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Rajaram Ramachandran(13-7-31 see reverse)

Rajaram was born on 13-7-31 at Madras Now Chennai, India and is now settled
at Mumbai, India

His interest is both studying and writing Poems. The first poem in English, 'A
Song of the World' was written by him in the year 1965. Thereafter, he has
written many story poems for the children, humourous poems for the adults and
spiritual poems for the elders.

In his poems, wood, stone, bird, animals, stars, moon, sun, ocean, and trees-
they speak.

He has written 'RAMAYANA' the great epic Indian story in easily readable English
verses, which have become very popular and are posted here for the reading
pleasure of all the poetry lovers.

He has also written in simple English poem several other ancient epic stories-
Krishna Leela, Mahabarat, Silappadigaram or the Killer Anklet, Manimegalai-the
details of which can be found in his website

His biggest contribution to poemhunter is the stories from the Holy Bible posted
under his pen name 'Simple Simon'

His latest addition to the poemhunter is the French Story 'Saint Bernadette
Soubirous, ' based on the novel 'The Song of Bernadette, ' which came as a black
and white film sixty years back. The role of Bernadette was played by the famous
actress Jennifer Jones.

Till date 31-08-2009, he has written 18 poetry books: 1 Ramayana, 2
Mahabharata, 3 Krishna Leela, 4 Silappadigaram or the Killer
Anklet, 5 Manimegalai, 6 Adi Sankara, 7 Sakuntala, 8
Nala, 9 Harichandra, 10 Meera 11 Saint Thyagaraja, 12
The Holy Bible, 13 Saint Bernadette Sobirous, 14 A Bouquet
of Oriental Poems. 15 Gautama Buddha. 16 Swami Vivekananda,
17 Mother Teresa 18 Srila Prabhupada, 19 Andal, 20 Lava
Kusa

21 Chaitanya Maha Prabhu 22 Tirukkural by Tiruvalluvar, 23 Ramana
Maharishi, 24 Kanchi Maha Swami, 25 Sri Ramahuja

A vist to his website will give a fair idea of some of his works.
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The Reader's comments may kindly be sent to his email address: rajaram1931@
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###mother Teresa (01) A Great Saint Is Born

As a gift of the Heaven,

A great Saint is born.

Many had come and gone,
As God’s messenger chosen.

Thus the unseen Lord is seen
Thru’ the kindness of one,

Be that may, a man or woman,
Who serves the downtrodden.

The successive world wars,

The unwanted man-made crisis,
The wide spread deadly diseases,
Totally affected the poor masses.

God saw this horrible plight.

He couldn’t take this light.

The time was ripe He found,
And sent one down, duty-bound.

Mother Teresa, the Holy Spirit,
A divine Soul was born to inherit,
This world of uncared for masses,
Who were thrown out helpless.

On the 26th August, nineteen-ten,
To Albanian parents she was born,
As daughter of a catholic minority,
In Turkey with a Muslim majority.

The new-born girl, Gonxha Agnes,
The last one among three daughters,
Was brought up more religiously,

In the orthodox Catholic family.

In November nineteen-sixteen,
She had her first Holy Communion,
That sowed the seed of love in her
For the poorest among the poor.
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Her father, a big businessman,
The owner of a building concern,
Toured always many countries,
Besides his political activities.

Her life went on smoothly,

As they lived comfortably,
With her father’s good income
In his own construction firm.

But alas, she lost her father
Who left behind her mother,
To take care of the children

When she was hardly seven.

Her mother worked hard

To meet both painful ends
By stitching wedding dresses
And doing embroidery works.

Every day, they never failed,
But they visited and prayed
In the church, the Holy Virgin,
For Her mercy and protection.

They took pity on the poor,
Who knocked at the door,
And gave them, every one,

The best of their attention.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



###mother Teresa (02) A Passion For Public Service

Agnes’s Mother, Drana was one,
Who was the first ever to run
And do any public service

At the hour of their needs.

A widow with six children,
And a drunkard woman,
Who were left uncared for,
Lived under Drana’s care,

When the widow died,

The children were raised,
As part of her own family,
And they found it homely.

Agnes joined her mother,
While serving any neighbour.
So, it was no wonder,

If she was like her mother.

She too liked very much
Her services in the Church.
And was fond of praying,
Reading and also singing.

In the overseas missions,

She showed keen interests,
As a public school student,
That came as a good start.

She was just twelve then
When she took a decision

To dedicate her life forever
In serving God and the poor.

For this, everyday she prayed.
Also every door she knocked.
With her mother and priest,
She always talked o’er it.
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She had decided to join

The Loreto Order as a nun

In the field of education,

In the Bengal Catholic Mission.

She was just eighteen by then,
When she took up this profession.
And it was during this period

The “Sisters of Mercy, " she founded.

This order spread far and wide
With 561 centres in the world
Run by 3800 dedicated sisters,
Really wonder of wonders!

After her final renunciation

And joining the holy mission,

She visited her home town never,
Not even her sisters or mother.

It was by the Lord’s will,
With a missionary zeal,
She took up her noble career

With all her full vigour.

Rajaram Ramachandran

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



###mother Teresa (03) Agnes As Sister Teresa

In the year nineteen-twenty-eight,
On the 25th, September, the date
That gave Agnes a good start

For her career, in the right spirit.

She left her home that day,

To serve Blessed Virgin Mary,

Of the holy Institute at Ireland,
That was uppermost in her mind.

“Sisters of Loreto” was its name.
To start with, she joined the same.
She had her initial training

In Dublin and later in Darjeeling.

To speak English, she had learnt,
As it was most essential she felt.

She took the name Sister Teresa,
That later became Mother Teresa.

The same year, by the December end,
She sailed for India, her dreamland,
With a few more Sisters aboard,
Despite the jolt, the ship had caused.

They had lost, for several weeks,
Their daily attendance to mass,
Also they missed the Christmas
While they sailed on the seas.

But they spent praying merrily
In their little group assembly,
And also sang Christmas songs,
To overcome their tiresomeness.

On the 6th January, next year,

The ship cast down its anchor

At the destination, Calcutta Harbour,
The gateway to the dreamland of her.
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During May, nineteen thirty one,
After the period of her probation,
She then joined as a Teacher

In the Loreto School there.

Outside the high school premises,
She saw poverty in the slums.
Moved by their poor plight

She served them, to her might.

She became a very popular teacher
In the St. Mary’s High School there.
She had spent seventeen years

As Teacher and Headmistress.

On 24th May nineteen-thirty-seven,
She took her final Vows as a nun,

In her words, the “Spouse of Jesus, ”
For “All Eternity, ” in His cause.

The name of Mother Teresa she took,
As a mother’s role in her real look.
She loved her students and sisters,
And kept them all in good cheers.

Her courage, unselfishness, charity,
Her dedication, joy, hard work, fidelity,
Boosted up her popular name

Still more to the height of fame.

During the year 1946, she was given,
The charge of "Daughters of St. Anne,
Founded by the Loreto nuns,

Besides her teaching profession.

14

This school was in Bengali medium.
The teachers wore sari uniforms,
White sari in the summer

And blue one in the winter.

“Bengali Teresa, ” she then became.
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She toiled, not for a name or fame,
But with all her heart and soul,
In serving the poor people.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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###mother Teresa (04) Day Of The Great Killing

The disastrous 1946 World War
Crippled the economy world o’er.

It caused unprecedented destructions,
With huge loss of lives and properties.

The British rule in India then
Faced a severe opposition
From the Indian people,

In particular from Bengal.

They considered Bengalis

As a source of all troubles
And were for their division
On the basis of religion.

For solidarity Bengalis fought,
But Viceroy Curzon brought
The partition of Bengal

Just to divide the people.

The aftermath of this partition
On senseless communal lines
Resulted in violent clashes

Between Hindus and Muslims.

Mangled bodies, severed limbs,
Were strewn in the Kolkata streets,
With blood flowing like river

And warlike scenes all o’er.

Stench smells filled the air
From decaying bodies there,
As the curfew prevented
People removing those dead.

All movements of food grains
And other essential commodities
Came to a halt for four days
Due to the curfew orders.
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How to feed three hundred girls?
Mother Teresa defied the orders.

She crossed the blood-soaked streets
In search of some food grains.

When confronted by soldiers,
She told them about the girls,
Who were starving for food
And they had to be fed.

They could have arrested her,

But a bag of rice, they gave her,
Admiring her courage and kindness,
Even at the hour of a serious crisis.

She was always referring

The “Day of the Great Killing, ”
As brutal massacre of souls,
For no fault of theirs.

It was a bad to worse situation,
And almost an everyday scene,
When beggars, lepers, infants
Were left to die in the streets.

She felt that there was a call
From Jesus to serve them all,
The destitute and the poor,
With kindness till their last hour.

Her health was in a bad shape.
She was then sent to recoup
The same in a Darjeeling resort

Situated o’er a cool hilly spot.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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###mother Teresa (05) Call From The Heaven

During her health recuperation,
Calls from the Merciful Heaven,
Besides several divine visions
Came to her, one by one.

Jesus appeared and spoke to her,
“Aren’t you my spouse, Dear!

My spouse, born for my love!
Why not you rise up now? ”

“You're here for my sake.

Why then hesitate to take

More steps for the souls, like

The poor, the dying, and the sick? ”

“The little children too need

Your caring services indeed!

As a nun of Missionaries of Charity
Why don’t you show them pity? ”

This demand came from Jesus,
Which she couldn’t refuse,

But how to execute it alone?
This was in her thought then.

It was not only a social service

But also the one that pleased Jesus,
As they too were His children
Requiring her best attention.

It wasn't easy, but an uphill task,
For her, alone, to do this work,
Yet she had to fulfill His demand.
As His spouse, obey His command.

It took two years to sanction
Her request by the Vatican.
She left the Convent then,
To serve this chosen mission.
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In the year nineteen-forty-seven,
To educate the slum children

She started her first school.

By His grace, it came up well.

For all her love and care
Children came close to her
As “Ma” they called her,
Like their own mother.

She visited their homes,

And met their families.

She taught them cleanliness,
And dressed their wounds.

The uncared for, she cared.
The unloved, she loved.

The unwanted, she welcomed.
The sick, she nursed.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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###mother Teresa (06) Saint Of The Gutters

When a good seed is sown well,
It starts cutting the sail,
Pushing down deep its roots,
And sprouting up its shoots.

The seed of love from her heart
Grew deep well in the hearts
Of the poor men and women,
As well as their children.

Her simple sari, loveable face,
Healing touch, ocean of kindness,

Did attract people wherever she went
Like a powerful permanent magnet.

Each day opened with her prayer
To Jesus, her guide and master,
And with a rosary in her hand,
She searched for the unwanted.

Her students also joined her.

In the search, they followed her.
Thus the movement picked up.
Like a giant tree, it grew up.

Once when she was searching
She saw a woman dying

As an uncared for soul,

Just in front of a hospital.

With love and affection,

She picked up the woman,

And gave her the best attention,
What this poor needed then.

With the help of her pupils,
She picked up decaying souls,
Eaten by insects and worms,
And took care of them.
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She kept them neatly washed,
And sent them well dressed,
Before their final departure

From this world, with due honour.

People called the mother,

As a “Saint of Gutters, ”

For her noble work in the slums
Like an Angel meant for them.

Her work spread far and wide.

His Holiness, Pope Paul VI granted
The “Decree of Praise, ” then

To this noble congregation.

It became a worldwide movement
With a branch in every continent,
Including the communist countries,

By the will and mercy of Jesus.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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###mother Teresa (07)

In the year nineteen-forty-eight
India recognized Mother’s merit
And she became an Indian citizen,
As a pride jewel of the Nation.

During October, nineteen-fifty,
“The Missionaries of Charity, ”
Was founded by Kolkata Diocese
In honour of the sisters’ services.

Mother Teresa took the training
In the profession of nursing
From the Medical Missionaries
At Patna for three months.

Under the Missionaries of Charity
She extended her love and pity
To the uncared for persons

And treated them with kindness.

This organisation provided

For those needy, good food,

For the sick, free hospitals,

And for the children, free schools.

They ran youth centres,
Clean shelters for lepers
Dying poor, and orphanages,
Besides vocation centres.

A woman from a foreign country
Wearing a cheap coarse sari
With no resources of her own
Volunteered to serve the Nation.

People saw her goodness,
Her zeal for social services,
Her heart filled with kindness
Her simplicity in appearance.
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They donated chairs, tables,

Black boards, tools and accessories
Besides their voluntary services,
To build up schools and hospitals.

But for herself and her sisters,
They were content with two saris,
A handbag, a pair of slippers

And a rupee or two for expenses.

Their daily job was searching
In the city for those dying
Bring them home for caring
And sharing their feelings.

The four vows of poverty,
Obedience, chastity,

And service to the poor,
Were taken by a member.

The Rome had adopted them in
Under a pontifical congregation
Subject to these four vows
Being taken by the members.

If there was a selfless woman

In the world for compassion,
That was Mother Teresa alone,
An “Incarnation of Compassion.”

Wherever earthquake occurred,
Wherever children starved,
She stood by the side of the victims

And wholeheartedly served them.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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###mother Teresa (08) Nirmal Hriday (Pure Heart)

In the year 1952, there came,
For the dying, a special home,
“Nirmal Hriday” by name,

In Kolkata, for the first time.

A woman, half eaten by rats and ants,
Was found uncared for in the street,
And when the Mother carried her,

The hospital refused to admit her.

When she protested o’er their refusal,
They took the sick in the hospital.
More people, in their last days,
Uncared for, were in the streets.

When she searched for a place,
An officer from the health services
Showed her an old guests-hall
Attached to the Kali Temple.

This hall then became a centre
For the sick and dying poor,

And was named “Nirmal Hriday, ”
Or the ‘Pure Heart’ from that day.

40000 men, women and children,
Since then, were taken in,

From the Kolkata Streets,

And half of them died in peace.

The rest were sent to other homes
Where they spent their days

In a homely surroundings,
Forgetting their sufferings.

They had ambulances, doctors,
Medical equipment, nurses,
And many well wishers,
Helping them as volunteers.
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To serve the poorest of the poor,
Around the world,450 centres
Came up well right from Kolkata
To New York and then to Albania.

For more than 45 years

She extended her services
For the poor, dying, unwanted
People all o’er the world.

At first, the Hindus shouted
When the sisters shifted

The dying persons to the hall
Adjacent to the temple.

But their attitude changed

When, at her risk, she shifted

A cholera-affected son of a priest
To her home for treatment.

In 1953, “Shishu Bhavan, ”
A home for orphaned children
And abandoned infants

Came there into existence.

Many such homes, she had opened,

In India, and other parts of the world.
Some of them studied, some got married,
Like this, they were rehabilitated.

Thus a single person changed,
The face of the suffering world,
By her kindness, and compassion,
And her will power and dedication.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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###mother Teresa (09) Shanti Nagar For Lepers

Shanti Nagar, a City of Peace,

To train the sick and healed lepers,
In different skills was created,
Which was well appreciated.

The Indian Government handed
Near Asansol,34 acres of land
To the Missionaries of Charity,
For this humanitarian activity.

Under the guidance of the Mother,
A big leper colony came up there,
That was maintained well,
For those affected people.

In 1965, Pope Paul VI brought
This noble organization direct
Under the control of papacy,
Granting a ‘Decree of Praise.’

Pope also blessed the Mother
Authorized her to expand this order
Outside India for the benefit
Of people in every continent.

By 1996, she could open

517 missions in more than
100 countries in the world,

A really inconceivable record.

They treated the lepers, the blind,
The disabled, the aged,

The dying, the homeless,

The alcoholics and AID sufferers.

When there was a natural calamity
A team from Missionaries of Charity
Rushed to the affected places,

And undertook relief measures.
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It may be flood or cyclone,
Epidemic or famine,
Earthquake or refugee centre,
They immediately rushed there.

In 1966, a Brother unit

As the male counterpart

Of Missionaries of Charity started
Everywhere in the world.

She travelled far and wide.

And with her Sisters, she moved
Fast from place to place

In almost all the countries.

She worked with aborigines,
In the Australian reserve places,
And in Cairo, with rag pickers

Who had a living from the dumps.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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###mother Teresa (10) The Orphanage Children

“It’s the mercy of Jesus
That brings me success

In every uphill task,

In His name, I undertake.”

“I'm a pencil in God’s hand.
I obey His every command,
And to serve the needy people,
He’s using me as His tool.”

What a charitable attitude
Mother Teresa ever had,

And she wished to remain
Unnoticed behind the curtain!

But the world saw her

As Godsend for the poor

And gave her the first place
For all her love and kindness.

It wasn't an easy task to run
An orphanage for children

But still she maintained one
Facing all the difficulties alone.

One day she approached

A baker to give her bread,
A few pieces for the children
In the orphanage she ran.

The baker spat on her face
Yet, she showed no trace

Of her annoyance or vexation
Even against such provocation.

She wiped it out simply
And said this smilingly
To his surprise then
“That was for me alone.”
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“What about some bread

For my poor children’s need? ”
Her love touched his heart
Guilty he felt on his part.

He gave her willingly bread
That served their day’s need.
Even a slight sign of her anger
Would’ve left them in hunger.

With no pride or prejudice,
She followed the footsteps
Of her guiding Master Jesus,

She had chosen as her spouse.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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###mother Teresa (11)

“The death, I've seen,
Besides horrors of famine,
But I had never been,
Earlier, to a war scene.”

“"What do they really feel,
When they mercilessly kill
These children of God;
This I don’t understand.”

Thus spoke the Mother,
Amidst the scene of war,
In 1982, when Palestinians
Were fighting with Israelis.

It became Mother’s concern
To rescue 37 retarded children
Trapped there in between

The roaring sounds of guns.

On her appeal a ceasefire,
To honor the words of her,
Was brought in temporarily
Till she took them out safely.

The reason not knowing why,
The poor children began to cry.

She hugged them all, one by one,

More as a Mother, than a nun!

It gave the world no surprise
If the great Nobel Peace Prize
Of 1979 was awarded to Mother
For all the noble services of her.

Her mercy that was endless,
True, knew no boundaries.
Her zeal to serve the poor,
And the needy abated never.
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Unmindful of her failing health,
She travelled on this earth,
Far and wide, nook and corner,
Non-stop, to serve the poor.

The Ethiopian hungry people,
The radiation victims of Chernobyl,
The Armenian earth quake victims,
All had her merciful blessings.

She gave them food and shelter,
At their much needed hour,

In those dangerous places,
None ventured to do services.

No doubt, she was the spouse
Of the holy son of God, Jesus,
Who commanded her to serve

Those poor who did deserve.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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###mother Teresa (12) Awards After Awards

In 1971, Mother won Peace Prize,
In 1973, Templeton Prize,

In 1979, Nobel Peace Prize,

For all her humane services.

The highest civilian award,
Bharat Ratna was conferred,
In 1980, on Mother Teresa
By the Government of India.

In due recognition of her merit,

In 1985, the American President
Gave her the Medal of Freedom,
A great honor of that time.

The title of Honorary Citizen,
In the year 1996, was given
To her by the United States,
Thus giving her all the rights.

All these awards or any title
Never disturbed her soul,
As she was still so simple
To serve the poor people.

India released postage stamps,
As an exception to the rules,
To glorify her charitable role,
While she was alive still.

Some people called her,

A “Saint of the Gutter, ”

Also an “Angel of Mercy, ”

For her heart was full of mercy.

By then, all over the world

Her Missionaries had spread
As a popular society of pride.
In every country, far and wide.
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This society undertook
All kinds of relief work
Against the natural calamities,

Like floods, famine and epidemics.

Besides running orphanages,
They took care of refugees,
Shut-ins, Alcoholics, homeless,
And also the AIDs sufferers.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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###mother Teresa (14) You'Re My Budget

How can a dedicated Mother,
Single handed, take care

Of the sick, dying and poor
Lying in streets uncared for?

Hospitals refused to admit
All cases declared worst,
But she gave asylum

To every one of them.

Her courage and conviction
To serve the downtrodden

With her belief and self-will
Did support her cause well

Help came from all sources
Thus she had good resources
To keep her mission going
On this earth, in full swing.

A Chairman of a big firm,
To meet Mother, came.
He offered a property
Freely in Mumbai City.

He asked her, “"Oh Mother,
I've my doubt and fear,
How do you manage Budget
To meet your daily target? ”

She asked him then and there,
“"Who had sent you here? ”

He replied, “An inner urge I felt,
That brought me to this spot.”

She then smiled and said,
“It’s the will of God

That moves people this side
And our needs, they provide.”
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“Really you’re my budget.
The grace of God is what
That moved your kind heart.
And you came here to visit.”

What a true faith she had
On Jesus, the son of God,
Who saw actually to her needs

Being met with, as promised.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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###mother Teresa (15)

“Call him Allah or Ishwar,
Or simply God forever,

But He had made mankind
More to love and be loved.”

“"We cannot love sans prayer.
So, Let us pray together,
Whatever be the religion,

For us, it's of no concern.”

Mother Teresa spoke like this,
To gather all for daily prayers,
And this way, she cultivated

The seeds of ‘love and be loved.’

A Buddhist man was dying,
And Mother was saying,
“You say your prayer,

And I'll say my prayer.”

“Our prayers, God will listen,
As He’s not many but one, ”

Thus, she had a larger heart,
All types of prayers to accept.

Her liberal approach to people,

In turn, had an universal appeal,
That influenced them to her fold,

Step by step, all o’er the world.

Her multinational organizations,
Established in 120 countries,

Served the dying, homeless, destitute,

Hungry and poor of the poorest.

A Catholic strictly she was,
But she served every cause,
That drew her best attention,
Irrespective of any religion.
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As a follower of Vatican,

She was against abortion,
Stating, “"Don’t kill children
Even before they’re born.”

“In the womb why do you kill?
God gave life to them all.

To me, they are but Jesus,
Who laid his life for us.”

Many opposed this idea,
But since she lived in India,
The Hindus still revered her
As an Universal Mother.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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###mother Teresa (16) Compassion And Love

Mother Teresa shunned politics.
Once she said, “If I'm in politics,
I may stop loving people,

That I can’t think of or spell.”

“You work for the poor,
And avoid them never.
Love, share and care

The poor people forever.”

This new meaning she gave
For ‘compassion and love, ’
As her legacy for this world,
To be kept ever in mind.

At the bottom of her heart,
A touch of darkness she felt
For her separation from God,
As a close friend of the Lord.

Despite the prevailing darkness,
And her constant thirst for Jesus,
She did play her role well

And served the poor people.

She said, “"At home begins love.
Start first to love and serve
Your family and neighbors

Give them some time of yours.”

“Share with needy and poor,

Your belongings, be whatever,
With a smile and sweet word,
Treating them as children of God.”

“Giving food to the hungry,
Nice drink to the thirsty,

And visiting the sick in bed
Will please Jesus in the end.”
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“Pray for peace, joy and love

As part of your sacred vow

To please Jesus, the son of God,
Who always loved this world.”

“Peace of heart he gave
That came from love

For doing well to others
And serving good causes.”

“God gave us His Son, Jesus,
Who died on the Holy Cross
To show his love for us,

And spread his divine peace.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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###mother Teresa (17) The Importance Of Prayers

“There is so much hatred,
And misery in the world,
Prayer attached with sacrifice
Will bring, at home, peace.”

“In the family, love begins.
From there it gradually joins
The entire world of families
To bring in a total peace.”

“How much we do, matters not,
But how much love we put
Into whatever we try to do.
In fact, matters the most.”

"I want to find the poor,
Right in your home here,
Let me begin love there,
Then go to your next door.”

“I've seen what hunger is, ”
She said, "I gave some rice
To a Hindu family once,
Who starved for days.”

“They willingly shared the rice
With their starving neighbors

Of a Muslim family for days,
There I saw the joy of sacrifice.”

“Besides the divine prayers,
The sense of self sacrifice,
Adds to the joy and peace

In one’s own life experience.”
“None will be unwanted,
Uncared for or unloved,
When a peaceful world

We try our best to build
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Mother Teresa said like this
On the importance of Prayers,
And how the Lord answers
The prayers of all families.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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###mother Teresa (18) Blessed Mother Teresa

In 2003, nineteenth October,
At Rome’s Saint Peter’s square,
Pope John Paul II declared
Mother Teresa as Blessed.

She said, “If we remember
That God loves us forever,
We can also love others

Just like how He loves us.”

“The America will turn
Into a sign of peace then
To take up the lead

For the entire world.”

She often prayed with poor.
She tried to calm the lepers
Down from their worries
From the dreadful disease.

Homes for dying, Kolkata had,
But elsewhere in the world,

There existed no visible homes
Except open grounds for them.

Broken relationship, separation,
Disenchantment and desertion

In many parts of the world

Had kept the miserable life ruined.

One Mother had the courage

To show the way, at every stage,
How to serve, with love, the poor,
Also the dying at the last hour.

She never claimed as her own
For all those relief work done,
But always said, I'm a pencil
Used by Jesus as his tool.”
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“I'm only his mouth piece
And I speak his words.

I'm his blessed spouse

To execute his commands.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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###mother Teresa (19) The Co-Workers

In the year nineteen eighty,

The Missionaries of charity,
Opened a separate entity

For priests observing spirituality.

They were called Co-workers
And were given the services

Of taking care of the poor

For the love of Jesus, the Savior.

Their duties were to stay,
With the poor and pray
For few hours in a week,
Leaving their normal work.

They should take vows

Of poverty, obedience,
Charity and chastity,
Helping sisters and brothers.

Mother told them always,
“Jesus lives his life in us,
He sees through your eyes,
He loves with your hearts.”

“He walks with your feet.
Your work is a grand treat
For God’s love in action,
What you give in return.”

“My fire of love, you are
Among the sick, the poor,
The dying and the children
Who need your best attention.”
“Give them all your loving care.
You've to see Jesus in the poor,
If they've to see Jesus in us.

As co-workers you follow this.”
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“Jesus says, hungry he is,

Also he’s naked and homeless.
Be sure, you've served him
When, in the poor, you see him.”

