the modern na
is the Sanskrit translat WW“”“WT th
T amil, mcamng Forest of the
Vedas,' , lonely place where
Vedas are studied;.
Maruhal, on the Cauvery Rive
Tan]ore District.
Neyttanam, on-the Cauvery River,
Tanjore District. ,
Ottiyur, better knownas Tiru-
vottiyur, a few miles north of
Madras, now practically a
suburb.
Palanam, Tanjore District.
Perumpattapuliyur, see Chidam-
baram. _ E
Perundurai, Avudaiyirkoil, Tan
jore District.
Puhalar
Pungu" seven M\MHIES ‘rom\wﬂm\m Wa-hl
Tanjore District.
Plnturutti
Puvanam,
Madura.
Tillai, see Chidambaram.
T:ruputtur Ramnad District, near
Pudukotti - MM
anuvannamala:, see Annamal
Tiru Neyttanam, see Neyttanam
1ung§1a1madam .
Uttarakosamangai, Ramnad Dis-
trict. il
Valivalam. on the Cauvery,
Tanjore District.

twelve %i’niles fro

' Venneynallur,South Arcot Distr

N.B.—"Titu'"is

ap epithet meaning " Holy.” but where it has become practi-
cally part of the placesname, that name is given inthis list as il it began with T.
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s TEM OF TRM\SL:TERAHON AND PRONUNCIA-
A AMIL LETTERS

Tamil |Sanskrit| English Pronunciation (approximate)
R< | a u in punch »
A a a in rather

] 1 iin sit
g i iin clique
3 u u in full
3 a @ in rule
- e e in fed
g e a in fable
Q ai ai in aisle, but much shorter
- o J o in mobility
o 0 in noble

au J ow in cow

CONSONANTS

N.B.—The Tamil alpbabet iS not fully phonetic as are the San-
~ skrit and the other Dravnthan: alphabets. Sbveral letters
iﬁdxc&te different seunds m ﬂiﬁ'&rem connections.

.

After ucm In mm; Remark.
etter | coris%mnm“ ‘places Bunesks
&FE e ~ Guttural.
sl . This, is pronounced as &
& - 3 | E;nta:az s?bi lant.
. | Cerebral, far back in the
o v (@) . palate.
. t () Dcnul purer than English
s p (3 Ltbial
. (S{) ‘| Hard palatal 1, peculiar to.
ﬂ’ i t Tam  pronounced after
j ft. nmnm{

Erwm i -
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Tamil Translitera- (I;rgg::ot;ciigg&x; Remarks
uvs
P 3. | n(before g)in in singing guttural n
3] g n n in ginger palatal n
T3 o n stopped as far!cerebral n
back as possi-
ble
& & & T as in English
D q as in English
L 7 as in English
T ') as in English.
(when soft) |
o 7 |1 as in English |
o] g |V as in English,
but not so firm
p | r pronounced!Peculiar to
with the| Tamil
tongue as far
back in the
throat as pos-
sible.
or 1 pronounced by |palatal 1
the palate

Sanskrit words, unless they have become modified by long
Tamil usage, as, for example, in the author’s name Manikka
Vasahar, are transliterated according to Sanskrit pronunciation,
on the system used in other books in this series, the Sanskrit
alphabet being represented as follows : —

= - QJ‘Q-H—MUQ

e T et

gh
jh
dh
dh
bh

\4
h

B oo loilel



INDEX

k

(THE NUMBERS ARE THOSE OF PAGES, NOT OF STANZAS.)

J

HARA (Siva), 33.

ﬁél‘;aag 1 I1DOL, worship of, 111.

b, sacr§ 23. Indra, S1, 89, 113.

AINS, 11, 27, 33, 59, 61.
Joy in God, 47-51, 75. 77
LASA, 5, 39.

A[
ﬁ K mﬁh 5,

Kal ukkundu 119.
-tpaha F?ee 47 .

I

irattana, , 39, 43.

ai
Avaditurai, 49, 6
Avudaiyarkoil (Perundurm
86,111, 117 £., 121.

l3 RAHMA, 4, 6, 13, 21, 39, 41,
T {9 89.

Brabmans, 17, 33, 59, 71, §S.
ddbhism, 11, 27, 86.

CA%M‘;:EEY 15, 55.

u‘mdammmﬂwmm ('Tillai Bem 1
mpattaguhyur) 5. 17, 65,
07. 109, 115, 131.

Cﬁm orﬁn. 57.
Conijeeveram, 19.

stmdaz (cassia flower), 5, 73,

hulachx.hlral 31.

*?undaxytﬁ- 81
| K ut Wmmm l 2@“\\\

%q RA (Alavdy, Uttara-

WY1 cosamangii), 10, 19, 31,

i ?&«W\\\\\\\\\m

gnh@dw Siva), 51.

alapadi,73.

Mangaiyarkkarasi, 29.
irkmmd a, i“S 79.

ion, 53

Eb&.r I mum[O\X" em ph asis up 0, 89, |

“ay c.-g.p

LAV QURITISM io God, 73,
§

MES, songs sun g in,101 f. | NTAY ivﬁm 25, 67.
Gang és -5 : §79 ‘

] Nanldi (bi\'m 8 bul) 9 61

Grace. divine. ms : BJ. 127.
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Natarajan(éiva) , Frontispiece,
Ne).rttanam, 15.

ALNY, 15.
Pari, 81.
Parvati (Uma), 5, 13, 59, 61, 63,
65, 75, 79, 93.
Periya Puranam, 29.
Pessim:sm, 51, 67, 83.
Pilgrimage, no need for, 57.
Planets, 21,
Puhalur, 81.
Pungur, 79.
Punturutti, 47.
Puranas, 4.
Puvanam, 41.

DAMESWARAM, §§.
Ravana, 7, 39.

Rig Veda, 3, 17, 59, 115.

Rudra, 3, 41.

CANKARA (Siva), Sl.
Shiyali, 10, 11.
Sin, sense of, 43-47, 97, 99, 101.
Siva :
Meaning of name, 3.
Conception of, 4 f.
Blue-throated, 8.
Delivering from death, 15, 79.
Including good and evil, 19,
103.

INDEX

Unsearchable, 21.
Immanent in all, 91.
. His saving grace, 127.
Sivacharyar, 11,

~

T AMILIAN Antfquary, 29.

Tantras, 23.
Tirukkovaiyar, 87.
Tiruvachakam, 2.
Tiruvallur (Arur), 25, 71, 75,

79.

Tiruvannamalai, 13.
Tiruvottiyur, 45, 71, 75.
Trichinopoly (Chjrapalli), 19.
Tunganaimadam, 39.

UMI\ (Parvati), 5, 13, 59, 61,
63, 65, 75, 79, 93.
Unreality of life, 51. 83.

ADAPI, 29,
Vak, 59.

Valivalam, 21.
Vasuki, 8.
Vedaraniyam, 63.
Vedas, 5S.
Vedangas, SS.
Venneynallur, 75.
Vina, 49, 116.
Vishnu, 4, 41, 83.

YAMA, 79.
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