“He’s in the disguise of poor,
For you to go for his care,
He’s the sign of bread

For the poor to be fed.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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###mother Teresa (20) The Succession

All over the world

Mother Teresa travelled
To help the poor people,
And in between she fell ill.

Despite her fragile health
The society grew in strength
And many came forward

To support her hands.

In 1996, there was a set back
In her health and she fell sick.
She wanted someone else

To take charge of her duties.

As a successor to Mother Teresa,
On 13-03-1997, Sister Nirmala
Was elected by the assembly

Of Sisters then unanimously.

In 1997, fifth of September,

The health of the Mother,

By morn, took a serious turn,
When she had severe chest pain.

“I can’t breathe, ” she said,
And then she quietly died.
The whole world mourned
And for her departure cried.

What a noble life she had led!
Completely worn out she died,
Till the end, serving the poor
For the love of Jesus forever.

Rarely one such soul is born,
On this earth, as Superior Nun,
More to serve as a Mother

Of the poorest of the poor.
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Many volumes can be written,
About her life time mission,
But it will only be a repetition

Of all her noble deeds, one by one.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##01 (Vivekananda) The Birth Of Hinduism

SWAMI VIVEKANANDA (A brief introduction)

Swami Vivekananda (Narendranath Datta) was born on 12-01-1863 at Kolkata
and died on 04-07-1902 at 39 years of age. He was a disciple of Guru
Ramakrishna Paramahamsa, who worshiped Mother Kali. Swamiji was the first
religious ambassador to America, in which land he was recognized for his talents
and deep knowledge in the Hindu ancient scriptures and religion. He was
advocating for Universal Religion. Every world citizen should read his speeches
in 9 Volumes released by the Ramakrishna Mission Association.. His life story
starts with the Birth of Hinduism.

THE BIRTH OF HINDUISM

When did Hinduism begin?

Still, the exact date is unknown.
It’s such an ancient religion,
Grown on a solid foundation.

It's a religion of tolerance,
And with all its patience,

It respects other religions,
For their religious doctrines.

In Bhagavad-gita Krishna says
“There may be many ways,
But all the paths lead to me,
Whatever path it may be.”

Religion is the backbone

Of national life of Indian,

And was nurtured by Great Sages
From time immemorial, of all ages.

At every time of spiritual crisis,
In this Indian soil, there arose
An Ascetic, a Sage, or a Saint,
From the danger, to protect it.

Rama, Krishna, Buddha,
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Adi Sankara, Nanak, Chaitanya,
Like this, came messengers, one by one,
All of them sent by the Heaven.

Names many, there may be,
But the Hindus ever see
God as one Supreme,

Not many, but as same.

A man is not only a father,
But also a son to his father,
A teacher, when he teaches,
A customer, when he buys.

He’s a seller, when he sells.

A preacher, when he tells.
When he sails, he’s a sailor.
When he stitches, he’s a tailor.

As a King, he’s a ruler,

As a mendicant, a beggar,
When he wins, a winner,
When he sins, a sinner.

This one man, who's the same
Takes up many karmic names,
Thus, Gods many have come

But they’re one and the same.

Brahma is the creator,
Vishnu is the protector,
Siva is the destroyer,
*Karmic names, they bear.

(*Karmic = action)

Just like one Sun reflects,
And shines in all reflectors,
God is one, but projects,

All o’er, as various objects.

A compendium of Truths,
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The Hinduism gave as Vedas,
Which lead one to the goal,
That is sacred and spiritual.

This is the salient truth
That exists from its birth,
Which had no beginning,

Nor will it have an ending.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##02 (Vivekananda) Birth Of Narendranath Datta

(Born on 12-1-1863)

The Land of Bengal is famous

For all kinds of noble causes,
Affecting social, political, religious,
Arts, cultural and trade interests.

In all these fields, there arose
Great many reformers, leaders,
Artists, poets, entrepreneurs,
As the top most sons of its soils.

As the heart of Indian Nation,
It rose up to all the occasions,
With its mighty contributions,
In the nation building functions.

Its abundant natural resources,
The perennial flow of rivers,
The deep sea coastal borders,
They added to its rich treasures.

As God’s gift, this mother soil
Gave birth to a great soul,
Narendranath Datta by name,
Later Vivekananda, he became.

In the year eighteen sixty three,
On the twelfth day of January,
He was born at Calcutta,

Now known as Kolkata.

Bhuvaneswari Devi, his mother,
Viswanath Datta, his father,
Both were proud of this son
For his nature more divine.

Lord Siva of Varanasi came,
Once in his mother’s dream,
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Granting her wishful boon,
“I'll be your son soon.”

True to her dream, her son
Proved himself more divine
In his every word and action,

That enhanced his reputation.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##03 (Vivekananda) The Datta Family

In the City of Kolkata,
The family of Datta,

Was well known for

Their independent nature.

Though rich they were,
They hesitated never,
And were always ready
To help the needy.

Narendra Datta’s grandfather
Durgacharan Datta, a philosopher,
Did renounce the world

In his urge to search for God.

Viswanath Datta, his father,
A popular High Court Lawyer,
Was well versed in English,
Under the then rule of British.

He had also an exposure

In the Persian literature,

And respected well the truths
From other religious faiths.

Poetry of Hafiz, he knew well.

Also he quoted from the Bible.
This enlarged his friendly circle
With different religious people.

His life was always full

Of activities, like travel,
Meeting friends, relatives,
And cooking new recipes.

But he was always keen

To take care of his children

In cultivating good manners
And their cultural interests.
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Narendra’s mother, a woman,
Who respected old tradition
Of a Hindu religious house,
Managed it well as mistress.

She was well at music,

Also Ramayana, the epic,
Besides ancient scriptures

Of spiritual and moral values.

A God fearing woman she was
Amidst her household duties,
She helped the poor in distress

And received their blessings.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##04 (Vivekananda) The Young Narendra

Time waited for none.

Years rolled on and on.

Child Narendra grew up well,
As a boy strong and tall.

As he was always restless,
And teasing his sisters,
They kept watchful eyes
O’er his playful activities,

Chanting Siva’s name, his mother,
Every time, poured water

O’er his head to keep him quiet,
That had its desired effect.

He loved animals and birds.
And played with all his pets,
A cow, a goat, guinea-pigs,
A monkey, a peacock and pigeons.

More like his grandfather,
He was spiritual by nature.
Ramayan and Mahabharat,
He learnt both by heart.

He ran towards all monks,
Who knocked their doors.
Whatever handy that came,
At once, he offered them.

A new cloth he was wearing,
The same he was offering,
One day, to a poor monk,
Who came with a pitiable look.

To avoid this, in a room,

They safely locked him.

But he threw out many things,
From window to mendicants.
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Such a soft heart he had.
Kindness was his blood.
To wake up this world
God sent him indeed!

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##05 (Vivekananda) Narendra's Early Years (I)

As a young boy, Narendra
Loved more God Siva,
The Lord of renunciation,
While doing meditation.

He had a flash of light
That was seen so bright,
Between his eyebrows,
Before his sleep at nights.

This kind of experience
Became a daily occurrence
Also during his meditation,
As his true nature inborn.

To a primary school, he went.

At six years, there he was sent.
But besides his class studies,

From boys, he learnt vulgar words.

Scared by this unpleasant trend,
His parents did not send

But stopped him from the school
For his home-tuition in their hall.

In the school, he was a leader.
And stood as a commander,

In any game, the boys played,
And his orders, they all obeyed.

As a prior sign, this leadership
Continued to take full shape
In his life mission to guide
The people of this world.

He was averse to divide men,
As superior or inferior men,
Based on religion or caste,
That went against his taste.
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In his father’s office,

They kept tobacco pipes,
Separately for their clients,

Of different religions or castes.

Against their opposition,

He took them one by one,
Smoked and found them all,
In taste every pipe was equal.

The discipline of his father,

The caring love of his mother,
Both shaped his fine character,
To make him later a kind leader.

His mother insisted on,
“Follow the truth, my son,
At any cost, never mind,
Finally, success you'll find.”

Many years later, he told,
“I'm deeply indebted
To my mother for her gift

Of knowledge, whatever I've got.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##06 (Vivekananda) Narendra's Early Years (Ii)

Narendra fell down, one day,
When he went to play

And hit against a sharp stone
That pricked his right eye bone.

The wound bled profusely
And it got healed up slowly.
Leaving a scar permanently,
But he took it very lightly.

Later, Guru Ramakrishna said,
“This had happened for good,

To avoid havoc in the world,

Extra energy was lost with blood.”

At the age of eight, he entered
High school where he studied
English with deep interest.

In due course, he mastered it.

He used to spend more time

In variety of games, gymnasium,
Fencing, wrestling, rowing,
Besides his interest in cooking.

His courage and simplicity,
His frank talks and honesty,
Earned people’s admiration,
And enhanced his reputation.

This exceptional youth
Never had any faith

On superstition, nor
Had he any kind of fear.

He used to say, “Find out
The truth and reason it out,
Rather than believing others
Or what is read in books.”
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Where others hesitated

There he soon rushed

To do humanitarian services,
Or redress other’s grievances.

The years of his teen age,
Brought a marked change
From his boyish behavior
To an adolescent nature.

His talks were more spiritual,
And on matters intellectual.
He attended public meetings,

And periodical music concerts

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##07 (Vivekananda) Narendra's Early Life (Iii)

Narendra loved Mother Nature.
And saw God’s hand everywhere.
The Nature around this vast earth
Led him more in the spiritual path.

Cool air, trees, creepers, birds
Mountain peaks, rivers, woods,
And many other beautiful things,
Taught him variety of experiences.

In his ecstasy, quite often,

He forgot himself as a man,

And saw within him a vibration,
That led him to divine realization.

There were several instances,
Of his strange experiences,
In his meticulous study

On the reincarnation theory.

On many such occasions,
He described past scenes
Exactly one by one,

As if earlier he had seen.

Encouraged by his father
He gave intellectual lectures
On variety of topics

Before elite audience.

When he was sixteen

For his further graduation,
In the Presidency College
He joined at the right age.

As a youth, more handsome,
All the professors liked him.

He also enjoyed his studies
And came up with flying colors.
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The professors praised him
As a genius every time

He scored meritorious success
In all the examinations.

It was at this time, he met
Sri Ramakrishna, the great,
When his inner most spirit
Got stirred up to a height.

Brahmo Samaj organization,
A movement on religion,
Influenced his thoughts

O’er many religious matters.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##08 (Vivekananda) Narendra's Early Life (Iv)

The British rule in India brought

A change in the curriculum taught,
For the education of Indians

On aggressive western patterns.

Masses were exploited well

In all fields, like social, political
Economical, educational,

Also in the name of rituals.

Brahmo Samaj fought this,
And brought many reforms
To stop human rights violation
And give women liberation.

It was against mad rituals,
Worship of God’s idols,
Crude religious dogmas,
Low, high Castes and creeds.

It stood for widows’ remarriage,
But opposed child marriage,
And oppression to women force,
Held as secondary citizens.

Narendra, under its influence,
Welcomed these changes,
Yet he was after the spiritual
Purpose behind his Soul.

Incidentally, proposals many,
Suggesting him to marry,
Were received with offers
For his higher foreign studies.

He refused them all
As there was a call
For his divine services
On a full time basis.
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The Bramho Samaj leader
Couldn’t directly answer
To his query, “Did you see
God, if so, how is He?

His thirst to see God,
Day by day, increased,
And the same question,
He asked everyone.

No satisfactory answers
Came from those sources.
The burning fire in him
Here and there, drove him.

His Professor gave a hint
That there was one saint,
Ramakrishna of Dakshineswar
Who was in trance there.

By then he was just eighteen.
To meet this saint, he was keen.
One day, that moment came

At an opportune time.

He was asked to sing
In a devotee’s dwelling
Where the great saint
Was unusually present.

His melodious performance
And his amiable face

Did attract the Saint,

At that crucial moment.

The Holy Saint invited him

To visit Dakshineswar anytime,
Thus, he had the next chance
To go to the Saint’s place.
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##09 (Vivekananda) Guru Ramakrishna (I)

Ramakrishna, the God-man,

At Kamarpukur, Bengal, was born,
In a poor family of Brahmin,
Devoted to their ancient religion.

He grew up as a child
In the country-side,
Amidst cows, trees
And rich rice fields.

In studies, he wasn’t so keen,
As he was always seen
Moving with spiritual men,
With his endless devotion.

From the age of six years,
He used to go into trances
When meditating on gods
With his closed eyes.

The death of his father
Made the family suffer
Down with poverty further,
With none to take care.

By then, he was sixteen.
So, he went to join,

At Kolkata, his brother
And stayed with him there.

With no interest in studies,
He took up the duties

In the Kali temple, as a priest
That suited his spiritual taste.

Ignorant of the scriptures,

And formalities in rituals,

His daily worship in the temple,
With his songs, went simple.
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He realized in this way,
The presence, one day,

Of Kali, the Goddess,

And fell down unconscious.

Intoxicated by this bliss,
He sang songs in praise
Of the Mother Goddess
With his eyes full of tears.

It was his total surrender

To Kali, the Universal Mother,
And a minute passed never
Without a thought of her.

People thought he was mad,
But for them, he never cared.
He followed his own method

Which others never understood.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##10 (Vivekananda) Guru Ramakrishna (Ii)

Ramakrishna saw other religions,
As different spiritual paths,

But they all spoke of one God,
By various names of the Lord.

At one stage, he did consider,

His wife also as a Divine Mother,
That was an extreme step to treat
Any woman as goddess incarnate.

He found a Universal Religion,
With an acceptable doctrine,
That he gave it as a total solution
For any religious confrontation.

Those who took him mad,
Later on, they worshiped

This man as a great saint,
Not as an ordinary priest.

He invited more youngsters
For all humanitarian services
And devotional ones as well.
Many responded to his call.

One such young man was
Narendra, the gracious,
Who went there to meet
And surrender at his feet.

At first, Narendra sang,
Before the Saint a song,
That was a binding force
Between those two hearts.

The Saint embraced him
And remarked at him,
“I know you’ll come

To meet me this time.”
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“Have you ever seen God?

Once, like this Narendra asked.

The saint smilingly replied,
“Yes, I've seen God.”

Narendra fainted at once,
When the Saint, in trance,
Just stroked his chest

A divine vision to create.

Narendra had a glimpse
Of his life, both previous
As well as present one,
As a strange inner vision.

Thereafter, they came closer
In contacts with each other
And became inseparable

As Master and disciple.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##11 (Vivekananda) The Guru And The Disciple (I)

At first, Guru Ramakrishna
Allowed Disciple Narendra
To have his own convictions
And free talks on religions.

Narendra as a member
Of Brahmo Samaj before,
Believed only one God,
Saying all were not Gods.

Once, before Guru, he said,
“To say is it not absurd
That this cup or jug is God
Or, we too are Gods? ”

Guru laughed at his words
For making fun of Gods

Of His Universal existence,
In every living substance.

It was at that right time,
Guru gently touched him,
Which effect, like a magic,
Gave him a rude shock.

This was a new experience
O’er different consciousness,
And he saw the Divine Spirit
Spread o’er wherever he went.

The presence of Brahman

He could feel in everyone,
Including himself, his horses,
And every material substances.

A glimpse of non-dualism
In his vision, came to him
Yet, his doubting mind,
Its real form, didn’t find.
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Guru always said, “Believe not
My word until you test it.”

One day, Narendra, as a test,
Placed a coin under Guru’s mat.

A pricking pain Guru felt,
When he sat on the mat,
And the pain vanished,
After the coin was removed.

Guru tested, in his turn,

His disciples, one by one,

He didn't care to recognize
Narendra two or three times.

But still Narendra came,
With love to see him,
And when Guru asked
In reply, he coolly said,

“I come here to see you
Because I love you;
Your words just to hear
I've not come here.”

The Master saw the disciple,
Thereafter, more loveable
For his sincerity and devotion,

From his open expression.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##12 (Vivekananda) The Guru And The Disciple (Ii)

One day, Guru Ramakrishna
Told his disciple, Narendra,

"I shall now transfer

To you my spiritual power.”

Narendra got puzzled then,
And asked him, in turn,

“Will it help me in any way

To realize God from this day? ”

Guru replied, “No, it will not,
But in your work, it will assist.”
Naren said, “In that event,

Let me realize God first, ”

“I may misuse my power,
Forgetting God forever,
And if I use it for myself,
It may end in my grief.”

It pleased Guru more
When he rejected power
And preferred God first,
Willingly o’er the rest.

Still in his rational mind,
He was trying to find,
What, in fact, was real?
What then was unreal?

The existing social differences,
Against odd religious practices,
Were the compelling forces,
That disturbed his thoughts.

The new Western culture
Over the old Indian culture,
Influenced the youth more
As a source of glamour.
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He was no exception

To this prevailing situation.
He studied English literature
As well as their culture.

The Western philosophy
Their side of history,

And science, in particular,
He studied, over and over.

How the brain acted,
Also the spinal cord,
When one was in trance,
He studied at a glance.

All these steps he did,
They had only increased
Deeply his inner turmoil

And stirred his mind as usual..

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##13 (Vivekananda) The Guru And The Disciple (Iii)

Narendra, with all his patience,
And wide personal experience,
Stopped his doubting attitude,
Yet, he had no peace of mind.

The need for a broad Universality
O’er the narrow Individuality,

He accepted, in principle,

While trying to be more spiritual.

Though a youth still he was,

Who normally indulged in passions,
He had to overcome such feelings,
And work for common purposes.

He felt, to win o’er the senses,
That caused more temptations,
Mere books weren't sufficient,

But a Guru was required to assist.

It was at this chosen hour
Guru Ramakrishna’s power
Brought his soul more peace,
And it put his mind at ease.

When he wished to learn
The art of meditation,
His Guru advised him
And like this told him.

“You can see God,
Also talk to God,

If your simple prayer
Is true and sincere.”

“To Him, you can pray
And this much can say,
God I know not Thee,

But I do believe Thee.”
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“To keep my mind free,
Kindly reveal to me,

Now, Thy real nature,

What I, all along, crave for.”

Narendra still went on

Practicing his meditation

Under the Guru’s guidance

And lost, often, his consciousness.

His mind became quiet.
That the soul was separate
From the body and free,
He could then clearly see.

To bring on him this effect,
The Guru also played his part,
Which Narendra understood,

Step by step, as days passed.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##14 (Vivekananda) Tragedy At Home

In 1884, Narendra’s preparation
Was on for his B.A. Examination,
By then Viswanath, his father died,
Throwing them financially bad.

Difficulties, one by one, came.
All creditors were after them.
For property, relatives fought,
Filing a lawsuit in the court.

His family had lost the case

And it made them penniless.

For days, he was left in lurch,
While for a job, he was in search.

To feed eight mouths at home,

He skipped his meals sometime.
He remained then in starvation
But it earned him self-satisfaction.

At times, he felt frustrated,
Saying, “Is there any God
To whom I've prayed

Daily from my childhood? ”

With his Guru also, he argued,
“Now I find, there’s no God,
Even if you say, He’'s there,
He'll answer our prayers never.”
“For fear of their going to hell,
Cowards only trust Him well.
For brave ones, He cares never,
Nor He truly exists anywhere.”

His friends were taken aback
With this kind of his talk
The most irreligious one,
That came out of frustration.
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His Guru, however, said,
“His heart believes God.
This present testing period
By itself, one day, it'll end.”

That one day came

At a crucial time,

When he was alone

With no food since morn.

Quite exhausted he sat
At the porch of a flat,
And began to sort out
The events of the past.

What all the glorious visions,

He saw during his meditations,
They flashed back in his mind,
In which peace again he found.

This gave him a conclusion,
He was born with a mission,
Not for enjoying worldly life,
But for following a spiritual life.

That was the day of importance,
When he decided to renounce
The material world once for all,

And go in the path more spiritual.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##15 (Vivekananda) Prayers To Goddess Kali

Once Narendra had decided
An ascetic life to lead,

To go ahead in that route,
His Guru’s help he sought

In the meantime, he secured,
A small job that provided
Just enough for the family

To manage their needs daily.

He told his guru one day,
“Oh Guru, why not you pray
To Mother Kali to take pity
And remove my poverty.”

Guru replied, “"Oh my son,
True, Kali will surely listen
If you also sincerely pray
On this auspicious day.”

“Since you've doubted her,

And also her real power

All these days, you had to suffer,
But she fulfils her devotee’s prayer.”

To the Kali Temple he went,
Late by the same night,

But he forgot about his poverty,
When he stood before the Deity.

He saw her as real one,
Not an ordinary stone,

Ready to give him boon
When he asked for one.

This, he told his Master,
“I saw real Kali Mother,
And before her beauty,
I forgot about my poverty.”
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In his life, this incident,

Acted as a turning point,
Bringing a change in him,
On the spiritual platform.

He became an ardent devotee
Of Kali, the presiding Deity,
From that moment onward,
Not turning again backward.

In the cycle of manifestation,
Mother Kali is all in one;

To the virtuous, a kind Mother,
And to the offenders, a terror.

As the Universal Mother
She has all the powers

Of creation, protection,
And also destruction.

As a Universal symbol,
Her manifestation is total.
She’s the Most Merciful,
And also All Powerful.
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##16 (Vivekananda) In The Company Of Master

In the company of Master
Narendra enjoyed for six years.
In the Guru’s very presence,
He gained more experience.

Ramakrishna was too liberal,
And in simple living, an example,
Without imposing his ideas

On anyone of his disciples.

In that, Narendra was special,
And was Guru’s close disciple,
The one, who was chosen,

By God for a specific mission.

One day, he couldn’t mediate
As a whistling sound came out
Continuously from a nearby mill,
And the noise was terribly shrill.

By Guru, he was advised

To concentrate on this sound,
And when he did the same,
The desired results came.

Another time, when his mind
Could not be controlled,
Guru pressed the space
Between his two eyebrows.

On this sensation, he meditated.
Then effective it was, he found.
In a simple manner like this,
Guru trained his disciples.

To get help financially,
For his distressed family,
Guru asked a devotee
Who was fairly wealthy.
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When Narendra felt bad,
Guru, with tears, told,

“Oh Naren, I can beg for you,
And do anything for you.”

The depth of Guru’s love,
Narendra understood now.
More than disciple or Master,
Like close friends, they were.

With this kind of relationship
Narendra faced all hardship
More calmly and quite easily,

And his life went on smoothly.
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##17 (Vivekananda) Service To The Humanity

Narendra’s poverty at home
Did not, in fact, affect him,
Rather it turned his heart
Still more kind and soft.

This personal experience
Gave him a chance

To know the pitiable
Plight of the poor people.

The poverty inspired him,
In a way, to help them,
And to serve the needy,
He was always ready.

His Guru advised always,
“The Lord loves those,
Who serve all living beings
Including His devotees.”

“God’s name one should love.
Mankind one should serve.
Serving is better than
Showing mere compassion”

“Love is not possible unless
One sees God in others.

Thus, an enlightened person
Can commune with Brahman.”

Hearing this, Narendra said,
“It’s my duty to spread

This truth world over,

In every nook and corner.”

“A religion extends a vision,

To teach man live like a man,
And it should break the barriers
Of all castes, creeds and races.”
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Guru taught him always,
The unity of existence,

The harmony of religions
And the divinity of souls.

About the duality

Or the non-duality

Of God’s existence

He told them like this:

“Opinions may differ.
The ways may differ.
But they all finally lead

To one and the same God.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##18 (Vivekananda) Incarnation Of God

Narendra respected his Master
As a great religious leader,

And didn't like to mould him,

As an incarnation of God anytime.

Narendra’s magnetic personality
And his intellectual capacity,
Elevated him to the top place
As an idol among the disciples.

Whenever he was serious,
He had a frightening face,
But his smile was so bright
That endeared every heart.

He was so near and dear,

To Ramakrishna, his teacher,
It held him at a high place,

In the looks of his Guru’s eyes.

In 1885, this Great Master
Had an attack of throat cancer.
Despite doctor’s advice,

He was speaking to visitors.

He continued his lectures
To those spiritual seekers,
Who thronged his place
To hear his instructions.

His health was not well.
Into trances, still he fell,
That made his condition
From bad to worse by then.

The illness of the Master,
Showed no sign of cure,
Though they nursed him,
Day and night, all the time.
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He called Narendra and said,
“I'm very much pleased,
With your love for me,

And your faith in me.”

“These young disciples here,
Need your personal care,
Take proper care of them,
With all your love for them.”

“Ensure that they practice
Here spiritual disciplines,
Under your able guidance,
Even after my demise.”

To other disciples, he said,
“Narendra is a gift of God.
Respect him as your leader.
It'll be good for your future.”

He initiated, as his disciples,
Many of the new comers,
Thus he laid the foundation

For future Ramakrishna Mission.
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##19 (Vivekananda) The Master As A Leader

The Divinity of the Master
As a born religious leader,
Was seen in his every word,
As well as in his every deed.

He remained in Narendra’s look,
Always as an open living book,

That explained the eternal souls,
As against the perishable bodies.

His total renunciation meant,

A life time non-attachment

To woman or wealth, that can
Easily corrupt the mind of anyone.

To his disciples, he advised,
To give up lust and greed,
And to be always good,

In order to realize God.

He came to revive the faiths
And the spiritual aspirations
Of those millions of Hindus

O’er a period of 3000 years.

He encouraged Personal Gods,
And worship of symbols,

As one can realize ultimately
The “Oneness” with God easily.

The “Oneness, " he meant
That God pervaded to activate,
On this earth, all living beings
As well as material bodies.

What he advocated always

Were not the creeds or dogmas,
But one’s deep inner experience
That ensured spiritual progress.
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“God listens to prayers
And fulfills the needs
If sincerely one prays.”

Thus he encouraged prayers.
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##20 (Vivekananda) The Master's Last Days

One day, there came a scholar
And advised the Master,

“For your self-cure, concentrate
Steadily on your bad throat.”

This would mean diversion
Of his mind from God then,
Switching over to his body,
For which he wasn’t ready.

When Narendra persisted,
To Mother Kali, Guru prayed,
Just to satisfy his disciple,
And it was not fruitful.

What was Mother’s advice,
He told the worried disciples,
“To eat thro’ your mouths,
Mother gave me her orders.”

Here, the principles of Vedanta
Was quoted by Ramakrishna,
That God pervaded all souls,
To prove oneness of existence.

In Ramakrishna’s opinion,
This was the true realization
To overcome the pain

Or suffering by anyone.

The advance stage of disease
Made his condition serious,
And he looked like a skeleton
Just covered by a thin skin.

As he couldn’t even whisper,
He had to write on paper,
That all his acquired powers
Would work thro’ his disciples.
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Was Guru God incarnate?
Narendra still had this doubt.
Guru told him, "Rama and Krishna
Both are in me as Ramakrishna.”

Thus, Guru himself declared
That he came to this world

As God-man to guide the people
And make them more spiritual.

On 16th August, 1886, morn
Ramakrishna, the Holy-man,
Entered the heavenly abode,
Leaving this material world.

A week thereafter they saw,
A luminous figure, with awe,
Not merely as an illusion,
But actually in their vision..
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##21 Take Care Of The Disciples

After the demise of Ramakrishna,
It fell on the part of Narendra,
To take care of the disciples,

A task found not so simple.

Who would bear the expenses?
Where to find a suitable house,
With all the basic facilities,

To keep the young disciples?

A disciple of Ramakrishna,
By name Surendranath Mitra,
Came forward to meet

All their expenses at last.

In the small Town Barangore,
A place near Dakshineswar,
An old house was rented,

By ghosts, that was haunted.

Thus, the first headquarters,
Came there into existence,

To the delight of young boys,
Who were trained as monks.

As his visible presence,

The Master’s sacred ashes,
Were kept in a shrine room,
For daily worship by them.

Finally, they all renounced,
Their own homes and stayed
In this monastery as inmates
To pursue their daily practices.

During the day time,
Narendra was at home.
And to stay with them,
By nightfall, he came.
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In the spiritual disciplines,
He trained the disciples,
Who found his presence,
As a source of happiness.

As a course of self-purification,
They practiced daily meditation.
They weren’t so keen on food
Whatever that was served.

At late hours by nights,

They slept on straw mats,

After finishing their prayer songs,
Accompanied by musical instruments.

Thus went on their routine,
That was full of strain,

Due to minimum facilities
Found within their resources.
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##22 (Vivekananda) Narendra's Visit To Varanasi

To Narendra, monastic life meant,
Control over lower nature first,
The realization of God then,

Thro’ constant meditation.

While following this process,
As well disciplined ascetics,

It shouldn’t also be painful

To any of his brother disciples

The day to day incidents,
And the current world events,
Should be known to them,

To keep up with the time.

On topics like world histories,
Other philosophical theories,
Compared to Hindu systems,
They held deep discussions.

Some devotees questioned,
“Have we now realized God,
By following all these days,
Such strict austere measures? ”

Narendra then furiously asked,
“If we haven't realized God,
Should we lose our higher nature,
And return to a life, far inferior? ”

As monks wandered normally
From place to place periodically,
Staying at the same place,
Some of them became restless,

To enhance their spiritual values,

They wished to visit holy places.

A solitude life, Narendra wished for

To gain inner strength more and more.
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Also he wanted other disciples
Should take care of their lives,
Not depending on him always,
That would build self-confidence.

At first, he went to Varanasi,

The learned pundits there, to see.

In their midst, he felt uplifted.

A peaceful atmosphere, he found.

There, some monkeys, one day,
Chased him on his way,

A monk there told him,

“Don’t run, but face them.”

When he turned and faced,

In fear, they all disappeared.
This taught him a good lesson.
“Face all dangers, don’t run.”
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##23 (Vivekananda) Vedanta For Downtrodden

At Varanasi, the holy place,
Narendra had more peace,
In that sacred atmosphere
That spread everywhere.

After a few days stay there,
He returned to Baranagore,
The Mission’s Headquarters,
To meet his brother-disciples.

He had his deep concern
More for the downtrodden,
O’er their total ignorance
Of the Vedanta scriptures.

When he spoke about this
To his brother disciples,
They vehemently opposed it,
In their own selfish interest.

He retorted, “I'll go to the slum,
And consciously teach them,
Even if I face any opposition
From you all, for my action.”

He shared this noble idea

With Pramadadas Mitra

Of Varanasi, a Sanskrit scholar,
For his opinion, thereafter.

They had mutual respect,
And discussed every aspect
Of the Hindu customs,

And cleared their doubts.

Next, he visited Ayodhya,

The ancient capital of Rama,
And then at Agra saw Taj Mahal
The symbol of a Muslim rule.
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While going to Vrindavan,
He saw a poor old man,
On the road side sitting,
And enjoying his smoking.

Narendra asked him to lend
His pipe, which he refused,
As he was a low caste man.
To go near him, there was ban.

“What a shame! ” Narendra said,
Took his pipe and smoked,

More to break this nonsense,

To which, he was always averse.
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##24 (Vivekananda) Visit To Hardwar

Narendra started for Hardwar
A sacred pilgrimage centre,
Situated at the foothills

Of the Mountain Himalayas.

At Hathras Station, on his way,
He met its Master, one day,

By name Sarat Chandra Gupta,
Who showed interest in Narendra.

For some time, he stayed there
With the Station Master,

And discussed on matters

Of interests in Hindu scriptures.

Narendra told, "Oh my son,
Now I've a great mission

To obey my Master’'s command
To regenerate our Motherland.”

“It has spiritually fallen down.
It should go on dynamic again,
With its vital spiritual power,
To earn its respect world over.

Sarat renounced the world,

And as a disciple, he joined.
He then followed the Master
All the way to Hardwar.

Their next place of visit was
Hrishikesh, near the Ganges,
Where they met pious monks,
Coming from various sects.

Sarat suddenly fell sick
And was shifted back

To Hathras for treatment,
Thus cutting short his visit.
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Narendra too had an attack
Of malaria fever and fell sick.
Back to his Baranagore Town,
He was forced to return.

This tour to different places
Did give him some traces
Of ancient civilization

In every remote region.

He revealed his worry
And openly felt sorry
For the Indian masses
Who were the sufferers.

Seeing their cheap life,

He fell into utter grief.

He blamed heartless priests,
And landlords for this.

The religion gave ideals.
Besides its liberal riches,
But the prolonged power
Corrupted priests all over.

The innocent people at large
Were denied of knowledge
Of the Vedas or the religion,

That caused this deterioration.

He wanted to throw open

All the gates of the religion
To bring about a regeneration
Of Indian masses once again.
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##25 (Vivekananda) Faith In Ramakrishna

In order to take Vedas

To the ignorant masses,
Narendra required preachers
To go to different places.

He encouraged his brothers
To study deeply Vedas,

As thru’ these disciples,

It could reach the masses.

First to solve their poverty
There was a dire necessity
To follow the developed West
By the under developed East.

Between the West and the East
He wanted a bridge to be built,
To solve many problems faced

By material and spiritual world.

The West looked at the East
For their spiritual progress,
While the East faced the West,
For their material prospects.

Narendra came in between
The East and the West then
As a religious messenger,

To fulfill his Master’s desire.

It so happened one day
When he was on his way
To Varanasi, he had met
A realized senior saint.

Pavhari Baba was his name,
Narendra spent sometime

To discuss a few points

And learn yoga from this saint.
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The saint didn't tell Narendra
A word on the practice of yoga,
But in his vision, at that time,
His Guru Ramakrishna came.

The Guru gazed at his eyes
For nearly twenty one days.
This feeling opened his eyes
On the Guru’s earlier days.

Though his Guru was no more
His instructions were still there
Which had he really followed
He wouldn’t have suffered.

He prayed Guru for pardon
And started doing meditation.
This time with no fears,

Nor with any more doubts.
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##26 (Vivekananda) The Moans Of Millions

Whenever Narendra thought of bliss
Of Samadhi, as spiritual experience,
He heard the moans of millions,

The victims of poverty and ignorance.

He thought, "When this’ll end?
Who'll be their proper guide?
Even the West spiritually suffers
Despite their abundant riches.”

As a lad of twenty five then,
How to solve them alone?

The task was gigantic one

To be tackled by a single person.

In the confined life of monastery,
Narendra wasn’t so much happy,
When his services were in demand,
To be done elsewhere in the world.

He told, “I shall not return
Until I gain such realization,
That will transform a man
When I just touch one.”

Blessed by the Holy Mother,
And taking leave of her,

He left for the Himalayas

In search of ways and means.

With two brother disciples,
He had arrived at Nainital,
On the way to Badrikashrama
In the heart of the Himalayas.

At the final destination,

They sat in meditation

Under a Peepul tree there

In that biting cold atmosphere.
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Narendra realized the oneness
Of the man with Universe,

In that, the elements of bodies
Also existed in the Universe.

The whole Universe existed,
In an atom, what he found.
The power of Ramakrishna
Started working on Narendra.

He became a realized soul.
But it wasn't his ultimate goal,
As in his uppermost mind

Only the poor people stood.
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##27 (Vivekananda) Visits To Holy Places

With some of his brother disciples,
Narendra visited many holy places.
For food, they lived on alms,

Then meditated, studied scriptures.

In this way, their time passed.
By then, the sad news he heard
That one of his sisters died

By committing suicide.

In the society dominated by men,
The plight of the Hindu women,
When none fought for their cause,
Did create such social injustice

With this thought in mind,

A solution he wanted to find.

He didn't like to be a criminal
And remain, as a spectator, idle.

To Hrishikesh, he then went.
With monks, hours he spent.
There he seriously fell ill.
But he stayed there still.

When he became fit,

He was taken to Meerut.
There, they enjoyed the stay
And did meditation everyday.

They studied scriptures,
Sang devotional songs,
A small monastery it became
And earned its popular name.

After a stay of five months,
Narendra became restless.

In his future course of action,
He wanted to do it alone.
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The Divine Spirit in him
Powerfully forced him
To take up the causes
Of the Indian masses.

In January 1891, alone he left
And towards Delhi he went,
As Swami Vividishananda,
Hiding his nhame, Narendra.

He wished to travel like this
Everywhere, in disguise,

And visited many places,

Like mosques, tombs, palaces.

When some of his brothers
Saw their beloved leader,

He told them, “Brothers,

I go wherever the spirit leads.”

“Do not follow me,

Or try to trace me.

You strive to realize
That goal set as yours.”

With these few words,
He snapped all the ties
To face any situation

By himself, in future, alone.
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##28 (Vivekananda) Equality Among Masses

The Ramakrishna’s teachings
The visits to pilgrim centers,
The Eastern-Western culture,
All shaped Narendra’s basic nature.

One day he sat with pariahs,
Another day with Maharajas,
Or ministers, or orthodox pundits,
Otherwise, with college professors.

He had such an equality of mind
To move with men of every kind,
Low or high in their status,

As a selfless soul of the masses.

Behind joys or sorrows,
Hopes or frustrations,

Of the low or high people,
He saw a kind of struggle.

The cry of the people for aid
Wherever he went, he heard.
His tender heart, it touched.
To help them all, he decided.

At Alwar, In February 1891,
He was a star attraction,

Among Muslims and Hindus,
Who gathered at one place.

As ‘Swamiji’ they called him.

He went on by that new name.
He appreciated the Holy Koran
For its purity in interpretation.

One Maharaja told, “You're so old,
Also strong and able bodied,

And a scholar too, I've heard

Why do you wander like a vagabond? ”

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Swamiji said, “For a hunt
Why do you go at the cost
Of all your royal duties

Just to satisfy your whims? ”

Maharaja replied, “I go
Because I like to go.”

Swamiji said, "I like to wander
Among monks, so I wander.”

Next, Maharaja did ridicule
“Why do you worship idol,
Just made of some metal

Or stone, or some clay soil? ”

Swamiji told, “"The idol

Is a kind of symbol

That brings to one’s mind
The existence of God.”

He asked the Prime Minister

To spit on the Majaraja’s picture,
That stunned the audience,

And kept them in silence.

He explained, “It's only a picture,
Yet it's treated with honor.
Likewise, this idol remains
To honor God’s presence.”

Maharaja apologized then
For his impertinent question,
And appreciated his boldness,

In giving convincing replies.
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##29 (Vivekananda) A Study Tour Of India

Starting from the North

Up to the tail end of the South,
Narendra took a study tour

Of different places all over.

He moved from Alwar

And arrived at Jaipur.

To study Sanskrit grammar
From the pundits there.

From Jaipur to Ajmer

He moved thereafter,
And saw the greatness
Of the past Muslim rules.

Against the wishes
Of a few orthodox Hindus,
He took his meals
With some Muslim officials.

From Ajmer he went

To Mount Abu and met

The Maharaja of Khetri

Who later became a devotee.

Maharaja asked for a boon
Of a male heir to the throne.
With the blessing of God,
The same Swamiji granted.

From Khetri he went

All the way to Gujarat

And then from there

He proceeded to Kathiawar.

He visited Ahmedabad,

From there next Junagad;
Then in the City of Porbandar,
As a guest of Prime Minister.
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The learned Prime Minister
Was a great Sanskrit Scholar.
He told, “Swamiji, I've my fear,
None will appreciate you here.”

“Go to West where you'll shine.
And you work also will shine.”
This coincided with his plan,
What he was feeling within.

Soon he moved to Baroda
And later arrived at Khandwa,
Here, to the City of Chicago
He had made a plan to go.

As a Parliament of Religions,
At Chicago, a congregation
Of various religious leaders
Was to be held later.

After visiting Mumbai.
Poona, Kolhapur, Swamiji
Arrived at Belgaum City.
Then went to Bangalore City.

Swamiji had a chance

To stay in the palace

Of Maharaja of Mysore
As a revered guest there.

He then went to Trivandrum
And next to Rameswaram
After touching Kanyakumari
In the final list of itinerary

At Rameswaram City
He met Bhaskara Setupati
The Raja of Ramnad,

Who became his friend.

Raja offered to help him
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Financially at any time,
For his trip to America
As a representative of India

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##30 (Vivekananda) The Rock At Cape Comorin

Swamiji had arrived

At the India’s tail end,

Cape Comorin by name,
Kanyakumari, by other name

In the sea shore temple there,

He prayed to Divine Mother.

From the shore he had a look,
And saw, at a distance, a big rock.

In the shark infested waters,

He courageously swam across,
And sat on the rock in meditation,
Keeping aside his emotion.

Across the roaring sea,
From the rock he could see
The places he had visited,
Wherever he had travelled.

A monk was dedicated to God.
In every soul there was God.
So, he was keen to look after
God the wicked, God the poor.

He took a bold decision

To serve God in man.

But how to get resources

For India to stand on its legs?

He saw America as a country
That can free India’s poverty,
Thro” exchange of knowledge
On science and technology.

With this idea, from the rock,
He got up and swam back.
His journey started again
Towards northern region.
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To eat, when nothing he had
Someone gave him food.

As if directed by God

To share the donor’s food.

Not willing to be a burden
On any of those poor men,
Better to starve, he decided
When there was no food.

He went to the forest
To sit and meditate,
And there came a tiger
With its own hunger.

Swamiji said, “Oh tiger,
We both sit here in hunger.
Let my body be your food
If you find this good.”

God’s will was otherwise.
The hungry tiger, in silence,
Turned back and went away, [

Sparing his precious life that day.
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##31 (Vivekananda)

During his wanderings

In the vicinity of Himalayas,
A Tibetan family kept
Swamiji as their guest.

He was surprised to see,
They practiced polyandry.
One wife for six brothers
As a strange practice.

"I should enjoy any good thing,
With my brothers, by sharing;
It's our customary practice.

I'll be selfish otherwise.”

When Swamiji questioned,
Like this, the eldest replied,
But Swamiji remained silent
Without making any comment.

In the name of tradition,
Either good or evil one,
People followed the same
Blindly as their custom.

In his opinion, he judged

A thing by its own standard
Of a social group only,

And condemned it not openly

Once, he travelled by train.
With him two Englishmen,
Sat in his compartment
Making a silly comment.

An illiterate beggar he was.
They joked at him like this.
Swamiji simply kept quiet.
Without making any retort.
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When the train stopped,

In perfect English he talked
With the Station Master,
O’er some general matter.

They asked him, "Why didn't
You make any protest
Against our rudeness

And comments baseless? ”

He replied, “Friends,
I've seen such fools
Not for the first time.”
This provoked them.

They wanted to fight,
But, in fear, kept quiet,
After seeing his body

That was so sturdy.
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##32 (Vivekananda) Sympathy For Untouchables

At Rajputana, in a religious meet
Swamiji came to participate,

But none cared for his rest,

Or for his food at least.

A poor low caste man

Gave him with hesitation
Some uncooked food

As cooked one was prohibited.

As he was an untouchable,
The high class people,
Kept him at a distance

In all the functions.

Taking pity on him,
Swamiji then told him
“Bring your cooked food,
For me, it’s good.”

On seeing his kindness,
The poor man shed tears,
And gave him cooked meal,
That, in fact, tasted well

Swamiji felt, “"The poor people
Who're so good and simple,
Live in huts as untouchables.
And such people, we despise.”

For many days, with no food,
At some places, he remained.
He stayed then with sweepers
Who were treated as outcastes.

They were very simple,

As well as more humble,
And possessed many virtues
Of true spiritual values.
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Many times, Swamiji wept.
“Why such men are kept

At the feet of our society
Without any kind of mercy? ”

For them, Swamiji prayed,
Wherever he had stayed,

For their speedy deliverance
From this unpardonable injustice.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##33 (Vivekananda) Wanderings In South India

Leaving the Cape Comorin
Swamiji went, one by one,
To all the principal towns
Besides important cities.

He went to Ramnad first.
And to Pondichery next.

His fame spread already
In South India widely.

At Madras, his intention
To go to America soon,
He revealed to the people
Who greeted him well.

They offered to collect
Sufficient funds to meet
His expenses for the trip.
And seriously took it up.

His work in an organised form
Started only through them.
He poured his heart and soul
While talking to the people.

He discussed on philosophy,
Religion, science, history,
Literature, ancient scriptures
And other current topics.

He told them, “"Don’t mention,
You’'ve no time for meditation.
See, how those ancient rishis

Spent more time for this.”

“How dare you criticize them?
Did you test their wisdom? "
His speech was so powerful
To wake up sleeping people.
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He didn't take the funds
From people of Madras,

But asked them to distribute
The same to the suffering lot.

If Mother’s wish was that
He was to go the West,
Then they should help him,
As he was going for them.

Similarly at Hyderabad,
People became spellbound,
By his thundering speech
That gave a magnetic touch.

(Note: Madras has now been
Renamed as Chennai and

Cape Comorin as Kanyakumari)

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##34 (Vivekananda) Permission Sought For

One day, in Swamiji's dream,
Guru Ramakrishna came,
Walking o’er the ocean

With an open invitation.

Guru invited him to follow,
That signified, he could go
To America on his mission,
And it had Guru’s permission.

To Sarada Devi, Holy Mother,
He wrote a detailed letter,
Asking for her consent

To take up this assignment.

She gave her permission
For this sacred mission

And his trip to America,

As directed by Ramakrishna.

By then, Swamiji heard,
That Raja of Khetri had
A royal son, just born,
As an heir to the throne.

An invitation Raja sent,
And in response, he went
To bless the new born son
And attend the function.

Raja arranged for a dance,
And invited his presence.

For such pleasures, he refused,
As monks were not allowed.

The dancing girl sang
An appealing song,
That touched his heart,
And he felt on his part.
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Her song ran like this:

“Look not, O Lord, upon my sins!

Is not Same-sightedness Thy name?
One piece of iron is used

Inside the holy shrine,

Another for the knife

Held in the butcher’s hand;

Yet both of them are turned to gold
When touched by the philosophers’ stone.
Sacred is the Jamuna’s water,

Foul is the water in the ditch;

Yet both alike are sanctified

Once they joined the Gange’s stream.
So, Lord, look not upon my sins!

Is not Same-sightedness Thy name? ”

Swamiji was then deeply moved.
The girl, whom society condemned
As impure, had taught him a lesson,
“Everything, in fact, is Brahman.”

“Brahman, the Ever Pure,
Ever Illuminated, Ever Free,
Is truly the essence

Of all living beings.”

“Before God all are equal,

Pure or impure, good or evil,

As He's seated in every heart
With no distinction on His part.”

Swamiji regretted his action,
And attended the function,
After paying her due thanks,

For her song that opened his eyes.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##35 (Vivekananda) Swami Vivekananda

The Raja of Khetri proposed

And Swamiji, in turn, accepted
The new name Vivekananda,

In place his old name, Narendra.

When he departed for *Bombay
Raja accompanied him half way
Upto Jaipur to show his respect
And love for Swamiji, the great.

The Raja’s private secretary,
With him came to *Bombay,
To give him necessary help
Till he boarded the ship.

He gave Swamiji a travel kit
With a first class ticket,

A turban, an orange silk dress,
And a handsome purse.

On 31st May 1893, S.S. Peninsular
Steamed out from the harbor

With Swamiji looking back

While standing on its deck.

From the moving ship,
He saw the landscape
Of his great motherland
Slowly fading backward.

For a moment his mind
Flashed back and traced
What all he had done
And yet to be done.

As the ship moved onward,
He got himself adjusted

To the new life on board,
The one that was confined.
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The voyage was pleasant.
With all his excitement

He enjoyed this long trip

For the first time on the ship.

The fellow passengers
Seeing his orange dress,
Were curious about him
But later understood him.

They observed his stature
With his serious nature;
They praised his uprightness
And also his scholarliness.

(*Bombay is now Mumbai)

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##36 (Vivekananda) The Visits On The Way

At the Colombo port,

The ship came to a halt.

There Swamiji visited monasteries
Of the Hinayana Buddhists

On the way to Singapore
The next halt of his tour,
He saw the descendants
Of their past Malay Pirates.

They were forced to seek
Suitable peaceful work,

With the change of time

Under modern defense system.

At the busy Hong Kong port
He saw in each floating craft,
One entire family lived

With their heavy loads.

Every mother had carried
O’er her back a small child,
With a piece of cloth tied,
While on boat they worked.

At Canton City, Swamiji
Visited a Buddhist Monastery,
Where he was given

A hearty warm reception.

In China and Japan temples,
He saw ancient manuscripts
Written in Bengali scripts,

As the handwork of Buddhists.

The ship crossed then
The deep Pacific Ocean,
And finally arrived at
The Vancouver Port.
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He reached by train

The final destination,
Chicago, for the function
To be held there soon.

It was the meeting place
Of Parliament of Religions,
In which, he was one

To speak on Hindu Religion.

At Chicago, he was informed,
That the meeting was postponed,
He was not in the delegate list
And to register, it was too late.

In that unexpected situation,
Swamiji was left alone.
His purse became thin.

To care him, there was none.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##38 (Vivekananda) Arrival At Chicago

Swami Vivekananda’s train
Reached Chicago Station
Late in the evening time.
None came to receive him.

He had lost the address
Of the head of delegates,
And there was no one

To give him information.

In that strange foreign land,
None gave a helping hand.

As his dress appeared peculiar,
They took him as a wanderer.

On the sidewalk, he sat.

A lady saw his pitiable plight
Gave him food and shelter,
As her guest of honor.

Mrs. George W. Hale was

That kind lady, his hostess,
Who took him to the Office
Of Parliament of Religions.

Dr. J.H. Barrows was
One of her friends.

As well as the President
Of that Parliament.

The President invited him
To represent Hinduism
And he was then free from
The admission problem

Both the kind hearted families
Of Hale and John B Lyons
Became his lifelong friends
And he stayed in their house.
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It was the mercy of God
That, in fact, guided

This well deserving soul,
For his ‘ever-sincere’ role.

Amidst all his difficulties
There came many helpers
As if it was pre-planned

Always by the will of God.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##39 (Vivekananda) The Parliament Of Religion

11th September,1893, Monday,
Was the inauguration day

Of the Parliament of Religions,
A congregation of all religions.

At 10 AM, the Parliament opened.
Seven thousand people attended.
The delegates of all religions

Were ready on the stage as speakers

Swamiji was counted as thirty one.
His gorgeous robe, yellow turban,
Fine features, bronze complexion,
All drew everybody’s attention.

Prepared speeches, others read,
But he was totally unprepared.
Seeing such a huge gathering
He was somewhat fearing.

At last, to speak, his turn came.
Dr. Barrows introduced him.

First, he addressed the audience,
“Sisters and Brothers of America.”

These five words brought cheers
Among the seated audience;
They rose up from their seats,
And gave him a loud applause.

This standing ovation was

For a full two minutes,

On his words, "Sisters and Brothers,
Not in the usual formal words.

n

He spoke with confidence
On the topic, “Acceptance
Of Universal toleration, ”
As existed in every religion.
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With rapt attention, they listened.
In conclusion, he pleaded,
“Terminate sectarianism,

Bigotry and fanaticism.”

He quoted in that context
Passages from ancient text
In support of toleration
Backed by Hindu religion.

“As different streams
Having their sources

In different places

All mingle their waters
Into the sea, so, Oh Lord,
The different paths

Which men take through
Different tendencies,
Various though they appear,
Crooked or straight,

All lead to Thee.”

“Whosoever comes to Me,
Through whatsoever form,
I reach him.

All men are struggling
Through many paths
Which in the end

Lead to Me.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##40 (Vivekananda) The First Day Program

The first day program was

A tremendous success

For Swamiji, whose reputation
Rose up high from the day one.

While each speaker was keen
To speak on his or her religion,
Swamiji was stressing on

The need for Universal Religion.

Their deafening applause
Indicated their acceptance
O’er this religious harmony
What he told, in words many.

Whatever be the religion,
He never condemned one,
As each one led the soul
To one and the same goal.

The chosen path was different.

The spoken language was different.
But God was one, not different,
While His names were different.

Perhaps, the audience waited

For a sensible talk of this kind,
They quickly showed their response
Thru’ their continuous applause.

For that matter, everyone said,
“Swamiji actually represented
All religions of the world;

His broad mind, it revealed.”

“Unity in diversity, ” was
The essence and purpose
Of this Universal Religion,
To create “A Paradise Gain.”
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Ramakrishna told him once,

“To a mansion, there’re many doors.
A scavenger enters thro’ back door,
And you need not use the same door.”

“When there’s good,
There’s also bad.
Take the one good.
Leave the one bad.”

These words Guru said
When Swamiji criticized
Some immoral practices

In the name of religions.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##41 (Vivekananda) Swamiji On Hinduism

Swamiji was given chances

To speak about twelve times

In the Parliament of Religions,
And he spoke on various topics.

He spoke on Hindu psychology,
Metaphysics and theology,

In brief, but in a convincing way,
When his turn came every day.

The divinity of the soul,
The man’s ultimate goal,
The oneness of existence,
The harmony of religions,

The Lord’s non-duality,
The Unity in diversity,

Like this, on various topics
He spoke in his addresses.

He said in the final session,
“Conversion of a Christian
Into a Hindu or Buddhist,
Is not at all a must.”

“A Hindu or Buddhist,
Likewise, need not convert
Himself into a Christian,
And change his religion.”

“Let each one maintain

The spirit of his religion,
According to its own laws,
And assimilate that of others.”

“Holiness, purity, and charity
Are, in fact, the basic quality
Of every religion in the world,
This, one should understand.”
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“Great men and women
Arose in every religion,
To lead the masses on
In the right direction.”

“Let no individual dream

And, on the roof top, claim,
That his own religion is the best
And those of others are worst.”

“Help and not Fight”
“Destroy not, but assimilate.”
“Harmony and Peace.”

“No Dissension please.”

He raised these slogans,

At the end of his talks,

More to impress upon everyone,
The objects of Universal Religion.

14

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##42 (Vivekananda) The Public Opinion

The young Vivekananda,

The unknown monk of India,
Suddenly became a popular
Religious man the World over.

In the Chicago streets,

His life-size portraits,
Attracted many passers-by
Who stopped close-by.

With all due reverence,
They bowed their heads
In front of the portrait,
And paid their respect.

What he meant by Vedas,
Was those spiritual laws
Discovered by many seers
During various periods

Even before they found,
Those laws really existed;
Seers discovered them
From time to time.

“The law of gravitation,
Was it a new invention?
No, it did exist before
And will exist thereafter.”

This example he quoted,
For the spiritual world,
That had its own laws,
Those found later by seers.

The Chairman of Parliament

Dr J.H. Barrows, in his statement
Appreciated Swamiji’s influence
O’er the entire audience.
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One Newspaper flashed,

“After hearing him, to send
Missionaries to this learned nation
Will be a foolish action.”

In the Parliament of Religion,
He was a center of attraction.
To make the audience sit,
His speech was kept last.

They all waited for hours
There to hear his words
Eagerly, as a special case,
Just for fifteen minutes

The son of the Indian Nation
Earned such a glorification,
The whole country felt proud

When, the news, Indians heard.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##43 (Vivekananda) Swamiji's Reaction

A secluded life, Swamiji wanted,
But it was the will of God,

That he had to go for

A public religious career.

After he earned a name,
Many rich people came

To take care of his needs.
Another act of God, indeed!

But to accept their hospitality,
When his people were in poverty,
He was feeling sick at heart.

And felt sorry for it.

“I don't care for any name, ”
He cried, “"Nor for my fame.
Here they spend millions

For their personal comforts.”

“My people die out of hunger.
Who'll give them all succor?
How can I help my people”
Like this, for them, he did feel.

In one session, he said,
“What India needs is bread,
And not any religion.”

This was his opinion.

He accepted an offer
For a long lecture tour
From a lecture Bureau
Since he wanted money.

With the funds thus earned
There was no need to depend
Upon his friends or any one,
For financial support then.
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He visited many places

And gave his hot lectures,
Provoking some religious fanatics,
Who threw on him accusations.

Once he said, “Better live in rags.
With Christ, than in palaces
Without Christ.” Like this,

He made fiery comments.

Though the truth, he spoke,
Rich Christians didn't like

To hear such strong words,
Which troubled their minds.

When some orthodox Hindus
Passed derogatory remarks
He was eating forbidden food,
Like this, he retorted:

“If the people of India want
I should take Hindu diet,
Let them send me a cook
And money for his sake.”

When any one confronted
He remained unperturbed,
But he gave bold replies

To all their relevant queries.

However, eminent people
Came to hear him still
As all his fine lectures

Were intensely religious.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##44 (Vivekananda) Religion In America

Freedom, equality and justice

Had been the most valuable treasures
Cherished in the American hearts

And were the basis of their politics.

Religion also played its vital role,

Well among the American people,

But more than the spiritual progress,
Material value occupied the first place.

The reason was, the tremendous
Progress in technology and science,
That increased their prospects
Besides their rich life styles.

To give America a religious flavor,
Efforts were made thereafter.

As in the Parliament of Religion,
A forum to study all religions.

This forum gave a chance
For every religion to place
Their best religious practices
Before the learned audience.

Vivekananda scored high marks
In this evaluation process

To the credit of the Hindus,
With his thundering lectures.

He kept America in high esteem

For having extended this forum

To all the world religions

In the name of Parliament of Religions.

This forum proved that the success
Of technology and science
Responsible for material prosperity,
Couldn’t destroy any spiritual activity.
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The result was, a closer contact
Between the East and the West
On the material platform

As well as in the spiritual forum.

In the eyes of America
The prestige of India
Shot up by leaps and bounds

Only after Swamiji’s lectures.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##45 (Vivekananda) Lectures On Vedanta

The touring lecture bureau
Displayed Swamiji like a circus hero,
In their every advertisement,

That caused him embarrassment.

With them, he snapped his ties
And had his own lecture tours.
People came in thousands,

More learned gents and ladies.

While many appreciated him,
A few jealous critics also came
To malign his popular name
And discredit him with shame.

Due to his extensive tour
In the country all over,
He fell sick almost,

And badly needed rest.

His admirers and devotees
Gave him all the comforts,
Particularly American ladies,
Who took care like his sisters.

He said, "The women here
Are too kind hearted, pure,
Independent, life and soul
Of this country as a whole.”

Miss Elizebeth Dutcher
His student and admirer,
Took him for his rest

To her summer resort.

He gave lectures on Vedanta
And trained students on yoga.
He sent money earned thus
For philanthropic causes.
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“For the good of the world, ”
He said, “Even if I'm dead,

I shall work incessantly,
Tirelessly and honestly.”

“Stand on your own feet.
For anything, fear not.
Be strong like a lion.

Truth will always win.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##46 (Vivekananda) Other Visits In The West

After his American visits,
Swamiji chose several places
In London and European Cities
To give his religious lectures.

In London, he met scholars,
Who heard his lectures,

On the merits of Hindu Religion,
And the benefits of meditation.

After attending his classes,
Many became his disciples.
He found it too strenuous

To manage these activities.

Here, he had a premonition
Of his imminent death soon.
Yet, he had his own concern
To fulfill his people’s expectations.

Unmindful of his last days,
To uplift the Indian masses,
The only thought he had,
Made him to work still hard.

In the European countries,

His itinerary went on like this,
Such as Switzerland, France,
Germany, Italy, and other places.

There was a pressing recall
From the Indian people,

For Swamiji’s early return.
To see him, they were keen.

The great India’s regeneration
O’er its religious foundation,
Remained as his pending work
Though it was an uphill task.
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The support, he had from the West,
Never before he had from his East.
He had his recognition from India,

Only after he was honored by America.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##47 (Vivekananda) Back In India

At Colombo, the ship halted.
Vivekananda never expected
Such a big crowd of people

At the port would assemble.

The people of Ceylon
Took him in procession
Thro’ decorated arches
Erected in all the streets.

It wasn'’t, he felt, his victory,
But a success to the spirituality,
For which he went the West,
And returned back to the East.

He visited Kandy, Aruradhapuram,
Jaffna, Pamban, Rameswaram,

Ramnad, Madurai, Tiruchirappalli,
Kumbakonam, and Madras finally.

Everywhere people gathered,
And he blessed the multitude.
He revealed his intentions,
To start many institutions.

He wanted more preachers
To preach on Hindu scriptures,
In India and abroad as well,
And enlighten more people.

On 19th February 1897,
At Kolkata, he was given
A hearty public reception
In a grand welcome function.

The Ramakrishna Mission,
A noble Hindu Association,
With his blessings, came up,
Under his able leadership.
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A bold statement he made,
That he had worshiped
The one and only God,
On this earth, who existed.

At the end, he declared,
“My God is the wicked.
The poor, the miserable,

The sum total of all souls.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##48 (Vivekananda) Whirlwind Tour In North India

From May 1897, he travelled
In North India and lectured

At many places, like Almora
Punjab and Jammu-Kashmir.

At Jammu, he had a discussion
Personally with Maharaja to open

A Monastery for training young men
On the doctrines of Hindu Religion.

Despite his physical weakness,
He covered many places,
Situated in Northern parts
And spoke about the Vedas.

“The individual’s strength
Is the Nation’s strength, ”
This was his slogan

That he told everyone.

“Be good to others.

Learn all the virtues,

Such as service to the poor,
Universal love and character.”
“Build up strength,
Self-respect is worth.
Promote unity among all.
Practice self-control.”

In all the meetings,
These were the slogans,
With his powerful voice,
He told the audience,

Early in 1898, the Belur Math,

In the name of Ramakrishna Math,
Was commissioned to function

As Headquarters of this mission.
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The lady disciple, Sister Nivedita,
Was trained by Vivekananda

Along with other western disciples,
To take up various arduous duties.

In the Holy Mother’s vision,
They moved like her children.
Nivedita adopted the ways
Of a woman in a Hindu house.

He took rest for a few days

In the vicinity of Himalayas.

He felt that place homely

And his health improved slightly.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##49 (Vivekananda) Visits To West Again

On 20th June, 1899, once again,
Swamiji started out on a plan
To visit the Western world,
Where branches he had opened.

The sea trip was smooth
And it improved his health.
With two of his disciples,
He enjoyed the sea travel.

He reached the destination,
New York, one afternoon,

His old friends and disciples
Welcomed his grand arrival.

Then, he went to Los Angeles,
Where he conducted classes
And gave many public lectures,
Attended by local admirers.

Back in New York, he visited
Vedanta Society, which enlisted
Several University professors
And other learned scholars.

In Paris, he attended the Congress
Of the History of Religions,

Like the Parliament of Religions,
Last held in the United States.

After visiting many places,

He was feeling more restless.
So, to Bombay, he left then

By the first available ship alone.

During his second visit,

He smelt war in the West,
Europe looked like a base
For all military operations.
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On a Volcano, Europe stood.
And if there was no flood

Of spirituality to put it out
The fire would burn it.

In this second visit

More commercial interest
Greed, craze for power,
He saw everywhere.

It gave rise to a question
About his Universal Religion,
How best it would integrate

And harmonize East and West?

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##50 (Vivekananda) Swamiji's Last Days

(Born on 12-1-1863 and died at 39 years
on 4-7-1902)

Swamiji came very late
To Belur Math at night.
None expected him by then,
As he didn't inform anyone.

He had to scale the gate.
And in the kitchen, he met
His brother disciples

Who sat there for meals.

On his silent homecoming,
They enjoyed in a gathering.
They exchanged greetings,
And shared their feelings.

After staying there for sometime
He proceed to Advaita Ashram
At Mayavati, near Himalayas,
To meet the other disciples.

He set up this institution,

For non-dualistic discipline,

That differed from dualistic one
Both followed in the Hindu Religion.

He said, “"The Ultimate Reality is
Non-dual in its existence.

The stage one is dualism,

That leads to non-dualism.”

This was his opinion,
That came in the open,
Through this institution,
Of the Hindu Religion.

Back to Belur Math, he came.
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Bad to worse his health became.
His disciples forced him
To take rest in his room.

But he was still moving about
Without taking any rest.

Too much worried they were,
But he didn’t take any care.

It was one evening time,

He was sitting in his room

With closed windows and doors
And was meditating for an hour.

Later, he called them
And when they came
He was in his bed,

With his eyes closed.

They were under impression
He was in deep meditation.

He took a deep breath twice,
And fell into an eternal silence.

A voice from the sky echoed
While they stood around
The lifeless body of a soul
That cared for the poor still.

“May I be born

Again and again

To suffer all miseries

To worship God who exists.”

“For me the only God is,
The sum total of all souls.
I shall inspire everyone.

This is my only mission.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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##51 (Vivekananda) Summing Up By Author

Swamiji opened my eyes

When I was a lad of sixteen years,
And read the seven volumes

Of his famous speeches.

It was at that tender age

I was blessed with the knowledge
On our ancient Hindu Scriptures
Thru’ Swamiji’s golden speeches.

Right from the day of his birth,
Until the day of his death,
His life was full of events,
Written in thousands of pages.

This brief book when I wrote
I was in a confused state,
As to what I should write

Or what I should omit?

His life story to some extent,
In these pages, I've brought,
But tip of an iceberg this one is
Not covering all the events.

I waded thru’ all his books
And picked up some points
About his memorable life,
To write this poetry in brief.

The Ramakrishna Mission,

A philanthropic Association,
Have brought out the books,
In volumes, on all his works.

The Readers are advised to go
Thru’ all his works to know
His glorious life history in full
And reap the benefits well.
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I'm grateful to Guru Ramakrishna
And to Swami Vivekananda

For allowing me this freedom

To write a few lines about them.

Oh Readers, kindly excuse me
For mistakes, if any, they may see
In my simple and humble work

That brought out this poetry book.

The End for this book,
Not for his life story

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#(Buddha) 01 The Birth Of Gautama Buddha

Gautama Buddha was the founder of Buddhism Religion. He was born in 560 BC
and died at the age of 80 in 480 BC. His life story is known to the world as a
popular reformer in the spiritual world. His life story goes:

GAUTAMA BUDDHA

Before the Christian era,

In the 6th century, in India,
The religion was forgotten.
To winds, it was thrown.

It was a period of chaos,
None cared for the Vedas,
When the priests dictated,
And on religion, they traded.

In many unscrupulous ways,
They all amassed riches.

In exploiting their followers,
They were totally irreligious.

They performed those rituals,
Which were so meaningless,
Like killing dumb animals,

As part of cruel sacrifices.

Righteousness was nowhere.
Degeneration was everywhere.
In this irreligious background,
The priest-craft well flourished.

When the virtue subsides
And the vice prevails,
Himself, God descends,
Or messengers, He sends.

To set right this disorder,

There came a reformer,
As Godsend messenger
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To spread love everywhere.

For this divine reason,
Although out of season,
To indicate his arrival sign,
There fell a gentle rain.

The flowers bloomed well,
Spreading delicious smell,
That filled the air around,
As one more sign, it was found.

In this holy atmosphere,
Amidst joy everywhere,
Gautama Buddha was born,

As a Savior from the heaven.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#(Buddha) 02 Gautama Buddha's Parents

Gautama Buddha was born,

In the year 560 BC, as a son

To King Suddhodana, his father,
And Queen Maya, his mother.

He was born at Lumbini,

Near Nepal’s Kapilavastu City,
Lying at the Palpa Foothills,

A part of Himalayan ranges.

In Queen Maya’s dream,

A white elephant came
And entered her womb,

As a sign of divine scheme.

As a further sign of greatness,
There were several birth marks
In the body of the child,

When he came to this world.

To his utter misfortune,
Mother Maya, the queen,
Died after seven days,
Leaving him motherless.

Mahaprajapati, Maya’s sister,
Who, as his foster mother,
Brought him up thereafter.
He grew up under her care.

Siddhartha was his name,
Later, Buddha he became.
The best of royal attention,
Every moment he was given.

When Sage Asita from Himalayas,
Saw Siddhartha, the young prince.
A kind of mixed feelings he had.
Tears of joy and sorrow he shed
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He told, “"Oh King, listen,

At last, a great savior is born.
To protect sufferers, he’s here.
But I'm having my own fear.”

“If as a king, when he rules,
He'll do with truth and justice,
But his chances are more

To become a Sage in future.”

“In any case, surely he'll lead,
In the right path, this world,
But I'm too old to be there

To see his glorious future.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#(Buddha) 03 The King's Worry

From astrologers the King heard,
The same what Sage Asita told,
But added, “He'll become a monk
In the holy order of highest rank.”

“In the assumed Buddha’s role,
He'll be an enlightened Soul,
For the salvation of mankind,
And this is what, we now find.”

The King asked them then,
How could he save his son?

He wished his son to be a ruler
And not a religious wanderer.

“They said, “Better your son
Avoid seeing any old man,

Or a sickly man, or a dead one,
Or a monk, not even one.”

“They’'ll make the prince,

His royal role, to renounce, ”
He heard what they said,
And then became worried.

He didn't like to lose

His dear most prince,
Whom he kept in the palace
Under his strict vigilance.

In order to retain

He gave his son

All kinds of pleasures
In unlimited measures.

He banned the words
Of death and disease
Inside the four walls
Of the guarded palace.
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Siddhartha was indeed
An extraordinary child,
Born to save this world
From miseries manifold.

The King wanted an heir
After his final departure,
But the divine order

Went against his desire.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#(Buddha) 05 Siddhartha, The Young Prince

To divert Siddhartha’s mind,
Many ways, the King did find.
He gave the young prince
Training in different skills.

The best of education

The King gave his son.
Musicians and dancers
Entertained the prince.

To carry out his command,
Beautiful damsels waited.
Dressed in precious silk,
Always he had a royal look.

He ate the best of food.

An umbrella was held,

As royal symbol, o’er his head,
Wherever he sat or moved.

In horse ride, sword fights,
Military and civil arts,

He received training well
And showed his best skill.

With love and care, the King
Gave the prince everything,
To keep him free from worries,

Or any worldly outside influence.

Despite a comfortable living,
Siddhartha was worrying,

On the premature death

Of his mother, after his birth.

No death, he had seen.
So, he was too keen

To know what was death,
That followed one’s birth?
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His father closely observed
His occasional pensive mood
And took up this matter
Then with his minister.

After a deep discussion,
They came to a decision,
His marriage with a princess
Might wipe out his distress.

They expected a change,
More after his marriage,
As, to remain in her company,

He would stay in the family.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#(Buddha) 07 Birth Of Rahula

Siddhartha loved his wife
More than his own life.

In the pleasure palace,

He enjoyed music and dance.

Some time he was restless
Yashodhara noticed this.
But she couldn’t guess,
The reason for his worries.

Though physically he was
With her in their palace,

He was elsewhere mentally.
Like this, she felt naturally.

Outside the pleasure palace,
There was something else,
Which he had never seen.
To see it, he was so keen.

But he couldn’t go out
As the security was tight.
To go out of the palace
He waited for a chance.

She delivered, one fine morn,
As expected, a beautiful son.

A messenger made a mention
“Oh prince, a son is born.”

“"Rahula! ” Said the prince,
In a low whispering voice,

“Obstacle, ” what it meant.
The messenger mistook it.

It's a name, what he thought.
To the King, he conveyed it.
So, they named the child
“Rahula, " as the prince told.
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As an obstacle, any day,
Never Rahula was on his way.
He too wasn’t bound,

By the new born child.

Before his love developed,

He had left the child,

But was happy, he had a son,
As an heir to the throne.

Years later, Rahula was one,
Among the main disciples ten,
So, the word ‘obstacle’ lost
What it signified, at last.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#(Buddha) 08 Sight Of An Old Man

Life in the pleasure palace
Became stale for the prince.
For a change, quite often,

He visited the pleasure garden.

These visits gave him not

The experience what he sought.
He looked for something else
Outside the palace four walls.

How long his father
Could act as a barrier
Against his son’s desire
To go out everywhere?

He gave one chance,
Allowing the prince,
To have a short visit,
In a decorated chariot.

He ordered his subjects,
“All unpleasant objects
Should be kept far away
From his son’s pathway.”

“No monk, sick, old, or dead
Shall move on the roads,
When he goes in his chariot,
On his maiden visit.”

All roads were cleaned.
And houses decorated.
Welcoming his arrival,
People celebrated as a festival.

In a four-horse-driven-chariot,
Siddhartha left by the East gate.
The outside world’s smell

Gave him a kind of thrill.
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People had a glimpse
Of their royal prince,
Some gave him cheers.
Some shed joyful tears.

To the lovely prince,

It was a new experience.
He was looking around
With joy and spellbound.

Suddenly he had seen,

At a distance, an old man,
Who had an ugly look,
Walking with a stick.

His charioteer, he asked then
“"Who's that odd looking man?
Why are his eyes sunken?
Where've his teeth gone? ”

Channa, his charioteer told,
“He’s a man, now too old
To do any kind of work,
Also cannot steadily walk.”

“As a child he was born.

He grew up as youth then.
Later, he became an old man.
This is end of man or woman.”

With this first experience,
He returned to the palace.
He was curious to find

More from the outside world.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#(Buddha) 09 Sight Of Sick And Dead

The urge of the prince

To go around more places,
The King understood well.
Perhaps, it was God’s will.

Next, the prince went out
From the South gate,

And found a sickly man
Groaning with severe pain.

He asked his charioteer,

“"What made this man suffer? ”

Charioteer gave him the reason,
“He's sick, suffering with pain.”

The prince asked him again
“Why he’s having pain?
How he fell into sickness?
Why he’s in distress? ”

The charioteer explained
“Any being, young or old,
Rich or poor, wise or fool,
Into sickness, one can fall.”

Siddhartha felt then

“If there’s room for this pain,
It ends in one’s suffering,

So, pleasure has no meaning.”

They returned to the palace.

His mind then became restless.
For the mentally disturbed prince,
It was another painful experience

From the West gate,

Once again, he set out

Not far away from the palace,
A crowd moved in slow pace.
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Four men carried a corpse
O’er their shoulders.

The men behind cried

As they closely followed.

To the prince it was

A third experience.

The charioteer this time,
Briefly explained to him.

“There comes death
After every birth.
This is the truth

Of life and death.”

The prince said, “"Then
The whole world is an illusion!
For what'’s unseen, is real!

And what’s seen is unreal! ”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#(Buddha) 10 Sight Of A Mendicant

Even at the pleasure palace,
Siddhartah had lost his patience.
He went to pleasure garden

To forget his mental pain.

But there also the old,
The sick and the dead
Haunted one by one
Before his mental screen.

His father saw his mood,
To change it, he tried.
He advised, “Listen
Siddhartha, my son.”

“I agree, this is the truth,
Old age, sickness, or death,
One cannot, anytime, avoid,
And this is the will of God.”

“Life is a gift of God.

And it has to be lived.

In fact, every life is precious.
And every moment is precious.

“You're young and bold.
And not a coward.”
You've to perform

Your duties well in time.”

He loved his father well.
But his wavering mind still
Searched for the truth

In the spiritual path.

This time, he went out
From the North gate,
And saw a mendicant,
Nearing him, in front.
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Though his look was calm,
He was begging for alms.
Siddhartha curiously asked,
“Why you beg for food? ”

He replied, "Oh My Lord,
I left my family for good
As I'm searching for pleasure
That’ll not diminish forever.”

The prince thought of this man,
Whose quest was like his own.
This prompted him to go out,
What the truth was, to find out.

This intention, when he told,
His father rejected and said,
“You’ll take up this throne

As I'm now too old to reign.”

“Death or disease is common,
And it’s not your concern,

At this young age of yours,
You listen to my advice.”

Not pleased with his father
He retired to his chamber,
With the query in his mind,

The real truth, how to find?

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#(Buddha) 11 In Search Of Truth

Against the prior decision
Taken by the Heaven,
Who can change it,

Or challenge it?

The four sights, the old,
The sick, the dead,

And the mendicant,

Did work on his sentiment.

He thought one day,

“I'll also fall a prey

To old age, disease

And death, like all others.”

“All luxuries and comforts
Are, no doubt, worthless.
Miseries and sorrows,
Take away the happiness.”

“In fact, nothing is eternal,
Nor this material life perpetual.
I've now seen what life is?
An eventual suffering it is.”

With his charioteer, one night,
In darkness, he went out,
Leaving his entire family,

Also wealth and power, silently.

After crossing Anouma river

He sent back his charioteer.

He marched towards Rajgriha,
The capital of Kingdom Magadha.

Bimbisara, King of Magadha,
Advised the prince, Siddhartha,
To give up his spiritual pursuit
And be an adviser in his court
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He replied, “From my royal role,
I've willingly taken this bowl.
Again how can I go back,

When the spiritual life, I seek? ”

There were many caves,
In the neighboring hills,
Where many pious hermits,
Peacefully spent their lives.

Under the good guidance
Of some spiritual teachers
He practiced yoga first
And severe penance next.

Without taking any food
His body was reduced
To a skeleton almost.
He became weak at last.

It so happened once,
A folk song of some girls
Opened his both eyes
As a clue from the skies.

“Fair goes the dancing when the Sitar is tuned,
Tune us the Sitar, neither low nor high,

And we will dance away the hearts of men,

The string overstretched breaks, the music dies,
The string over-slack is dumb and the music dies,
Tune us the Sitar, neither low nor high.”

He learnt that moderation,
Not any extreme starvation,
Would allow the function

Of body for taking any action.

He gave up fasting
And started taking
A kind of soft diet
To keep his body fit.
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#(Buddha) 12 Buddha, The Enlightened

The six years of austerities,
Eating nothing but grass,
Pulled Siddhartha down
And he became a skeleton.

The eldest daughter, Sujata,
Of the Chief herdsman, Nanda
Saw Siddhartha’s plight

And brought food to eat.

At that time, it was like nectar.
After taking it, he thanked her.
From that day, he ate soft food,
In moderation, for his own good.

He chose for his penance,
A silent solitary place,
Under a pipal tree then,
He started his meditation.

All the negative feelings

Like greed, anger, ignhorance,
He conquered, one by one,
In the process of meditation.

He understood the cause
Of pains and sufferings.
When he was in meditation,
He had a spiritual vision

His inner eyes opened.
Spiritual wisdom dawned.

His radiant eyes shined.
What was life, he understood.

The final moment came.

It was early dawn time
The Monk Siddhartha
Became the Great Buddha.
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To the world, he was known,

As Buddha, the enlightened one.
He recollected his past births.
And about his previous deaths.

In ecstasy, he danced.

His heart was filled

With mercy and compassion,
And this became his mission.

This kind of experience,
To share with others,
And this message to spread,

He travelled far and wide.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#(Buddha) 13 The Past Life Story

In one past life, Buddha was
A young boy of Himalayas.
He was seeking the truth
And the life’s real worth.

He did austere penance.
Lord Indra, knowing this,
Disguised as a Demon came
To his place, to test him.

The Demon whispered like this:

“All is changeable and nothing is constant
This is the law of birth and death.”

The boy searched

And finally traced

It, behind a rock, hiding
And softly whispering.

He asked the Demon

“You spoke only two lines
Without the next two lines?
I wish to hear those lines.”

It showed no interest

And went on with its test,
“When my hunger is killing me,
Those lines, you're asking me.”

He told, “You're free
Anytime to swallow me,
But only after telling

The two lines remaining.”

Now you come here,

To satisfy my hunger.

I'll tell those two lines,
The Demon said like this:
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“Extinguishing the cycle of birth and death,
One experiences the joy of Nirvana.”

The boy then requested,
“"What you've said,

Let me etch on stones
And tree trunks.”

“This should be known,

In future, to everyone.
You can eat me thereafter.
And satisfy your hunger.”

The Demon waited.
The boy then etched
The message in stones
And tree trunks.

In its mouth wide open
The boy jumped down.
Instead of eating the boy
Demon said with joy:

“I'm Lord Indra, in fact
I came here to test
Your will and determination.

In this test, you've won.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#(Buddha) 14 Sincerity Counts, Not The Offer

Buddha, the enlightened one,
Knew the future of his own,
Besides the entire universe,
Through his inner eyes.

He went for alms, one day.
Two boys, on the way,
Were deeply absorbed

In making toys with mud.

Suddenly their attention
Turned in the direction

Of Buddha with his bowl,
Begging food with a smile.

They saw, his eyes shone

With love and compassion.
The eldest wished to offer him,
Something to please him.

Out of mud, a pie he made,
And the same, he dropped

In Buddha’s bowl as food,
That mixed up with real food.

The younger one with reverence
Watched Buddha’s smiling face.
Their offer, he accepted

As real food, with gratitude.

To the startled disciples

He explained, “Sincere offers,
Whatever they may be,
Should be taken willingly.”

“It’s the sincerity, that counts,
Not the offer that comes,

As the boy’s love came out
From the bottom of his heart.”
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The elder boy took birth
As an Emperor on this earth
He was none other than
Ashoka, the great man.

The other younger one
Simultaneously was born

And became Ashoka’s wife,
Sharing a good part of his life

Buddha had his faith,
On the ultimate truth,
About the life linked
With this material world

(The noble truth, what he said))

“The first, existence of sorrow,

The second, cause of sorrow,

The third, cessation of sorrow,

The last, eightfold-path to end sorrow.”

(The eightfold path according to him)

“Right thinking,
Right views,

Right speech,
Right action,

Right way of life,
Right endeavor
Right mindfulness,
Right meditation.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#(Buddha) 15 Visit To Varanasi

About Samadhi Buddha said,

“My mind is released from:

The defilement of earthly existence,
The defilement of sensual pleasures,
The defilement of heresy,

The defilement of ignorance.”

Two merchants, Tapussa and Bhallika,
Under the Bodhi-tree, met Buddha,
And in his supreme presence,

They became his first disciples.

To Varanasi, he then moved.
On the way, it so happened
He met an ascetic wanderer,
Who asked about his teacher.

Buddha replied, “I'm the Victor
Also the world’s conqueror,
Superior to gods and men,

An All-Enlightened one.
Beholden to no teacher.”

The wandering ascetic got
Puzzled at his quick retort.
“Is it so, " saying only this,
He silently left the place.

At Deer Park, Varanasi,

He met the five monks,
Mahanaman, Kaundinya,
Asvajit, Bhadrajit and Vaspa.

Earlier they were averse
To his liberal austerities,
But now they recognized
The same and followed.
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Buddha told his disciples,
“Don’t go into the details
About the origin of the world
Or the existence of God.”

“Such investigations
Will be of no use
As they’ll distract
Easily the mind-set.”

His magnetic personality
And also his simplicity,
Attracted many followers,

Who came in thousands.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#(Buddha) 16 Buddha's Ideals

Buddha convinced the people
Always with simple parables.
The story of three carts

Was one of those stories.

There was a wealthy man.
He had three children.
Their house caught fire
One day, quite unaware.

The boys were playing,
And despite a warning
From their worried father
They didn’t notice the fire.

He again softly told them
“You all how come.

I've kept three carts
Outside our house gate.”

“One is goat-cart
Another is deer-cart
The third is ox-cart,
Each one, you’ll get.”

At once, they ran out
To see their carts.
But saw three white
Ox driven carts.

By then, they were aware,
Their house was on fire.
No doubt, a lie it was,

But it saved three lives.

The white-ox was taken

As a middle path one,

That gave one contentment,
Happiness and enlightenment.
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He always said:

“One should eat and drink

Limited to what body takes.
Extreme austerities will torture
One’s body, also extreme pleasure.”

“Filled with water alone,
A lamp will never burn.
You keep your body fit,
If you want enlightenment.”

“From tree top, a bird comes
Down to pick up grains,

But get caught in the net

By this tempting act.”

“Lured by a bait,

A fish gets caught,
When it's tempted
To go for its food.”

“Like a lotus flower
In a pool of water,
One should learn

To grow and live on.”

“Lotus keeps on growing
Not minding its surrounding
One should grow like this,

Let it be any kind of circles.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#(Buddha) 17 Organization Sangha

'The path of truth is one

Not so easy for single person
To follow the same alone

But with a team, it can be done'

This fact Buddha knew well.

A Sangha, with trained people,
He organized first, to support
Each other in their pursuit.

Under the guidance of Buddha,
Many joined this Sangha,

A very popular institution,

That worked for human elevation.

Yash, a rich lad, one day,
Asked Buddha the way
Leading to happiness,
For him to stay in peace.

When he was in the palace,
This problem Buddha did face,
So, he took pity on the lad
And acted as his guide.

Yash then joined Sangha
To remain with Buddha.
And learn from the Master
All the lessons faster.

His parent joined later,

And his friends thereafter,
Thus grew up this institution
With fresh men and women.

Once a crowd came running
Saying they were searching
For a woman who stole
Their precious jewels.
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Buddha said, 'Search for
Real wealth, it's better,
From your true self

For a happy peaceful life.'

Their eyes, then opened,
And as monks, they joined.

Like this Sangha grew up well
With more and more people.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#(Buddha) 18 Envy Was Not Holy

Buddha met three Kashyapa
Brothers at City Uruvela.

They worshipped Agni (fire) daily.
People respected them religiously.

Buddha met the eldest one.
He asked him permission
To spend the night time

In the sacred fire room.

Kashyapa, in fear, said,

“Don't stay there, I'm afraid,
A serpent there will bite you,
And it’s dangerous for you.”

“Don’t worry, ” he replied,
“I'll not be killed.

Have no fear.

Let me stay there.”

Kashyapa then allowed him
In that sacred fire room.
Buddha spent the night

In Meditation sitting upright.

The serpent came to bite

But it saw love in his sight
And went back to its place
Without leaving any trace.

Next day, the host saw
Buddha alive, with awe,
And honored the guest,
Thereafter with full respect.

To participate in a festival,
There came many people.

He felt, Buddha was a nuisance,
And he might lose importance.
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His feelings, Buddha understood
And somewhere disappeared.
After the festival was over

Back Buddha came there.

When Kashyapa asked
Buddha coolly replied,
“Since you never wanted me here
I was hiding myself somewhere.”

Kashyapa was surprised,
“How could Buddha read
Inside my mind so easily.
A mind-reader, he’s really.”

“Envy is not holy, ” Buddha told.
Such occult powers, he possessed.
Kashyapa Brothers then realized.

As monks in Sangha, they joined.
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#(Buddha) 20 Site For The Monastery

Sudatta, a wealthy merchant,
To Rajagriha, once he went.
He was a generous person,
Taking care of many orphans.

He came from Koshala

And heard about Buddha.
He went to Veluvana

And met personally Buddha.

He was impressed much,
With Buddha’s speech.

He made a voluntary offer
To build a monastery there.

Buddha was too pleased

To accept the offer he made.
The merchant then went around
Looking for a suitable ground.

He saw a beautiful garden
Owned by Jeta, the King’s son.
It had lush green lawns,

Tall trees and water resources.

In all respects, it was

The most suitable place,

For the monastery proposed.
But to sell, the prince refused.

When the merchant pressed,

An exorbitant price, Jeta quoted.
He wanted that much gold,

The garden could hold.

All his assets, the merchant sold
To purchase the required gold,
But the garden was filled.

Only up to half of the land.
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The merchant felt upset
As his plan failed at last.
The prince, in turn, felt
For this poor merchant.

At last, the prince agreed
And the garden he spared
Touched by Buddha’s speech
Whom he liked very much.

Soon a monastery was built.
With his disciples, Buddha went
And occupied the mansion

To continue his mission.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#(Buddha) 21 Mustard Seeds

One day, a woman came
Carrying in her arms

Her dead child and kept it,
With tears, at Buddha’s feet.

She cried and begged,
“Give life to my child, ”
He took pity on her,
And tried to console her.

He told her, “Yes, I'll
Heal the child well,
But on one condition,
If you get it done.”

“Just bring mustard seeds,
A handful from a house,
Where no one has died,
To give life to this dead.”

She went from door to door,
But found everywhere,

Death had taken place,

Not sparing any single house.

Now, she well understood
The body, she then buried.
In the Sangha, she joined.
By Buddha, she was blessed.

Buddha tried to handle,
The aggrieved people,

In a practical manner
And gave them all shelter.

Besides his compassion,
His love for everyone,
Was a blessing in disguise
For the affected mass.
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Sangha was an asylum

For every one of them
They found a healing touch
From Buddha very much.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#(Buddha) 22 His Father's Invitation

Buddha received a letter

From Suddhodana, his father,
Saying, “Too old I've become.

I wish to see you, please come.”

Out of his compassion

He accepted the invitation,
Though detached he was
From the family ties.

His father, with tears, told,
“Oh my son, I'm now old.

Take care of this kingdom.
For this, now is the time.”

He replied, “Oh Father,

I understand you fear.

I'm not the only son.

All people are your children”

“For them you care.
For you, they’ll care.
I look after the mankind,
Who suffer in this world.”

As a son, father felt sorry.

To miss him from the palace.
As a Buddha, father was happy,
To see him, working for peace.

Buddha, with the disciples,
Went around the city for alms,
Which, as a King, he disliked
And invited his son for food.

The King said, "My son you're.
How can you go begging here?
That too, in your own kingdom?
Is it not an act of shame? ”
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Buddha said, “I've renounced
All attachments in this world,
And this is how, as a sanyasi
I should live on alms daily.”

“Oh Father, I've come here
To show you the hidden treasure,
Which is within yourself

As a gem in your life.”
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#(Buddha) 23 The Story Of Gem

Buddha saw his father’s worry
And told him a boy’s story,
Saying, the gem was hidden
Within himself, but not known.

There lived a poor man.
His friend was a rich man.
For help the poor went.
To the rich as a guest.

The rich gave him nice food
Which was tasty and good,
And then led him to a silk bed,
On which he slept like a wood.

Next day, he didn't find,

At home, his rich friend,

And heard from the servant

On two days work, out he went.

He got disappointed
As no gift, he received
From his rich friend
What he expected.

Years passed, but the poor
Remained still as poor.

His silken robe became torn
Which he threw in the dust bin.

Suddenly, one day, he met
His rich friend in the street,
Who enquired, “This dress

You're wearing is useless.”

“I gave you a silken dress
When you were in my house.
What happened to it?

Why you’re not wearing it? ”
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The poor said, “I have thrown
Your silken dress in the dust bin
When it was torn into pieces
Now, I'm wearing this old dress.”

The rich replied, "Oh my friend,
A costly gem was sewed

In that silken dress I gave
Which you now don’t have.”

The poor never knew this
And he suffered a loss
Due to his own ignorance

Of his friend’s kindness.
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#(Buddha) 24 Yashodhara's Grief

All the members met Buddha,
Except Princes Yashodhara,
Who said, “Here he’ll come,
If I'm of any value to him.”

A chaste woman she was.

She lived inside the palace,
Not as a luxurious princess,
But like renounced ascetics.

Buddha took pity on her.

For his sake, she had to suffer,
With a son, to be looked after,
At the prime young age of her.

As he was a renounced monk,
With him, two disciples, he took,
And met her in her room

Where she lived in utter gloom.

When he went there to meet,
She held him by the feet,
Bitterly cried and wept,

As she couldn’t control it.

Buddha allowed her tears

To flow till her sorrows

Got ventilated, being a woman,
Who had to suffer alone.

Regaining her composure,
She wiped out her tears.

He appreciated her sacrifice,
And praised her patience.

He showered her compassion,
Saying she was a great woman,
Who allowed her husband

To serve all the mankind.
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Yashodhara felt good,

And she also felt proud

Of her noble husband,

Who was serving the mankind.

By then, Rahula came
Buddha caressed him.

For his inheritance, he told
“I've no silver or gold.”

“I've nothing to give him,
Nor do I have a kingdom.
I've only spiritual treasures,
Which I share with others.”

Raghula expressed his desire
To join Sangha, as an heir.
Later on, he joined as one

Of top disciples of this institution.
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#(Buddha) 25 The Story Of Two Birds

Buddha was always keen
On one taking quick action,
And in support, he told

A story of two birds.

“Actions of the past
Shape the present.
Actions of the present
Shape the future bright.”

Two birds lived on a tree
Very much happy and free,
At night, it became cold
And the birds shivered.

The female bird told
“I'll die, it’s too cold
A nest, to keep us warm
You build, in day time.”

The male bird said,
“I'll surely build,
Tomorrow, a nice one,
For us to live in.”

Next day, it forgot
To build the nest,
As the sun came

To keep them warm.

It went on like this
For many years,
Until they both died,
Frozen by deep cold.

Had the male built

For them a warm nest

They would have survived
And some more years, lived.
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“If you want to do
Tomorrow, do it today.
If you want to do
Today, do it now.”

Rajaram Ramachandran

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 189



#(Buddha) 26 Human Mind Slips Down

“Human mind slips down

But over a period, one can
Bring it high with diligence
By one’s own intelligence.”

There was a wealthy man,
Who had an ambitious son.
The son was for quick money.
And went to places many.

As years passed, he lost
Each and every asset,

As he was a spendthrift,
His life became a waste.

He came back to his place
In search of some service.
He found a big mansion
And met the headman.

He didn't know it was

His own father’s house,
Father saw him at a distance,
But didn’t show his face.

Father’s intention was,

His son, who was careless,
Should learn to work hard
For his better livelihood.

His son, year by year,
Improved his behavior
And shouldered more
Responsibility thereafter.

When he became an expert
And in his work honest,
His father revealed then
The truth of father and son.
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He fell at his father’s feet,

For this happy meet,
And supported his father
As a good son, thereafter.
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#(Buddha) 27 An Arrow That Killed

Buddha faced questions
From the intellectuals,

Like “how the body differ
From the spirit that suffer? ”

“"What happens to the soul,
After death of an individual? ”
A story, Buddha told them
That finally convinced them.

Once a man was struck

By an arrow at his back.
People rushed to pull it out,
But he wasn't for taking it out.

He asked, "Who shot this one?
Is it made of copper or iron?
They said, "We shall find it,
After pulling the arrow out.”

But he said, "Don’t touch me.
Tell first, who tried to kill me? ”
They said, "Oh man, as blood
Flows out, you'll be dead.”

But the man was adamant
And allowed them not

To dress the wound

That drained out blood.

At the end, he died
Losing all the blood,

For his own obstinacy
Resulted in this tragedy.

Had the man allowed
Them to dress his wound
He would have survived
And from death saved.
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This will happen to one,

Not showing his concern

To solve urgent problems,
But is after abstract themes.
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#(Buddha) 28 Chinchamanavika, A Woman

Chinchamanaika, a woman,
Was wicked like a demon.
Dressed gorgeously she went
To the monastery very late.

Buddha had just finished
His lectures and found
The hall was empty soon,
But for that woman.

She got up at the end,
And hid herself behind
A bush in the garden,
With a sinister plan.

The night had passed.

And the morning arrived.
After spending the night,
The monastery, she left.

After two months, she told,
I'm carrying Buddha’s child.”
None believed it to be true,
Barring the wicked a few.

One day, she entered the hall,
When the same was full,
And played a foul drama

That she had slept with Buddha.

That the one she carried,
It was Buddha’s child.
Aloud she cried and wept
To earn their support.

Many believed it not.
Some seriously took it.
They all saw his face,

But he maintained silence.
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By then blew a strong wind
In that, her clothes fluttered
The pot tied to her waist
Suddenly slipped out.

The pot fell and broke.
Her lie too did break.
Some jealous priests
Had hatched this plot.

After this drama was over,
Buddha gave his lecture.
The story of a physician
He told them then.
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#(Buddha) 29 The Physician And His Children

Once a physician went out.
His children, by an accident,
Took some mild poison
That caused severe pain.

On return, he found them
Down in a state of alarm.
He prepared an antidote
And asked them to take it.

Some took it and got cured.
Some refused and suffered.
He was worried about
Those who were adamant.

He told, “I'm going out.
Here is the antidote.

For you, none will be here
This is my only fear.”

That was a trick he played

And with his friend, he stayed.
After a few days, he sent word
Thru’ his friend that he was dead.

The sick children were shaky
And became so panicky
They had to take then,
The antidote medicine.

Buddha said, “I'm the physician
And you’'re those children.

I give you all medicine.

Leaving it to your option.”

“Some listen to me,

And others ignore me.
But my medicine is free.
Its benefit, you shall see.”
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How to convince people?

This was another example.
He was so kind and liberal
They understood him well.
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#(Buddha) 30 Pataki, The Outcaste

Once, Ananda, the disciple,

Who was thirsty, went to a well

To drink water and saw on the spot,
A girl drawing water in her pot.

He asked for some water,

But the girl showed fear,
Saying, “I can’t give water

As my Matanga caste is lower.”

“Since I'm an outcaste,

And you, from a higher caste,
It's not good on my part

To give you water from my pot.”

Anand said, “Your caste

Will not quench my thirst.
What I need is only water,
Which, I hope, you can spare.”
It was for the first time

A higher caste man came

And asked her to spare,

From her pot, water.

Immensely she was pleased.
Enough water, she spared.
Which Anand willingly drank
And then conveyed his thanks.

She began to love Anand,

And behind him, she followed.
At the monastery, Buddha asked
Why she was after Anand.

She said, “I've my love
For Anand, somehow.
In this monastery,
Allow me to stay.”
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Buddha smiled and said,
“It’s not love, my child,
It's but kindness, for what
Anand said at your spot.”

“Your heart, I find,

Is so pure and kind,
Accept that kindness,
And extend it to others.”

His words of wisdom
Sent her back home,
As a girl of kindness

With all his blessings.
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#(Buddha) 31 The Story Of Amrapali

A beautiful courtesan,
Amrapali, had a big garden
Where Buddha stayed once,
Along with his disciples.

She took it lucky

And was very happy
To see their presence
In her own place.

She wanted to sit

At Buddha’s feet
And hear his sermon
As a humble woman.

In her very simple dress,
Without wearing jewels,
Before Buddha, she sat
But was looking smart.

Buddha noticed her,
Listening to his lecture,
With rapt attention,
And deep devotion.

Suddenly he told them,
“How she looks very calm
Despite her big connections
With the King and courtiers.”

“She’s young and beautiful.
She’s rich and moves well.
Yet, her heart is pure

And she’s very sincere.”

Amarpali felt more humble
She invited him for a meal.
As a gesture of goodwill
He accepted her call.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 200



He rejected the invitation
Of another local rich man,
Who called him for meals,
Along with his disciples.

When all of them came,
Amrapali welcomed them
With a humble submission,
To her decorated mansion.

When the meal was over
Buddha then blessed her.
All of them thanked her
And was about to leave her.

She told, “This mansion,

Is not mine from now on,

But goes to Sangha, as my gift.
My humble offer, kindly accept.”
Buddha accepted the gift,

That came from her heart,
Appreciating her kindness

And her truthfulness.
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#(Buddha) 32 Expecting Rewards

One day, a disciple said,
“Expecting a reward,

For a good work done,

Is not wrong, in my opinion.”

Buddha narrated a story:

“A reward is not a reward,
When the same is expected.
When it comes unexpected
Then, take it as a reward.”

A King was seriously ill.
Doctors treated him well
But he didn’t recover still
As if it was an evil spell.

Messengers went round,
And they luckily found,

A Doctor from a village
Who came at the last stage.

He gave the King a potion,
That did wonderful action.
In two days, he improved
And slowly he recovered.

The doctor told the King
“Now that you’re improving
Let me go back home

As I'm here for a long time.”

The King said, "Wait here
Until I feel myself better.”
He didn't allow the doctor
On some plea or the other.

At last, he came back
And to his good luck,
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A mansion stood in the place
Of his dilapidated house.

His wife and children,

In silken dress, were seen.
They wore the best of jewels.
And received him with cheers.

People around gathered.
Praises, they showered

On the doctor for his skill
That cured the King well.

The doctor was spellbound.
To say, no words he found.
He brought home nothing.

But the King did everything.

Rajaram Ramachandran

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 203



#(Buddha) 33 Oil Lamp Of The Poor

Once Prince Ajatashatru sent
Oil drums for lamps at night.
An old woman, who saw this
Wished to give oil for lamps.

But she was too poor to buy
Still she didn’t give up her try.
She cut off her long hair,

And for oil, she sold her hair.”

She gave that oil, with a lamp,
To Buddha for lighting up,

He received the oil cup

And used it for her lamp.

Her lamp lasted thro’ the night

And was spreading steady light.
The lamps, with the oil sent

By the prince, blew off by midnight.

Buddha said, "The woman
Was sincere in her intention.
While the royal prince
Exhibited his arrogance.”

“This is the difference
Found in their performance.
One who’s always humble
Shines in their life well.”

“In no way her small offer
Can be taken as inferior,
While the prince’s bulk offer
Cannot be taken as superior.”

“The sincerity, not the size,
The humility, not the price,
These values only count
To accept any asset.”
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Buddha was a conqueror
Of the spiritual world,
And was a reformer

Of the material world.
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#(Buddha) 34 Compassion For Animals

Buddha saw one day,

A shepherd on the way,
Chasing goats and sheep,
All in one pack to keep.

A little lamb trailed behind,
With a severe wound
When it was struck,

By the shepherd’s stick.

As if he was wounded,
Buddha’s heart melted.
He took it in his hand,
And slowly went behind.

“Caring innocent being

Is better than sitting

In caves, with eyes closed,
As if not concerned.”

He asked the shepherd,
“Oh my friend

Where do you take
This huge flock? ”

The shepherd replied,
“In sacrifice, to be offered,
The King had ordered.
And I obey his command.”

When the flock passed
Thro' streets, people talked,
“See, he’s a holy hermit.
The flock, he has brought.”

Near the altar Buddha stood.
The King then understood,
The ceremony to lead

The hermit came as head.
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The high priest was about
To cut with knife a goat,
Buddha cried, “Oh King,
This, why are you allowing.”

“Every creature loves to live,
As a human being likes to live.
It's an act of cruelty to Kill,

For sacrifice, innocent animals.”

The priest threw the knife
And spared the goat’s life.
The King ordered, "No more

Sacrifices in his land, in future.”
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#(Buddha) 35 Devadatta, The Cousin

The first Cousin, Devadatta,
Was always jealous of Buddha.
He told people, he was greater,
And Buddha was not superior.

King Bimbisara, the disciple
Of Buddha was too liberal
In giving gifts to Buddha
And not to Devadatta.

This burnt Devadatta’s heart.
He hatched a wicked plot

To dethrone King Bimbisara,
And crown his son Ajathashatru.

He told Ajatashatru, his friend,
“Your father has become old.
You just put him in prison

And then ascend the throne.”

“You're wiser and superior
To your old father,

So, better rule the Kingdom
With all your wisdom.”

Tempted by his advice,
Ajatashatru, the prince,
Became the next ruling King
By imprisoning the old King.

As Bimbisara was a noble King,
His people started revolting.
On the advice of Devatta

He killed his father, Bimbisara.

Devatta wanted to eliminate
Buddha in the next plot.
With King Ajatashatru’s help
He wanted to send him up.
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To kill Buddha, he sent
An archer, who went

And came back without
Shooting a single shot.

He said, “He’s so radiant,
So serene, and so great,
I can’t do any harm

Nor shoot to kill him.”
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 209



#(Buddha) 36 Devadatta Plots To Kill Buddha

Devadatta’s next plan

Was to push down

A big boulder from the top
To crush Buddha into pulp.

This plot also had failed
As Buddha had escaped
With a very minor injury
That caused him no worry.

He influenced the King
Ajathashatru, for eliminating
Buddha by an elephant
Which could silently do it.

The King told the Mahout

To give alcohol to the elephant
And leave it in the streets
When Buddha went for alms.

Nalagiri, the elephant
Ran madly in the streets.
It destroyed tall trees,
And damaged houses.

Near Buddha it came.
He called by its name
“Oh Nalagiri, be calm.
I'm here; do no harm.”

The alcohol effect had gone
The elephant calmly sat down.
The whole crowd watched.

It was a miracle indeed!

It shocked Devadatta.
The power of Buddha
He then understood.
But his anger continued.
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His jealousy and arrogance,

And the sense of vengeance,
Grew more than ever before,
But Buddha hated him never.
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#(Buddha) 37 Buddha's Message To Devadatta

Buddha wanted peace.
He sent two disciples
To Devadatta’s place
To settle any difference.

His message was the truth
At any cost, was worth

More than deceit and lies,
As truth ended in success.

Devadatta said, “"The two disciples.

Of Buddha are coming close
To hear my special lectures,
Better than what Buddha gives.”

When they came near,

He told them, “Look hear,

I want rest for sometime

You take the class this time.”

He slept like a wood then.
The two spoke on compassion
What was Buddha made of,
How he cared for other’s life.

All the assembled people
Felt that Buddha was real
And Devadatta, a fraud
Cheating the whole crowd.

They got up and walked out.
To hear Buddha, they went.
When Devadatta woke up
There was none to speak up.

He burst into anger,

That became a danger,
As he coughed up blood,
And on that spot, he died.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

212



Buddha represented the truth.
And Devadatta, the untruth.
Finally truth won over untruth,
In the battle of truth-vs-untruth.
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#(Buddha) 38 Ajatashatru Regrets

King Ajatashatru heard
That Devedatta had died.
He had lost his best friend,
Who stood ever by his side.

He imprisoned his father,
And then killed him there.
On the advice of Devadatta
He tried to kill Buddha.

All the great sins he did
In return, they paid
In the form of disease,
With painful blisters.

Doctors treated him in vain.

He couldn’t bear the pain.
Buddha sent a physician,

Who gave him proper medicine.

For his sins, he repented.
Before Buddha, he begged
To be excused for his deed,
Which, on him, recoiled.

Taking pity, Buddha cured
Both his body and mind.

He then joined Sangha,

As a disciple, served Buddha.

Buddha’s father sent word
That he was in death bed.
Buddha rushed to see him.
But he died in his son’s arms.

After the King Shuddhodana
The entire clan of Shakya
Battled among themselves
For position and powers.
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Buddha continued to travel

And helped suffering people.
Even when he was very old,
He served them till the end.
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#(Buddha) 39 The Offerings

Buddha said, “If one lives
Just for others’ happiness,
Happy that one becomes
As a matter of course.”

“To offer others

A heart one needs
Not the riches

Nor the social status.”

Seven compassions
For the offerings
He had mentioned
To be followed.

ings of the eye:

Looking at others with
affection and mercy

not contempt or arrogance.

2. Offerings of expression:
A bright smiling face,
Not a grim or depressed one.

3. Offerings of words:
Speaking gently so that
Those who hear will feel happy.

4. Offering of attitude:
Attitude of respect, not
Looking down upon others.

5. Offering of the heart:
Speaking and behaving warmly.

6. Offering of seat:

Provide a seat to others
with respect
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7. Offering of abode:
Invite others to one’s home.
Have an attitude of sharing.

These offerings, he followed,
Also expressed his gratitude

To others, who similarly followed
The path he had found.

Buddha and his disciples
Were invited for meals
By a blacksmith, one

Of the low caste men.

As he was very weak,
Even to go for a walk,
The worried disciples,
Refused to go for meals.

He said, "It's my intention,
The blacksmith’s devotion,
And sincerity must be taken,
To accept his invitation.”

“He should not feel,
I've refused his meal
As he’s from low caste,
Which is not correct.”

Buddha treated everyone,
Low or high caste, as one,
Rich or poor, as one,
Friends or foes, as one.

Despite his stomach disorder,
He accepted the offer.

As for the host’s devotion,

He had shown appreciation.

Eighty years old he was,

Yet, he served the cause
Of the suffering mass,
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Till his last moments.

Buddhism found its roots
In India, but its branches
Spread all o’er the world,

Though it's 2500 years old.
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#01 (Thyagaraja) Birth Of A Saint

SAINT THYAGARAJA
BRIEF INTRODUCTION

The Saint Thyagaraja was born on the 4th May,1767

at Tiruvarur, Tanjore District, South India. He came to
lead the mankind in the spiritual path through the medium
of Classical Music, purely devoted to Lord Rama. He had
composed classical songs in thousands during his life time,
which are still very popular through out the world.

During the period of Vijayanagar Empire in the Central India,
which broke down due to frequent invasions from the North
India, his ancestors took asylum in the Kingdom ruled by
Maratha Nayak in South India. With this brief introduction
his life story follows:

SAINT THYAGARAJA
(04-05-1767 to 06-01-1847)

The year seventeen-sixty-seven,
Witnessed the divine sanction
From the Merciful Heaven

For a great saint, who was born.

It was on the fourth day,
In the month of May,
This saint took his birth
On this mundane earth.

The Temple Town Tiruvarur,
Of the District Thanjavur,
Became the chosen land,
To welcome this child.

True to their own custom

He was given the name
Thyagaraja, the Lord
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Of this Temple God.

‘Thyaga, " a word for ‘sacrifice’
‘Raja’ for ‘King or Prince, ’
Thyagaraja, as his name stood,
Lived in austerity till his end.

He was the third son,

The most illustrious one,

Of Ramabrahmam, his father,
And Seethamma, his mother.

The King of Thanjavur
Patronized his father,

A story teller by profession,
And an exponent of Ramayan.

As a daughter of a Veena player,
Kalahastayya, a royal court performer,
Music was in Seethamma's blood

And he grew up in this background.

(Thanjavur, a place in South India)

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#02 (Thyagaraja) The Kakarla Family

In a small Town Kakarla,
Kurnool District of Andhra,

The Saint’s ancestors lived
During sixteenth century period.

Kakarla town was under

The then Vijayanagar Empire,
Famous for its arts and culture,
Found in every nook and corner.

With the Moghuls’ invasion,
This great Empire broke down.
Many families left the Empire
To seek asylum elsewhere.

In South India, a Maratha King
Of Nayak race was then ruling.
A peaceful place they found
And there, they all settled.

Traced from Muriginadu Sect,
The ancestors of the Saint,
Brahmin priests by profession,
As Kakarla family, were known.

After the birth of the Saint
The family shifted and went
From the Town Tiruvarur,
And settled at Tiruvaiyar.

It was here, the Saint,
Rest of his life spent.
Here, in a peaceful place,
His Samadhi still lies.

As a gesture of royal honor
The then King of Thanjavur
Gifted him a house to stay

Comfortably till his last day.
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His life, full of glory,

In the pages of history,
In indelible ink, is written
Never to be forgotten.
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#03 (Thyagaraja) The Saint's Early Life

The Saint was born

In the family known

For their inborn aesthetic
In the field of music.

Does any mother fish
Teach her kid, born fresh,
How to swim or float?
No, she only guides it

Likewise, his mother did
In acting as his guide.
Thus he learnt every basic
Step in the art of music.

Seeing his musical talent,
One day, his father went
And at the King’s Court
*Chief musician he met.

(*Sonti Venkataramanayya)

At the age of sixteen

He mastered one by one
All the musical lessons
Taught by this musician.

From the age of seventeen,
Though young, he was keen
To compose Telugu music,
In a style called “carnatic.”

His first song in Raga Desikatodi
Came as a surprise to everybody,
And prominently in his house

He inscribed it on the walls.

Thus began his musical career
Dictated by a divine order.
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Songs in thousands, he composed,
The most popular ones in the world.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#04 (Thyagaraja) His First Song

(Namo Namo Raghavaya Anisam
In Telugu language)

“My obeisance to Rama.

My respects to Raghava.

Oh Savior of the poor!

Oh Ocean of kindness world over! ”

You shine as several suns
And remove the darkness
As well as the sins of those,
Who surrender to you.

All the talented poets,

You always patronize.

You bless all the devotees
Like the divine Karpaka Trees.

You're the Guru of all Gods
Like Siva among the Lords.
You're the Lord of devotees
Who're innocent and poor.

You're the destroyer

Of demons whomsoever.
You're the most intelligent.
And giver of intelligence.

You're the giver of health
Besides long life and wealth.
You're resting on Adisesha
The snake that lives on airs.

You're the eater
Of fresh butter,
And an eye witness

To all worldly actions.

Your hands are strong
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Like the elephant trunk.
With your bow you’ve won
Subhagu, the demon.

You're the protector

Of Adisesha forever
You're being worshiped
By me, Your Thyagaraja.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#05 (Thyagaraja) The Saint's Parents

His father had three sons.
Jalpesan was the eldest one.
The second remained unknown.
Thyagaraja was the last one.

In pursuit of a religious order,
Jalpesan wasn't like his father.
He was dull, short tempered,
Jealous and money minded.

So, his father considered it
The Saint was God'’s gift.

In the father’s daily routine
He helped as a dutiful son.

He joined his father daily

In every chorus party

That went round the streets
Singing Rama Bhajan songs.

Devotees around offered
For their daily food
Handful of raw grains
To win their grace.

Thus went their happy days
In pursuit of divine ways
Much to their satisfaction
In their holy profession.

It was no wonder, therefore,
He learnt from his father

All the arts and culture
Perfectly well, sooner or later.

He sang with his father

All the songs of Jayadevar,
Purandaradas, Ramadas,
And those of Tulsidas.
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His mother daily taught

And from her he had learnt
Purandaradas’s songs, every bit,
That she knew well by heart.

Rajaram Ramachandran

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 228



#06 (Thyagaraja) Under A Thatched Roof

Ramabrahmam, his father
And Seethamma his mother
Led a pious-humble life
Under a thatched roof.

The thatched roof
Wasn't leak proof,
As it allowed rain water
To seep in everywhere.

King Sarabhoji of Thanjavur,
Gave, as a gift, to his father,
A good house, well built,

On hearing his pitiable plight.

At first, he earnestly felt,
That he didn't deserve it,
But he had to yield later
To the king’s kind pressure.

In the royal court,

The king gave a gift,
As an encouragement
To any deserving poet.

To the new house, they moved.
For some days, there they lived.
But later he gave it a Brahmin
Who had no house to live in.

Back to his leaking hut,

With all cheers, he went,
That showed well his spirit
Of sacrifice and contentment.

Yes, it was no wonder,

If this kind of a father
Was blessed with a son,
As a noble saintly person.
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They were not so keen

On any wealth to earn,
Despite their talent

In the arts they had learnt.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#07 (Thyagaraja) The Saint's Married Life

At eighteen years of his age,
It was time for his marriage.
He married Parvathi, a girl

Who was young and simple.

A perfect match she was

As she was also pious

Like the Saint, her husband,
Whose heart was so kind

One day, his father returned

From the street rounds tired,
He couldn’t do his prayer,

As he knew his end was near.

He called his son and said,
“Oh my son, I'm now tired.
To His abode, Rama invites me.
I'll be no more for you to see.”

“Follow our ancient tradition.
Continue our noble profession.
Rama will bless you always.
He'll answer all your prayers.”

From his eyes, tears flowed.
For the last time, he hugged
His son, the noble saint,
And then breathed his last.

Saint Thyagaraja caught,

His father’s feet and wept,
Having lost that fondly touch
What his father gave very much.

Soon after the last rites,
It was time for the deities
To be taken for ownership
For their daily worship.
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Jalpesan showed no sign
Nor was very much keen,
So, the saint took the deities
And did his daily prayers.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#08 (Thyagaraja) A Song Dedicated To His Father

When the Saint sat

In his father’s seat

To worship the deities,
Tears rolled in his eyes.

“Oh Lord, bear with me
And have mercy on me,

If I'm not so sincere

As my father in my prayer.”

“You're the Almighty
Also our family Deity.
You're the life giver
Also the life Saver.”

“Out of my ignorance

I didn't know this

Pardon my faults, Lord,
And take me to your fold.”

“Oh My Lord, Madhava,
You're with your Sita
And your Lakshman

To bless every one.”

“You came on this earth

As incarnation of Truth.

You're the only cause

That saved Viswamitra’s sacrifice.”
“You're the dear friend

Of Hanuman, son of wind God,
Whoever surrenders to you,

You give asylum, it’s true.”

“Lord Brahma worships you.
Also what prompts you

To be a terrible Sun

To scorch all the sins.”
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“With your louder voice
You can defeat the noise
Of thunder from clouds,

So strong is that of yours.”

“In fighting the demons

Your powers are matchless.
Oh Rama, the Supreme Lord,
You, the light of the world.”

“You're the killer of Ravan
King of Lanka, the demon.
In Thyagaraja’s pure heart,
You reside, are you not? ”

“As two eyes you own,
The moon and the sun,
You're the husband

Of Janaki, Oh Lord! ”

(The Saint sang this song in Telugu:
“Neevera kuladanamu sandhadamu,
Neevera Jeevanamu”.in Raga Begada)

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#09 (Thyagaraja) A Good Start

Thyagaraja learnt, within a year,
From his Guru, no wonder,

All the lessons from its basic

To the last notes in the music.

He developed his own style
That was received well
By all the music lovers
In his public performances.

“Thyagaraja is singing well.
I'm proud of my disciple.”
As a token of appreciation,
His Guru told everyone.

It was his maiden performance.
The hall was full of audience.
“Is he not so young in age?
How will he sing on the stage?

He started with a song

In Raga Bilahari and sang,

The hall in pin dropp silence,
Heard his excellent performance.

(The Telugu song ran like this
Dorakuna Ittuvanti Seva)

“Will anyone get such a service?
Will any Sage who did penance
Or the Heaven born Devas

Get this kind of service? ”

“Tumburu, Narada and the rest
Sing in praise of you, all the best?
Ambarisha, in chorus with others,

Sing all the Bhajan Songs.”

“The best of all the flowers
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Pour over you like showers.
The dancers of the heaven
Dance before you, one by one.”

“Brahma and Indra stay
By your sides and pray
On your past deeds,

And your achievements.”

“The celestial nymphs
Who stand by your sides
Fan all over you well,
While their bangles jingle.”

“All the beautiful chains
Shine with colorful gems.
They swing side by side
With their charm and pride”

“To see Lord Sriman Narayana,
In the floating bed of Adishesha,
This kind of a rare service
Where will be in the Universe? ”

“Your body has the color

Like a blue gem sapphire.

It is covered by clothes silken
With their borders golden.”

“Your nails on both feet
With their shine defeat

The brightness of the moon
Thus mocking the moon.”

“You are wearing the best
Of bright golden anklets.
The shining bracelets
Beautify your both arms.”

“The pearl chains, the best,

Cover your broad chest.
Both the shining earrings
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Add beauty to your earlobes.”

“The curly frontal hairs

Besides your smiling face
Also your mirror like chins
Add to your divine grace.”

“The Tilak on your forehead

Gives us a spiritual lead.

Where else can one find this service,
When all the beauties are at one place? ”

“The entire scene stuns

Even the realized Sages

On the golden swing you sit.
Mother Sita is happy to see it.”

“While Thyagaraja is pulling
Back and forth the swing
Also the songs he is singing,
Rama is seated smiling.”

“Lord Rama, the great one,
The destroyer of demons,

The protector of the world,
Where else can you find? ”

This kept them spellbound
As they never heard
Such a beautiful song

In their life, all along.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#10 (Thyagaraja) Before The Court Musicians

After the first public concert
His Guru once again thought
To have one more concert

For those in the royal Court.

Everyone in the Royal Court
Was invited for the concert.
Guru’s father, a great musician,
Inaugurated this grand function.

As they had to go to court,

It was one hour concert,

But Thyagaraja wasn’t aware
That it was limited to an hour.

In Raga Kambodhi a song
He elaborately did sing
They forgot the time limit
It went on till late night.

They went very late

Next day to the court.
The King heard the reason
And gave them pardon.

(The Telugu song was like this:
Mari Mari Ninne Moralida nee
Manasu dhayaradhu)

“To you, again and again,

I am trying to complain,

But no mercy you show,

Nor the reason for it, I know.”

“You're omnipresent.

At the cry of an elephant
For its help, you ran down.
What's the reason? ”
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“I've heard the story,
You went in a hurry

To show your kindness
To Dhuruva, the prince.”

“"Why you turned as Narasimha
To save the son of Hiranya?

Why you helped the King
Sukreeva, who forgot everything?

“Oh you, Thygaraja’s God,
Whatever you say, My Lord,
I'v no patience to hear.

Nor I'll listen to you anymore.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#11 (Thyagaraja) Saint's Second Marriage

Hardly five years passed
Parvathi, his wife, died.
He married her sister
Kamalambal, the junior.

Sitalakshmi, a daughter,
Pretty one, was born to her.
He gave her his best attention,
With all love and affection.

When she came up of age,

He arranged for her marriage.
She married Kuppusamy,

A handsome Brahmin boy.

Many good presents came
But he never retained them
To Lord Rama, he gave them.
As they were not for him.

One of his disciples brought
Kothandarama’s color portrait,
He walked all the way

To bring it that day.

(He sang before the portrait:
Nannu Palimpa Nadasi Vachidhivo
Naa Prana Nadha.- Raga Mohana)

“Oh Lotus-eyes-Kanan! I kept you
Ever in my mind to be with you
Did you all the way come

To save me at the right time? ”

“Blue colored one you're
Like the blue sapphire
The pearl chains, the best,
Dance over your chest.”
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“Did you walk all the way

To see me here this day,

With Sita, daughter of Bhudevi,
Also with your arrows and bow? ”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#12 (Thyagaraja) Chanting Rama's Name

All the songs of the Saint
Surpassed any time limit,
As each word is built

Of divinity hidden in it.

The Lord Rama’s name
He chanted the same,
Non-stop, every second,
As it was his very blood.

It became his daily routine
To get up early morn,
Wake up the Lord

Like waking a child.

(His song to wake up the Lord:
Melukovaiyya Mammeluko Rama
Melaina Sitasamedha Naa Bhagyama,
In Raga Bowli)

“Very fortunate we are,
To see you with Sita here
To take us up,

Please wake up! ”

“Sage Narada and others
In praise of you now sings.
Now the Sun is up.

Please wake up! "

“To accept this offer
Of milk and butter,
Open your eyes now.
Please wake up!

“Oh you in the bed of snhake,
Your maid servants are awake,
Ready to do their services.
Please wake up! ”
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“The glow of the night lamps
Has now become dim

Oh Master of solar race,
Please wake up! ”

“”0Oh King of all kings!
Moon’s face you're having!
King of Ayodhya you are!
You're of noble character! ”

Thyagaraja worships your feet!
Oh warrior among kings!
Devas, kings wait for you!

To save this world, wake up!

(Note: In twenty one years
Ninety-six-crore times
Rama’s name he chanted
Average 1.25 lakhs per day,
Which is a record break)

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#13 (Thyagaraja) Vision Of Rama

While chanting, very often,
The Saint had a vision

Of Rama in different pose
Before him, very close.

At that time, in ecstasy,
He found it very easy
To dance and sing,

Out came then a song.

On one occasion he sang,
In Raga Bilahari a song,
That described this vision,
And his heartfelt jubilation.

(He sang in Telugu:
Kanukondanee Sriramunee Nedu)

“I saw the Lord today,
Sri Ramachandra Murthy,
Sita Rama of Solar race,
That satisfied my eyes.”

“His brothers, Lakshmana,
Bharatha, Satrughuna,

In deep worship stood
Reverently by his side.”

“The Wind-God’s son,
Haruman was there then
Bowing at Rama’s feet,
It was a pleasant sight! ”

“Sugreeva and others
Were saying their prayers.
I saw all these scenes

Today, with my eyes.”

It's really no wonder
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If his songs live forever,
As they came from his heart,
That was true and honest.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#14 (Thyagaraja) Rama Taps The Door

Once, while he was singing,
Someone was tapping

His house front door,

In an unexpected hour.

When he opened the door

He saw the Lord Rama there,
With Lakshmana, his brother,
Both appeared together.

That scene, how he saw,

The song, in Raga Attana,
Described the same briefly
With his devotion actually.

(He sang in Telugu:
Aelaa Nee Dhayaradhu Paragu JeSe
Vela samayamu Kadhu)

“Have you no mercy for me?
Why are you avoiding me?
To save me you've come.
You're here just in time.”

“Oh You Young Lord!
Wearer of royal robes!
Protector of virtuous people!
Consort of Lakshmi!
Possessor of Arrows!

Giver of happiness!

Wealth of kindness!

Lord Vishnu!

Wearer of Tulsi garland!

Lord of Lords!

Please come!

Wisest among wise men!
Please come!

Lotus eyed Kanan!
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Please come!

Lord of Solar Race!

Master of nectar like good people!
Majestic appearance like ocean!
Destroyer of Demons!

In beauty more than Cupid!
Moving with wise people!

The essence of all Vedas!

King of Kings!

The owner of feet worshiped by Sages!
Sun and moon as your two eyes!

Lord to whom one can surrender!

The most beautiful Lord!

The Lord worshiped by Lord Siva!

The owner of Garuda as his vehicle!

The owner of feet worshiped by Devas!
Father of Brahma!

Possessor of brightness more than crores of suns!
For elephant like demons you're like a lion!
You've lotus like face!

Protector of sacrifice!

You're worshiped by great devotees!

You're the Lord mediated by realized souls!
You’ve no beginning or end!

You're the Lord sleeping on Adhiseshal!

The Savior of Gajendran, the Elephant King.
You're the wearer of Punnai flowers!

You always remove all sins!

Under your feet is Hanuman, the son of Wind God!
You sail in Upanishad!

You're the Lord with no desires!

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#15 (Thyagaraja) Gift From Sage Narada

It was morning time
An old hermit came

And heard the songs
When the saint sang.

He said, “Thyagaraja, listen,
I'll be coming back soon
After my bath in the River,
Cauvery, for my food here.”

While going he had left
Music related notes,
But never came back,
Those books to take.

Saint Thyagaraja waited
Without taking food,
But there was no sign
Of the hermit’s return.

That night, in his dream,
The same hermit came,
And said, “Thyagaraja,
I'm the Sage Narada.”

“To give you those books,
The hermit role I took.
New experience, a lot,
From them you’'ll get.”

He woke up at once,
And turned the books.
Many secrets of tunes
Were in those notes.

(He sang in praise of Naradhyam:
Sri Narada Muni Guru Rayakandi
Menadi Thapamo Gururaya in
Raga: Bhairavi)
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“Oh Narada Sage!
Oh My great Guru!
Out of my past penance
I saw your appearance.”

“I surrender to you.

After meeting you

Our attachments here

In this world are no more.”

“In the spiritual knowledge
You're the supreme sage.
To burn any ighorance, ever
You're the razing fire.”

“The Veena in your hand
Always give soothing sound.
Oh My Great Master,

Save this Thyagaraja,

Oh My Great Guru! ”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#16 (Thyagaraja) The Ladder Of Fame

In the ladder of fame
Saint Thyagaraja’s name
Rose up to the top,
Soon, but step by step.

His every breath spelled
“Rama, " every second,
Thus he was fully absorbed
In the spiritual world.

How he invited everyone,

To this spiritual heaven,

In Raga Bhairavi, this song,
Still takes us with him along.

(He sang in Telugu:
Koluvaiyunnade Kothandapani)

“Like the Star Rohini joined,
With the moon, side by side,
With his bow, Raghava

Is sitting with his Sita.”

Let us worship the Lord,

To get rid of our sins old,

“Seated here is Rama,
With his consort Sita,
Amidst eight wealth, come,
Let us worship him.”

(He again wakes up the Lord
Thro’ this song in Raga Thodi
Kolu vamarekadha Kothandapani)

“Kothandapani is here,
In his grand posture,
This kind of rare scene,
None would have seen.”
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“Not even by Brahma,
Saraswati, Rukmini,
Sita, Parasakti,

Or Lakshmana.”

“Early in the morning

Playing veena I'm singing,

To wake up the Lord

Sri Hari, from his flower bed.”

“After his bath in Rose water,
He willingly accepts the offer
Of variety of fine food

Fresh, tasty and good.”

“He takes then betel nuts
Wrapped in betel leaves.
Next, the camphor light
Turns his face very bright.”

“Over the incense sticks
Giving their fine smells,
All the assembled devotees

Chant and say their prayers.”

Rajaram Ramachandran

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 251



#17 (Thyagaraja) Brother Jalpesan

Saint Thyagaraja was tall,
And he was very simple,
With a turban o’er his head,
A majestic look he had.

A Tulsi Mala in his neck,
On his forehead a Tilak,
A beads mala in his hand
Exposed his pious mind.

At four early morning,
He was daily singing
To wake up the Lord
From his flower bed.

After his bath in the river,
And other routines were over,
He went round the streets
Singing "“Rama” Bhajan songs.

Whatever people offered
That served as food

For his family members
And any other guests.

(About this situation he sang
In Raga Malavasri
Ennalu Thirigedhi Ennalu)

“How many days,
Shall I like this
Go as a wanderer
Here and there.”

“How in this family jungle
Like a thief I struggle,
After chasing others,

Live as a wanderer.”
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“From camphor to salt,
In charity when I get,

How to boast myself as
Superior to all others? ”

“Day and night worrying,

For morrow’s food waiting,
How the time is taken away
Meant for God, in this worry? ”

“How long shall I act

As if I'm sincere, in fact?
How long shall I wander
As a deceptive wanderer? ”

“"When others invite me for feast
Thinking I'm a great pundit,

And for me to say “let it be ready, ”
How far it is justified morally? ”

“When I'm non-stop praying
From morning to evening,

How far I deserve this feast
As a wanderer like a beast.”

“I know well my fault,

Yet, I'm unable to avoid it.
How long can I wander
Like a helpless wanderer? ”

Jalpesan, his elder brother,
Headed a group, as a leader,
Who criticized the Saint
That he was a big cheat.

“Is he a great pundit?

He’s only a big cheat.

“Rama, Rama”, he says

Just to cheat us in many ways.”

“He says that he sings music, ”
But he plays only a trick,
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By mixing different words
In a variety of odd tunes.”

These comments he heard
But silence he observed.
For more peace, he prayed,

Every day before God.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#18 (Thyagaraja) Not For Wealth

The year eighteen-not-two saw
Saint Thyagaraja with all awe,
As he had reached the peak

By then in the uphill task.

Sarabhoji, King of Tanjore,
Had his own wish to hear,

In the palace, the Saint singing
On the glory of the King.

His minister then went
To invite the Saint,

And said, “"Oh Thyagaraja
I come from Maharaja.”

“He’s giving you a land,
Ten acres, besides gold,
If you come and sing

On the glory of the King.”

Under a rude shock,
He was taken aback
On hearing this word,
His face became red.

He said, "How can I sing
For an earthly king,

With my mouth that sings
For the King of Kings.”

Then he sang a song

“What'’s right or wrong?

Lord Rama or any treasure?
Which one gives more pleasure? ”

(He sang in Raga Kalyani
Nidhi Sala Sugama Ramuni
Sannadhi Seva Sugama
Nijamuga Palgu Manasa)
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“Will the wealth give pleasure?

Or the service to Rama, a pleasure?
Oh mind, tell me the fact,

Which one you’ll select? ”

“Curd, butter, milk, the three,
Are they really tasty?

Or to sing earnestly

For the Lord is tasty7”

“A bath in the holy Ganges River
Will it give more pleasure?

Or a bath in a dirty well water
Will give that much pleasure? ”

“Out of ego, praise a man.
Will it bring any pleasure?
Or sing for the Lord more.
Will it give one pleasure? ”

His refusal to sing
For the Royal King
Did incite the ruler
Who issued an order.

“Bring Thyagaraja here.
This is my order.”
Soldiers hurriedly went
To bring the Saint.

The King then had an attack
Of severe pain in his stomach.
Unbearable when it became
To the Saint’s place he came.

The pain spared the King
When the Saint sang

An appeal to the Lord.
The King was thus saved.
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#19 (Thyagaraja) Gifts From The King

While the Saint was singing,
The King was listening
Secretly somewhere hiding.
This way he was enjoying.

Once the Saint told someone,
“If a small shed is given,
That’ll help my students
In learning the musical arts.”

When the Saint went out,
Some men, the King sent,
Who built up the shed,
Overnight, where he wanted.

On his return, he was surprised,
To see near his house a big shed.
The king tried his best

To help this Saint.

One day, with his disciples,

He went on street rounds,
Singing Songs in chorus

On the Lord’s deeds and plays.

The King sent his men
To dropp gold coins

In the alms vessels
Carried by his disciples.

He didn’t notice this,

But when the disciples
Shook their vessels,

He heard metallic sounds.

He threw away the gold coins,
Along with the alms grains,
Even the grains got polluted
With the touch of gold.
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He emptied the vessels,

And chided the disciples.

What a contented man he was!
For wealth, he was so averse!

Rajaram Ramachandran

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 259



#21 (Thyagaraja) The Deity In Procession

After the re-installation,
Out the Deity was taken
For the street procession,
On an auspicious occasion.

All the mischief mongers,
Including his elder brother,
Expressing a word of regret,
Fell at the feet of the Saint.

What a great Soul he was.
Lately they realized this.

“It’s all the act of Rama, ”
So said Saint Thyagaraja.

(He sang in Raga Vasantha
Etlaa Dhorikidhivo Rama)

“Rama, I got you back how,
When none is near me now?
Lord, I got you back how,

For me, when none has love? ”

“Is it a wonder of your feet?
Or is it the strange result

Of my elders’ blessings

Or my love for divine songs.”

‘Oh Consort of Lakshmi,
Remover of my worry,

Oh My Lord Ramal

The Savior of Thyagaraja”

“Lord, pardon the conspirators
Including my elder brother,
Who threw you in the river.”

Finally, he said this prayer.

What a noble Saint he was,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 260



To ask for pardon for those,
Who were criticizing him,
Over his actions, every time!

(The Deity which was thrown
into the river, is still available

in the house at 1/1407,
Varagappaiyer Street, Thanjavur.
Tamil Nadu, India)

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#22 (Thyagaraja) King Of Thiruvanandapuram

King of Thiruvanandapuram
Swathi Thirunal by name,
Wished to hear the Saint.
So, an emissary he had sent.

Vadivelu was his name,
Who all the way came
To Tiruvaiyar Town

On this royal mission.

He knew, the Saint was one,
Who never sang on anyone,
Excepting on the Lord,
Rama, his personal God.

He took a house close
To the Saint’s house,
And waited for a chance
With all his patience.

Vadivelu, a court singer,

In his place was popular.

One day, while he was singing,
The Saint was hearing.

The Saint entered his house.

And showered on him praises.
Waiting for this chance,

He invited the Saint to the palace.

“I'm the King’s messenger.
The King wants to hear
Your music in his court.

To invite you, I'm sent.”

The Saint said. "On Rama I sing.
On the same Rama, sings the King.
Our meeting will be in the heaven
By the grace of the Lord then.”
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(He sang in Raga Salaga Bhairavi
Padhavi Nee Sath Bhaktiyu Kalgude)

“Oh Rama, is it not true,
My remaining with you

Is itself a heavenly gift,
From you what I expect.”

“Whatever now I've learnt,

Will it be really sufficient,
When I don’t learn the essence
Of Upanishad and Vedas? ”

“King’s friendship, house,
Wealth as well as spouse,
Do they mean a status
To be claimed by us? ”

“With lusts and desires,
Is enjoyment a status?
Or causing world of pains
After penance, a status? ”

“Not knowing your values

Is it really a status?

To remain ever devoted to you
Is the only status I know, true.”

(Again he sang in Raga Sudhabangala
Rama Bhakti Samrajyam)

“To visit those fortunate persons,
Living in the Rama’s three worlds,
As the Lord’s true devotees there
Will it not give more pleasure? ”

“I cannot express in words
This kind of happiness.
One should experience this
By their own self efforts.”
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Rajaram Ramachandran
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#23 (Thyagaraja) Obeisance To Great Persons

Govind Marar, by name,
To see the Saint, came.
From Thiruvanandapuram,
All the way he came.

He was a great singer,

And expressed his desire
To sing before Rama Deity,
With all his selfless piety.

By day, the program started.
Late by night, it ended.

His matchless performance,
Enchanted the audience.

The Saint took this occasion,
And sang, in appreciation,
In Raga Sriraga, a song

As a thanks giving.

(He sang the song:
Endharo Mahanubhavu
Andhariki Vandhanamu)

“My obeisance to all those
Who're really great persons,
For the sake of the Lord
Who, in their hearts, seated.”

“Oh the most beautiful one,
The Cupid, you've beaten!
They're here so known,

As the best virtuous men.
My obeisance to them! ”

“Controlling their fickle minds,
Those rocking like monkeys,
They worship the Lord

As their merciful God.
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My Obeisance to them! ”

“At your graceful feet
Readily they all submit
Their lotus like hearts,
To pay their respects,
My obeisance to them! ”

“They know, you are

A Savior of the poor,
And sing in praise

Of all your glories.

My obeisance to them! ”

“They know pretty well
Of Raga, beats, scale,
When they all sing
Each and every song.
My obeisance to them!

“With beads mala in their necks,
And their nectar-like looks

The world appears too kind

And wise, it's what they find,
My obeisance to them! ”

“In the ocean of happiness
They’re also so famous

As they see with their eyes
The Majestic God always.
My obeisance to them!

“There're great many Sages

Like Moon, Sun, Sanaga
Sanandas, Dhikbalas, Prahalada,
Great many celestial men, Devas,
My obeisance to them! ”

“Also there’re Lords
Like Narada, Tumburu,
Brahma, Siva, Suga,
And realized Brahmins.
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My obeisance to them! ”

“They worship your name
Valor, courage, fame
Kindness, truthfulness,
And repeat their prayers.
My obeisance to them! ”

“They know the secrets of Ramayana,
Bhagawadam and Bhagwad Gita,
Besides knowing the six religions

And respecting thirty crores of Devas.
My obeisance to them! ”

“Knowing the songs, their raga-beats,
They’ve a long life in happiness

And worship Rama all the time.
Thyagaraja’s submission to them.”

Of

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#25 (Thyagaraja) Musicians Admired The Saint

Musicians around the country
Heard the growing popularity
Of the great Saint Thyagaraja,
O’er his devotion to Lord Rama.

They all came one by one,
To the Tiruvaiyar Town
Heard his music, in turn,
Gave him their appreciation.

Gopinatha Bhattacharya from Kasi,
A musician famous in Hindustani,
He came all the way to meet

And hear the songs of the Saint.

Pleased with his request,
A song came out

From the Saint then

A pleasant melodious one.

(He sang in Raga Thodi

Dasaradhi Nee Runamu Theerpa Naa

Tharama Parama Pavana Nama)

“Oh the great Dasaradha’s son,
How can I repay your loan?

Oh Master of my listeners,

For whom my music shines.”

“To me, you only taught,
Both day and night,

All the songs, more divine,
For the pleasure of my fans.”

Thus, it was his humbleness,
That brought him greatness.
Besides the melody part

Of each song that came out.
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A Saint who loved music,

Who lived always for music,
Whose very breath was music
Gave an eternal life to his music.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#26 (Thyagaraja) A Surprise Visit

Late one night, an old man
Came with his old woman
And his servant to visit
Thyagaraja, the Saint.

Nothing was there to offer

To them at that late hour.

For that, he felt very sorry,
But they told him not to worry.

They unfolded a bundle,
With all the provisions full,
Which the servant cooked,
And they ate the tasty food.

Then they had a long chat
Not knowing how the night
In their talk, passed away
Until the early next day.

While leaving, the stranger said
“Your name will spread
Everywhere, worldwide, ”

Thus the Saint was blessed.

The three then went out

But outside his main gate
They were not suddenly seen.
“Where they’ve gone? ”

It gave him a surprise.

He then came to realize

Rama and Sita, from the Heaven,
Visited his house with Hanuman.

Overwhelmed with joy, he sang,
In Raga Mohana, a nice song,
In that touching moment,

After that great event.
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(He sang “"Bavanudha Naa Hirudhayamuna)

“Oh Lord, worshiped by Siva!
Also joins with Him Lord Brahma!
I pray, play in my heart,

Until it tires you out.”

“Oh Lord, You're the cause,

This life-ocean for me to cross!
Oh the dear Master of Hanuman!
I'm blessed with your vision.”

“Night long, you had a chat.
You came all the way for that,
For my sake from the Heaven,
And served my food even! ”

“Also I'll be popular, you said,
You need rest as you're tired,
Having come all the way here.
Save Thyagaraja, this is his prayer.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#27 (Thyagaraja) The Saint's Pilgrimage

Thyagaraja wasn't for wealth,
But maintained perfect health,
To keep his daily routine going
On composing songs and singing.

The Deity was life for him.
In fact, he wasted no time
In his services to the Lord,
Who, by his side, always stood.

It was after his wife’s death
He went on pilgrimage-path
To different holy places

Just to satisfy his followers.

Tirupathi was one such place,
He went with his disciples,

To see the Lord of seven hills,
God Venkateswara, His Grace.

Hidden, in front, by a screen,
The Lord couldn’t be seen.

As it wasn't the visiting hour
For anyone, who came there.

In praise of the Lord he sang
And the Lord heard his song.
The screen voluntarily moved
And the Saint saw the Lord.

The temple authorities realized
A great Soul there had arrived.
With full honors of the temple
They received him then well.

(He sang in Raga Madhyamavati

Venkatesa Ninnu Sevimpathu pathi
Vela kanulu Kavalanaiyya)
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“Oh Lord Venkateswara, the Savior
Of all the Sages, you stay here.
To see you on the top of these hills.
One needs ten thousand eyes.”

“Praised you're great world over,

To see you, out of love, I came here.
With your beautiful bright face,
Come and save me, Your Grace.”

“Your great name, like nectar juice
Fortunate I'm to chant in this place.

Oh Lord of Lakshmi, is there

Any match to your feet, as seen here? ”

“Oh Dear! You're great!
Devotees are so fortunate
To surrender at your feet

And have you in their hearts.”

Rajaram Ramachandran

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 273



#28 (Thyagaraja) Dead Man Came Alive

After his Tirupathi visit,
The Saint then moved out
To Puthur in his palanquin
Followed by all his men.

In the early hours of the day,
While he was on the way,

He saw a crowd of people
Standing near a temple.

Before a corpse that was lying,
A woman was bitterly crying.
What happened in the night,
One of them told the Saint.

“Seshaiyer, the dead man
Came here to this town,
With his wife, last night,
When there was no light.”

“For their stay in the night,
As no place was at sight,
They came to this temple
To sleep in the temple hall.”

“The door was bolted inside.
To open the door he jumped,
O’er the boundary wall
Not knowing there is a well.”
“From the top of the wall,
He jumped into the well,

In the darkness of the night;
Alas, he died on the spot.”

It was a tragic story to hear.
The Saint took pity on her.
He called his disciple to sing
In Raga Bhilahari, his song.
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(The disciple sang then:
Naajeevadhara Naanomu Balama)

“Oh Rama, my life supporter!
The fruit of all my prayers!

Oh among Kings, the first One! !
You're the light of my vision! ”

“Oh the smell of my nose!

The letters of my prayers!

For my worship, you're flowers!
Oh Lord, King of Kings! ”

The Saint then gently touched
The body of the man dead
Also Tulsi water he sprinkled
O’er the face of the dead.

As if waking up from sleep,
The dead man woke up.

The wife thanked the Saint
And fell down flat at his feet.

It was his spiritual power,
That worked at that hour,
One miraculous incident

In the life of the Saint.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#29 (Thyagaraja) Thieves Ran Away

The Siva Temple at Kovur,
Came next in his tour.
Five gems like songs,

He sang on His glories.

He went to Chennai then
With all his group of men.
Sundaram Mudaliar, a host,
Took him there as a guest.

While leaving for Tiruvaiyar

The host, Sundaram Mudaliar
Gave him thousand gold coins
But he touched not even one.

The host secretly kept

The coins in the back seat
Of the Saint’s palanquin,
Informing two trusted men.

They left the city at last.

It was getting late at night.
They went thru’ a forest
With burning torch lights.

When some thieves threw,
Like missiles, stones flew,
Thus injuring those men
Who were in the procession.

The Saint wasn’t worried
As nothing he carried

As valuables with him
Like this, he told them.

But the two men told
About the hidden gold.
He was not perturbed
As he disliked the gold.
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He told, "We don't need

These coins made of gold.
Better give them to the thieves
Who came for looting us.”

But the two men replied,
“The host gave us gold

To glorify Rama, the Lord

So, let us keep it, as he said.”

He said, “Let Rama save it,
If the Lord wants it.”

Then the procession moved,
About the gold, unconcerned.

Early in the morning,

The thieves came running,
Fell down at the Saint’s feet
With a word of regret.

They said, "Oh Master!

We saw two beautiful warriors,
Armed with bows and arrows,
Guarding your men and possessions.”
“One was in front of the palanquin,
Another behind the procession,
Throwing stones like rain

That caused us severe pain.”

“"We ran away out of fear.

To see them, we came here,
But they’re not to be seen
Now where have they gone? ”

The Saint told them with tears,
“The two men, who caused you fears,
Are none but Lakshman and Ram!

How fortunate you're to see them.”

He wondered, how the Lord
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Came running to safeguard
The interest of His devotees
When they were in distress.

Though thieves they were all
He advised them to spell
And chant the holy name

Of the Most Merciful Ram.

(He sang in Raga Saranga
Entha Bhagyamu MaaBalga Kalki Dhivi)

“What a fortune is this?
You ever remain for us,
As a Sole Protector!
Yes, it's no wonder! ”

“You came before me,
Smilingly talked to me,
Removed my worries,
And saved me thus.”

“You saved Sages, so many,
Who deserved your mercy,
Similarly I was saved by you

To my good fortune, it's true.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#30 (Thyagaraja) The Saint's Last Days

Once Saint Thyagaraja went,

To the Pudukottai King’s Court,
Packed with renowned musicians,
Taking part in @ music celebration.

The King held a novel test.
An oil lamp in their midst,
He kept with a condition,

Really not a practical one.

“None should use match stick,
But by your song, light the wick.”
As it was an impossible task,
None dared to take the risk.

But Saint Thyagaraja took a song
In Raga Jothisvarupini and sang.
No wonder, the lamp was on,
With its bright light-shine!

The entire court was astonished.
Like this, the Saint proved,
Any music, the one divine,
It could melt even a stone.

Every song of the Saint
Exposed his inner spirit,
That spoke of his faith
In the spiritual path.

It was this Holy Spirit in him

That, till his last, guided him.
Every day did mark a day

Of his progress in the spiritual way.

In thousands, songs he composed.
In thousands, he was followed.

In thousands, pages are required,
His lifetime achievements, to record.
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As a premonition of his death,
On December, twenty seventh,
Of eighteen forty six, in his dream,

To His abode, the Lord invited him.

(This he sang in Raga Sahana
Kribai nelakondha Ramunee
Kuri thappa kandi)

“On the high mountain, I saw Ram.

One by one, all rush to see Him,
Everyone holding in his hands,
A fan made of beautiful flowers.”

“My body shook out of joy.
Tears flowed from my eyes.
Rama told me, in ten days,
He shall save me eternally! ”

Next day, he announced this,
Openly before all his disciples.
They didn’t expect this dream,
That gave a rude shock to them.

As a last act, he renounced

All attachments in this world,
Under Nadabrahmananda’s name
Awaiting the final call from Ram.

Prayer meetings, at his request,
Went on, non-stop, day and night.
In Eighteen forty-seven, January,
It happened on the sixth day.

Before the assembled crowd,
A glowing light from his head,
Up above the sky departed,
To the abode of the Lord.

Every year, on this day,
Musicians gather and pray,
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Holding music festivals
At his last Samadhi place.

Musicians sang his songs.
They still sing his songs.
Also they’ll sing his songs,
Until this music world exits.

(Samadhi = Final resting place)

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#31 (Thyagaraja) Pancharatna Kirtanas (I)

FIVE GEMS SONGS (i)

(1) The first song in Raga Nata and Tala: Adi:
“Jagada Nanda Karaga
Jaya Janani Prana Nayaka.”

“Oh, the giver of all happiness
To the entire world always!
Oh, Mother Sita’s life partner!
Success will be yours forever.”

“Born in the famous Solar Race,
Oh You, the King of Kings,

The ocean of goodness, success,
You're worshiped by Devas”

“"Among Devas, the Stars,
Like the Moon you're.
You're the Universe.

Also you're faultless.”

“Like the Karapaga Tree you remain,
For all those heaven-born.

You're the One famous

For stealing curd-milk-pots.”

“With your nectar-flowing-words,
You've the most beautiful face.
You're the leader of all cows,

In your body full of happiness.”

“As Lakshmi’s Consort you shine.
Also young, you ever remain.
You're too good to all those,
Who love you as your devotees.”

“With the flowing nectar

From the lotus-like-Vedas,
Well up, you're brought,
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To grow up to this height.”

“You're like the wind

That blows out the clouds,
The perpetual enemies

Of the heavenly Devas.”

“Garuda, as your vehicle,
You own for your travel.
You stay in the hearts

Of all popular poets.”

“All the monkey leaders greet

And worship your lotus feet.

You've the body that shines

Like Indra’s blue gem which glows.”

“The Sun and the moon,
The two eyes of yours shine.
None can easily guess

All the fame of yours.”

“You're Brahma’s father, Vakeesan,
Among all, the Supreme one,
Resting on the Serpent, Adisesha,
Also worshiped by Lord Siva.”

“The touch of your merciful feet,
Cancelled the *Sage’s curse outright,
You're the protector of all sacrifices.
You've learnt the superior **mantras.”

(*Sage Gothama cursed Ahalya to go invisible.
The touch of Rama’s feet cancelled this curse.
**Rama learnt Bala and Adibala, the two mantras
To forget hunger and fatigue, while guarding Sage
Viswamitra’s fire sacrifice.”)

“Always kind hearted you're.
Also Sita’s consort you're.

Brahma, born from the lotus,
From you, he got the boons.”
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“Creation, protection, destruction,
You do all the three functions.

You fulfill demands, countless.

For your beauty, you're matchless.”

“Lord Indra worships you.
It was none other, but you
Who had brought down
The ego of Ocean King.”

“As the essence of Ramayan.

You're the most merciful one.

You're that shining moon,

That rose up from man’s mental-ocean.”

“You own *Pushpaka Viman,
Also the lotus feet you own

Are massaged well by Hanuman,
Who conquered Surasa Demon.”

(*The flower decked spaceship)

“As the conqueror of demons,
Also as the unconquered one,
Lord Brahma worships you
And finds solace in you.”

“You're a parrot, more colorful,
Inside the cage of "OM” syllable,
And have three roles to play

As Brahma, Vishnu and Siva.”

“You're the destroyer
Of Indrajit’s father,
Ravana, the demon,
The ferocious one.”

“As Lord Siva’s companion,

The most merciful one,

You're the protector of devotees
Who crave for your mercies.”
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“You're the one who gives,

To wise ones, all the happiness,
The one, who's most impartial,
And the Vedas’ essence as well.”

“The one whose hand carries
A bow meant to suppress
All the demons’ arrogance
And to save the innocence.”

“As the protector of all Devas
Also sacred Brahmins, the wise,
You're in the pages of history
Praised by the Sage Valmiki.”

“You're the one worshiped
By Thyagaraja as his Lord.
You're the ancient one,
As the emperor’s son.”

“On those, who surrender,

All your mercies, you shower.

Kara, Virada, Ravana, the demons,
You killed to save the virtuous ones.”

“You're the most faultless and sinless one.
In Sage Parasara’s heart, you ever remain.
You're the one worshiped

By Thyagaraja as his Lord.”

“You possess all the virtues.
You wear the best silky dresses.
Your arrow pierced Mara Trees.
Your feet resemble the lotus.”

“Your reputation is limitless.
You sit in the poets’ hearts.
Also you’re very close

To all the Sages and Devas.”

“The Consort of Lakshmi you're.
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As Narasimha, you're a destroyer
Of all the elephant-size-sins
And the Savior of your devotees.”

“You're the most merciful,
Worshipped by one and all
Also by this humble devotee

Thyagaraja, for your mercy.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#32 (Thyagaraja) Pancharatna Kirtana (Ii)

FIVE GEMS SONGS (II)

2. The second song In Raga Gowla and Tala Adi,
“Dudukukala Nanne Dhora
Kodukup Brochura Endho”

“Which prince will save me,
When deeply involved I'm,

In all bad habits,

While yielding myself in lusts? ”

“Oh moon, you wake up the lily,
As a flower, to blossom fully,
The loveliest one on its part,
Just like Lakshmidevi’s heart”

“You're beyond the reach

Of our intellect or speech,
The fact, you're everywhere,
I was not at all aware.”

“As a boy of young age,
I, myself, didn't engage
To drink the nectar juice
Of the Bhajan activities.”

“In me grew up desires
To covet other’s riches,
And to eke out my livelihood,
Here and there, I wandered.”

"I talked to them nicely.

I spent the time happily.

This alone is life, I thought,

In this evil net, I was caught.”

“To cover up the dancers,

Lovers, girls and others
I attracted them nicely
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With my speech lovely.”

“Ignorant of musical notes,

Raga, Tala or the pitches.

With a stone-like-heart, I took it,
Among devotees, I was the best.”

“Oh Lord of Lords! I thought
House, wife, children, servants
Plenty of wealth is one’s life

And spent my days on that belief.”

“To get them all, in my attempt,

I forgot to worship your lotus feet.
Not meditating on your lovely face,

I was drowned in material pleasures.”

“Not knowing the importance
Of the human life’s existence,
Lust, jealousy, miserliness,

Over powered my manliness.”

“Though I was born

In the family of Brahmin,

So low were my actions
Against the religious tenets.”

“Some days, I wandered for girls,
And sometime to get riches,
If so, which prince will help me

In saving sinners like me? ”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#33 (Thyagaraja) Pancharatna Kirtans (Iii)

FIVE GEMS OF SONGS (iii)

3. The third song in Raga Arabhi, Tala Adi:
“Sadhinchene Oh Manasa, ”

“Morals many he did preach,
The spiritual path to reach,
But he himself broke them
For his own needs sometime.”

“His words, many times, did vary.
It was he, who caused worry

To Devaki and Vasudeva both,

As an act of play on this earth.”

“On the stage, a hero he is.
He created this holy Ganges.
It's he, who has brought
Classical music to this height.”

“The wishes of Gopi-women,

Never had he fulfilled, not even one,
But he taunted every one of them,
Just for joke several times.”

“He enchanted women always,
So, they’ll worship him this way.
But his love for the devotees

Is beyond any measures.”

“Yasoda took him for his son,
And gave him a kiss then,

But he gave a cunning smile,
Knowing her innocence well.”

“He’s an ocean of goodness.
From his birth, he's flawless.
From the bottom of my heart,
On his roles only, I meditate.”
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“In Kali Yuga, he came here,
For us to live with no fear.

Always from my lotus heart,
Like this, I pray and chant: ”

“Hare Ramachandra!

Lord of the Solar Race!

A speaker of sweet words!

Resting on Snake-Adishesa-bed! ”

“A brother of all women!

A Lord, having no birth!

As vehicle, Garuda he owns!
Worshipped by Emperors, he’s! ”

“A pure-clean body he has!

Also a pair of lotus-like eyes! ”
Despite all kind of my prayers
To save me, why he hesitates?

“Oh Venkatesa! The One Luminous!
Sitting in all the noble hearts!

The Supreme among all,

Wearing silk dresses well! ”

“A golden crown he wears.

Also two sparkling ear-rings,

He’s Hari whom I'm praising,

But he goes away without caring.”

“He told me, he’'s like this
With his close devotees,

But he accepted all my offers.
‘Don’t be angry, ' he says.”

“Don’'t mix with atheists.
And bear with all pains.
All these words he only says,

As giver of all kind of happiness.”

“Ever, in praise of him, Thyagaraja sings,
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Yet, to come near me, why he hesitates?
Yes, whatever way he thinks,
In that manner only he decides.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#34 (Thyagaraja) Pancharatna Kirtana (Iv)

FIVE GEMS OF SONGS (iv)

4. The fourth song in Raga Varali, Tala Adi:
“Kana Kana Ruchira Kanaka Vasana Ninnu”

“Daily in my heart, my devotion goes up,
With that, my taste to see you goes up.
The beauty in your milky face

Also goes beyond its excellence.”

“Sita, with her beautiful face,
In her own style, at a glance,
When she’s looking at you,

My taste goes up to see you.”

“Like the early sun’s light
Your dress shines bright!
The chains in your neck

Decorate your vey look! ”

“Your lotus-like eyes,

Beautify your cheeks!

A golden crown adorns you!
My taste goes up to see you! ”

“Suruchi, your step-mother,
With all harsh words of her,
Taunted you every time,

But you never minded them.”

“For this, you went to forest,

On Lord Hari, to meditate.

Did you not, as Dhuruva, do this,
To receive His blessings? ”

“Your beautiful forehead marks
The colorful Kasturi Tilak!

Did you not take the bird,

Jadayu, to your heavenly abode? ”
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“When your devotee Hanuman,
The Wind God’s dear son,

Told Sita about your fame,

At once, charmed she became.”

“Happiness is your place.
Did you not chase

The unpleasant clouds,
As fast blowing winds? ”

“With great realized souls
You did show your plays!
The Karpaka Tree you're
With those dear and near.”

“As a sign of majesty
You show your dignity.
Your joy is so natural.
Garuda is your vehicle.”

“The disk is your weapon!
Mercy is your incarnation!
Kindness is your ocean!
Fear is for your destruction!

“Hanuman, who loves you,
Who has his respect for you,
And who's at your lotus feet,
Is here as my witness first”

“Then Lord Shiva comes

Who has a taste for your name.
Besides them, here comes

The other heavenly names.”

“They're Sage Narada,
Sage Ssuga, Sage Parasara,
Sage Janaka, Lord Indra,

Goddess Parvathi and Sita.”

“You're in the ocean of joy,
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But the surrendered souls cry
And crave for your mercy,
To get, is it not so easy? ”

“Thyagaraja, with all his love,
Is worshipping you here now.
Your face is teasing the moon!
To give him your boon, come soon

|II

Rajaram Ramachandran
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#35 (Thyagaraja) Pancharatna Kirtans (V)

FIVE GEMS OF SONGS (V)

(This song is in Chapter 23,

and these five (gems) songs are
sung in chorus by the musicians
on the aniversary day in January
every year all over the world.)

5. The fifth song in Raga Sri, Tala Adi:
Endharo Mahanubhavu
Andhariki Vandhanamu)

“My obeisance to all those
Who're really great persons,
For the sake of the Lord
Who, in their hearts, seated.”

“Oh the most beautiful one,
The Cupid, you've beaten!
They're here so known,

As the best virtuous men.
My obeisance to them! ”

“Controlling their fickle minds,
Those rocking like monkeys,
They worship the Lord

As their merciful God.

My Obeisance to them! ”

“At your graceful feet
Readily they all submit
Their lotus like hearts,
To pay their respects,
My obeisance to them! ”

“They know, you are
A Savior of the poor,
And sing in praise
Of all your glories.
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My obeisance to them! ”

“They know pretty well
Of Raga, beats, scale,
When they all sing
Each and every song.
My obeisance to them!

“"With beads mala in their necks,
And their nectar-like looks

The world appears too kind

And wise, it's what they find,

My obeisance to them! ”

“In the ocean of happiness
They’re also so famous

As they see with their eyes
The Majestic God always.
My obeisance to them!

“There're great many Sages

Like Moon, Sun, Sanaga
Sanandas, Dhikbalas, Prahalada,
Great many celestial men, Devas,
My obeisance to them! ”

“Also there’re Lords

Like Narada, Tumburu,
Brahma, Siva, Suga,
And realized Brahmins.
My obeisance to them! ”

“They worship your name
Valor, courage, fame
Kindness, truthfulness,
And repeat their prayers.
My obeisance to them! ”

“They know the secrets of Ramayana,
Bhagawadam and Bhagwad Gita,
Besides knowing the six religions
And respecting thirty crores of Devas.
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My obeisance to them! ”

“Knowing the songs, their raga-beats,
They’ve a long life in happiness

And worship Rama all the time.

Thyagaraja’s submission to them.”

This is not the end, as Saint Thyagaraja
still lives in the hearts of all music lovers.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(100) (Meera) The Story In Brief

MEERA (1498-1547)

The life story of Meera was shown in black and white Tamil film somewhere in
the year 1976 or so. The famous actress lakshmi acted as princess Meera and
the actor Nagaiah as King Kumbha Rana of Chittor. Even today the songs of
lakshmi in Tamil are very popular. This story attracted me from my young days
for the reason that Meera’s character was unique in that one can notice her
sincere devotion to the Lord Krishna from her childhood days. Though a princess
she was, she faced several hardships through out her life, yet her faith in Krishna
was unquestionable. More than that, her captivating melodious songs in Vraja-
bhasha, a dialect of Hindi spoken in and around Vrindavan, also sometimes
mixed with Rajasthani, are still popular like folk songs even after 500 years.

THE STORY IN BRIEF

Meera was one of the most famous devotees of Lord Krishna. She was born in
1498 AD in Kudki, a small village near Merta, Rajasthan, which is presently in
Pali District. (Some say she was born in 1504 AD at Chaukari Village in Merta
District of Rajasthan) . She was the only daughter of a Rajput king, Rathan Singh
in Merta, a fortress town, founded by her grandfather Rao Dudha, about 40-50
miles north east of Ajmer.

When she was young her father died and she was brought up under the care of
her mother, Chandramugi and her grandfather Rao Dudha. (Some say that both
father and mother died when she was young and she was brought up by her
grandfather.)

Rupa Goswami, a devotee of Krishna from Vrindavan gave an idol of Krishna to
Meera, when she was just 3 years old. She was always playing with Krishna.
One day, she happened to see a marriage procession in the street and asked her
mother what was going in the street.

Her mother explained that it was a wedding procession of a girl marrying a boy.
Meera then asked who her husband was to marry. Her mother jokingly said she
would marry Krishna. From that moment, Meera took Lord Krishna as her
husband and this thought continued till her last days.

Under a compulsion she was forced to marry the King, Kumbha Rana of Mewar,

but she was not interested in her marital life. She was always singing and
dancing before her idol Krishna. Kumha Rana’s mother and sister were not
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interested in Lord Krishna, as they have been worshipping Lord Shiva and
Goddess Durga.

However, Rana turned a devotee of Lord Krishna to please Meera and he was
also singing along with her before Krishna on some occasions. At the request of
Meera, he built a temple for Krishna inside the palace compound, where Meera
was staying all the time, singing and dancing. Many Sadhus and common people
entered this temple to listen to the music of Meera. They also started singing
and dancing. This created a displeasure among the family of Rana and whenever
opportunity came they were complaining against this to Rana, which he was
ignoring in the interest of Meera.

The brother and sister of Rana gave a cup of milk mixed with poison to Meera,
when she was alone the temple singing and dancing, as they felt that the honour
of the royal family was lost on account of her acting against the Rajput traditions
Meera took this poisoned milk, but nothing happened to her. But the Krishna
Deity of Dwaraka Temple became blue due to the poisonous effect and the
temple doors got closed and jammed automatically. It was a strange
phenomenon that was seen by the devotees assembled in the temple.

Her music spread far and wide. The Moghul ruler, Allaudin (some says it was
Akbar) heard about her musical talent and sent a pearl necklace as a gift to her
through his spies in Sadhu dress. The guards of Mewar noticed this and reported
to Rana, saying these spies of Allaudin were collecting information about the
defence position at Mewar in the guise of Sadhus. Rana got angry and gave
orders to the guards to break the temple, in order to avoid such incidents later
on.

Meera and the devotees assembled refused to leave the temple, when the guards
brought elephants to break the walls and pull down the temple. Out of
frustration, Rana gave orders to Meera to jump into the river and die to save the
honour of Mewar. She jumped into the river, but did not die there, as Krishna
saved her from this punishment also. She was then exiled from Mewar and she
willingly took this as a freedom won from Rana, that helped her to intensify her
devotion to Krishna without any hindrance.

She went to Vrindavan, the birth place of Krishna and did her daily prayers in
that spiritual atmosphere, where Sadhus joined her in the worship. She sang
several songs in the name of Krishna while dancing simultaneously along with

the Sadhus.

One day, she went to Rupa Goswami to meet him. His disciples prevented her
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from entering his cottage, saying that he had a vow not to see any woman.
Meera sent a message through them that in Vrindavan all were women gopies
and Krishna alone was a male there. Rupa Goswami came out and recognized
Meera to whom he gave the idol of Krishna, when she was young. He apologised
for his refusal to see any woman and accepted her plea as correct.

Rana became mad after Meera left Mewar. Some of his ministers and
commanders resigned for his improper action to kill an innocent woman. People
criticized Rana that he was heartless in driving out Meera from his country. Rana
went to Vrindavan in a Sadhu’s dress to bring her back, but she refused to return
saying that she was no longer his wife, once she was forced by him to die in the
river. She told him that she was reborn once again from her death and was then
living as the Lord Krishna’s wife. Rana returned to Mewar disappointed.

She travelled on foot and visited many temples, singing and dancing followed by
devotees in large numbers wherever she went. Thus her popularity went up sky
high and from the lips of everyone her songs came out in the country.

On the Janmastami day, the birthday of Lord Krishna, a huge congregation was
there in the temple hall. Meera was tired and cried before Lord Krishna. She
caught hold of his feet and fell down flat. She told Krishna that she was tired of
His tests all through her life and begged Him to take her to His fold. Suddenly, a
spark shot up from her body and merged with Lord Krishna. She was found no
more thereafter.

She may be no more physically now, but her songs live eternally revealing her
true devotion and her struggle to attain the status of Krishna’s a star is born one

in million.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(101) (Meera) A Star Is Born

It was the approach of dawn,

Rupa Goswami of Vrindavan,

Had his usual bath in the chill water
Of the holy Jamuna River.

On the twilight sky, a star,
Not so near, nor too far,

Flew fast in the direction

Of the North-western horizon.

He knew it was a sign

For a star was just born,
The earthly life to share,
In this land, somewhere.

He stood in reverence,

And paid his obeisance
Towards the same direction
For this heavenly mission.

At that time, in Rajasthan,
In the royal Merta Town,

A female baby was born

To Chandramugi, the queen.

Rajputs respected all women,
But mostly preferred men,
As a tribe of warriors,

To fight in the wars.

Her father, Rathan Singh,
The Merta’s ruling King,
Was of different kind,
Having a spiritual mind.

His joy knew no bound,
On seeing this only child,
That was born to them
After a very long time.
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Twelve days had passed.
A Pundit was then called
To give her a fair name
That would bring her fame.

For a proper calculation
Her birth star was taken,
And the name was given
As Meera, the limitless one.

Meera, it meant, the boundary,
Or the ocean, alternatively,
Her limitless love for God

And devotion to the Lord.

The child attracted everyone
And their praises she won,
For her face was so fine,

Like the bright moonshine.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(102) (Meera) The Rajputs

It was five hundred years back,
Rajputs faced frequent attacks
From the invading Moghuls
Who came thro’ the Kyber pass.

As Rajputs were born warriors,
They gave first stiff resistance,
But were defeated in wars,
And had to shed their lives.

A few of them moved inside
The hilly-forest-desert-side
Of the North-western-zone,
That being a rough terrain.

Each one built up his fortress,
Amidst the deserts and forests,
And declared himself as a ruler
Of that place as its conqueror.

Merta was one among them,
A famous town of that time,
Ruled by Rathan Singh,

A God-fearing popular king.

After years of waiting in vain,
At last, child Meera was born
With her divine charming face,
By the Lord Krishna’s grace.

To find out her future,

They called an astrologer,

Who predicted, “She’ll be popular
All around the world forever.”

“But more hardship she’ll face.
However, by God’s grace,

In this world, her name

Will reach the height of fame.”
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“Though married to a Rajput,
She’ll face troubles, a lot,
Yet, she’ll mind them not,
But take them in good spirit.”

In the midst of their happiness,
Lightly they had taken this,

For they believed the Lord,
Who gave them this child.

The child Meera grew up well,
In the assembly of holy people,
Who frequented the palace
And sanctified the place.

They sang in praise of the Lord
And in their chorus, she joined.
Her soul-stirring songs attracted
Many common folks, all around.

Rupa Goswami of Vrindavan,

Popular among the holy men,
Visited the palace on his way,
And was invited there to stay.

He brought his Krishna deity
Who was looking so pretty
That she fell for the Lord,
As a three year old child.

At night, when all had slept,
After a close watch she kept,
She brought the deity

Into her room stealthily.

She laid the Lord

Softly in her bed,

Held His legs tight,

And slept under His feet,

In the morning, when they found
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They were all spellbound,
While Meera, with her Lord,
Was still sleeping in the bed.

Her father felt so sorry,

But the smiling Rupa Goswami
Said, “The Lord had joined
The place where He should.”

This was the first meet,
Under the Lord’s feet,
For Meera to touch Him

And tightly hold Him

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(103) (Meera) The Merta Town

Child Meera’s grandfather,
And Rathan Singh’s father,
Rao Dudha, was the first one,
Who founded Merta Town.

Small though it was,

It remained free always.
Other rulers honoured it,
And never went near it.

Dhudha'’s first three sons,
Were trained as warriors,
And stayed in war fronts
For defending the borders.

Maldev was the first son,
Roymal the second one,

Veer Singh the third one,

And Rathan Singh the last one.

Rathan Singh was soft
By nature and was left
In the palace to rule
And care the people.

Besides his love for Meera,
His devotion to Lord Krishna,
Kept his mind very peaceful,
And he remained ever cool.

He dug Dudha Saras, a lake
For all the people’s sake.
With its water daily bathed
The Deity Krishna, his Lord.

Meera, most of her time,
In prayers spent with him.
In the temple she stayed,
Always danced and prayed.
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It so happened one day,
There marched on the way,

A pomp marriage procession,
With dancing men and women.

Meera asked, “"Ma, what'’s that?
She was curious to know it.

Her Mother replied, “It’s nothing
But a procession for wedding.”

“Ma, what's a wedding? ”
“A girl and a boy marrying.”
“Ma, Whom I'll marry? ”
“Krishna, you'll marry.”

Just for fun her mother said

That she would marry the Lord.
But Meera took this seriously
And was after Krishna religiously.

There was a change in her outlook.

Krishna as her husband she took.
She danced before Krishna.
And sang always for Krishna.

Her songs became very popular.
All the devotees followed her.
They also sang with her.

Merrily they danced with her.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(104) (Meera) The Early Life Of Meera

Rajputs took ‘Sati’ as a sacred one
For any live widowed woman

To burn herself in the fire

With her husband in the pyre

Meera was young still.

Lo, it was God's will

That brought the end

Of Rathan Singh who died.

Her mother, Chandramugi
Went to join him in sati.

But Rao Dudha prevented it
For Meera’s sake, out right.

As Dudha, her grandfather,
Was too old to take care,
It fell on her mother

To care more for her,

A big crowd stood once
Outside the palace entrance
To receive red saris for women
And coarse dhotis for men.

A woman took a sari,
And asked for a dhoti.
As her husband was sick
He couldn’t come to take.

Next to her came Meera,
Asking for a sari from Dudha.
He refused to give her one,
As it was for a poor woman..

When Meera was stubborn,
Laughingly he gave her one.
Again for a dhoti she asked,
The one for her dear husband.
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Dudha, who was surprised,
Asked, “Who's your husband? ”
Promptly she then replied.
“Krishna is my husband.”

Chandramugi explained him,
How Meera had this dream,
How, one day, as a child
Lord Krishna she married.

On the girl’s passion

And her spiritual vision,
Happy they were first,

But became worried at last.

“How can a silent idol
Marry this mad girl?
Is it really possible?
What's God’s will? ”

So said her mother
To her grandfather,
Who could understand
Her passion as a child.

He said, "When she grows old,
Reality she’ll understand.
Now, she’s only a child

To know about this world.”

But for the girl Meera,
She felt herself Radha,
Krishna’s beloved Consort
In the Dwaraka Resort.

Her every song revealed
Her deep thoughts inside,
As a wife of Krishna,

As Krishna’s Meera.
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(105) (Meera) The Marriage Talk

Meera reached the proper age,
That proposed her marriage.
Her mother was worried,

It was time, she be married.

But Meera was unconcerned,
Since she herself had married
Krishna, her dream husband.
So, she wasn’t at all worried.

They sent messengers

To other Rajput kings

With their royal message,
Proposing Meera’s marriage.

None came forward

To take her hand,

But the King of Mewar
Was willing to marry her.

Kumbha Rana was his name.
To marry her, he came.
Meera was quite upset,

And first didn't accept.

“I can’t break our tradition
By accepting another one,
Already when I'm married
To Krishna, my husband.”

Her mother cried and said,
“My life I would have laid
With your father in the pyre,
You know, why I'm here.”

“Because of you I'm alive.
If today your father is alive,
He would’ve had it done

To our utmost satisfaction.”
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“"What's not possible now,
After it you run how?

Of what’s possible,

Why can’t you now avail? ”

"Our Rajput tradition says

A grown up girl, who marries
Should serve her husband,
And die with her husband.”

Meera gave deaf ears.

She cried and shed tears.

They came to the conclusion
That Meera had gone sick then.

Doctors came to check

But they went back

Without giving any treatment,
Not knowing her ailment.

Meera’s eyes became red
As she cried and cried.
Her mother was upset
O’er her pitiable sight.

Till the last moment
Poor Meera did expect
Krishna would save her
But He disappointed her.

Here and there people walked.
About the marriage they talked.
Kumbha Rana arrived in the scene.
It was her marriage day one.

As a bride, Meera was decorated.
In Rajput style, she was dressed.
But Meera was in tears.

Her face showed fears.

Her mother said, “"Meera, listen
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It's our prestige, not a fun,
Our two kingdoms, it’ll strengthen.
Rajput clan will glow and shine.”

“A mother is the first Goddess.
Next only your Krishna comes.
I'm your mother saying this.
Be bold, happy and wise.”

Meera replied, “Yes, mother
Now I obey your order

As your way is Krishna’s way.
Your word is His word this day.”

She spoke no more words.
She stepped on the dais
To hold the second hand

And accept her new husband.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(106) (Meera) The Queen Of Rana

The grand marriage was over
But the ordeal wasn’t over,

As a painful experience it was
To leave and snap all the ties.

First her mother cried.
With tears, she said,

“Oh my girl, I gave you
Sorrows, not one or two.”

“I can give you no more advice.
In your mother- in-law’s place
They worship Goddess Durga,
And may not accept your Krishna.”
“Oh, mother, let Krishna decide.
By His spoken words, I shall abide.
From here, I'm taking gems,

Gold, horses and elephants.”

“How can I leave my Krishna?
Won't He crave for His Meera? ”
She told this and cried aloud.
To leave Him alone, she felt bad.

Her mother saw and took pity.
She packed the idol nicely,
And gave the box to her,

To be kept secretly with her.

“Rest lies in the hands of God”
Like this, her mother told,

And gave Meera a farewell,
With tears that flooded and fell.

Back Meera’s mind rolled,

As the chariot ran forward,
And the reason for her silence,
Rana hardly could guess.
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He thought “She’s in fear
As she isn't very clear
About his real nature

Or about her future.”

He told, “I can now guess
Your worries or shyness,
Have no fears about me.
Freely you can speak to me.”

“Many wives I've lost.

You're the one last.

You and me, why God chose?
What's the cause, who knows? ”

“Younger by twenty years
You're here by God’s grace.”
Like this, he went on
Pacifying her now and then.

They finally reached Mewar
And visited the Temple Chittoor
Seeking prosperity and peace,
Before entering the palace.

On the way to the temple,
She saw streams and hills,
Trees with honeycombs,
And tall bamboo trees.

About Ekalingeswarar Temple,
Rana explained every detail
That Shiva protected Mewar
From enemies in any war.

While Rana was explaining
Meera was anxiously watching
The box behind the chariot

Where Krishna was kept.

For her Krishna, she then felt.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 315



Like in a prison, He was kept
How can she tolerate this?
Her eyes filled with tears.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(107) (Meera) Meera Faints In Shiva Temple

In the temple of Lord Shiva,

A cow came before Meera.

It reminded her about Krishna,
And His consort, Radha.

Her suppressed feelings came out.
She was helpless to speak it out,
As Rana was too kind to her
Expecting more love from her

She fainted and fell down.

It was taken as an ill omen,
Rana’s mother curtly remarked,
And back home, they all started.

“How my selfish son
Married a sickly woman? ”
In the temple she remarked
When Meera had swooned.

Meera got up and saw
Her hot mother-in-law,
Who was jealous of her
Since Rana married her.

In the absence of a queen,
She acted as a mother queen.
Since Meera became a queen
She felt her powers withdrawn.

In Meera’s every deed

Or o’er her every word
She found out a mistake
That gave the girl a prick.

They visited then graveyard
Where “Sati” was performed,
As a mark of respect to those
Who sacrificed their lives.
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Allaudin’s love story
And Rani Padmini’s glory
Rana briefed slowly
Which she heard keenly.

When Bheem Singh died in war,
Padmini immolated herself in fire.
Allaudin, who came to abduct her,
Went back home without her.

Seven thousand women,
Immolated one by one,
When Allaudin came

To abduct all of them.

Allaudin was surprised
And he then worshiped
In reverence their ashes
Paying his due respects.

Rana’s throat chocked
When he mentioned
This part of the story
From the past history.

Rajput women believed,
Once they were married,
They followed their own men
Generation after generation.

Meera, a Rajput woman,

Had this only confusion,
Tradition stood in her way to join
Krishna after her death even?

She swooned once again

On this unsolved confusion,
That gave one more chance
For Rana’s mother to criticise.
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(108) (Meera) A Temple For Krishna

They visited Durga Temple.
And worshiped the Idol.
Meera offered her prayers
To fulfil her wishful desires.

Rana was happy to hear
Her every simple prayer,
But, as usual, his mother,
Criticised Meera’s prayer.

She didn’t like Meera
Singing about Krishna,
As they worshiped always
Durga and Shiva Deities.

They reached the palace,
And there Meera chose
For Krishna an ideal place,
Though small, it was nice.

Rana took more interest
And he did his best

To cheer her up thereby
Earn her love slowly.

He joined in her prayers
And also sang with her

On the glories of Krishna,
Which really pleased Meera.

At Meera’s request, he built

A temple on a chosen spot
For Krishna she had brought.
On a good day, he installed it.

From this day, trials started.
Little her Rana suspected
That Krishna chose her

As His own bride earlier.
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Her songs, so melodious,
Her childish speech, so nice,
Her bright face, so innocent,
All kept him very patient.

The more good, he did for her,

In turn, it affected his mother
And his jealous widow-sister
Who, as usual, began to murmur.

It displeased them, he knew,
But for the sake of a few,

He thought it not proper

To simply offend her.

Meera, on the other hand,
Realized that he was so kind,
That she too was soft with him
And tried to adjust with him.

Name sake couple they were,
Not in any marital pleasures.
How far this would go like this?

Future alone would decide this.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(109) (Meera) Family Life Or Devotee Life

Meera was in the temple,
Along with common people,
Who also sang with her
Closely following her.

Her every divine song,
All the rural folks sang.
Thus these songs became
Popular in course of time.

Rana failed to bring her

To the family life forever.
His mother felt it a disgrace
To the entire Rajputs race.

His disgruntled widow-sister
And hard hearted mother,
Plotted against Meera then
To kill her with cobra poison.

A cup of milk with poison,
They gave her one fine morn,
In the temple, when she was
Alone offering her prayers.

It was poison, she knew well,
But she drank the cup full.
And continued her prayers.
What a surprise it was!

It didn’t act on Meera.
But the face of Krishna
At Dwaraka turned blue
Suddenly with no clue.

As an unexpected miracle,
The doors of the temple,
Both got themselves shut
And stuck up too tight.
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As if nothing had happened,
Before Krishna she remained.
Her in-laws were desperate,
As even poison didn’t act.

Devotees from all corners
Rushed there to see her,
And the crowd was so thick
It threw also some risk.

Spies dressed like sadhus
Studied the strategic points
Thus weakening the position
On the defensive front-line.

One day two sadhus came
And gave Meera that time
A pearl chain as a gift
Which she did accept.

To Krishna she offered it,
The one that was a gift,

To the war-captive Allaudin,
When he was given a pardon.

Rana released him gracefully,
On an agreement mutually,
Offering him this chain,

Just a gift, as a token.

When the same chain

To Rana was shown,

He got terribly wild,
That he was being spied.

Immediately he ordered
The temple be destroyed
Which brought this crisis

To the very palace doors.

Devotees, not even a single,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 323



Came out of the temple.
Even the elephants sent
To break, back they all went.

No damage could be done
To the temple or anyone.

For this incapable blame,

Too wild Rana became.

He sent cobras to bite her.
They did no damage to her.
As disgrace only she brought.
She was a witch, he thought.

Meera blamed only Krishna,
For changing the mind of Rana,
Who was so nice to her earlier

But now bitterly hated her.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(110) (Meera) Meera Leaves For Vrindavan

Rana recollected the past,
And a few events last,
When he always yielded
To Meera’s every demand.

“She’s this state queen
Why she had no concern
For my legitimate needs
As I'm the principal head.'

“On Vijayadasami day last,
For a festival of the state,
Though I specially invited
She had failed to attend.”

“She has kept the doors
Open now for our enemies
By inviting all sadhus

Even false spying sadhus.”

“How can a state queen
Night and day remain,
Mixing with common people
In the Krishna Temple.”

“I tried to kill her

To save our honour,
She survives always
And she never dies.”

Like this, his mind revolved
O’er odd thoughts around.

Finally he sent word to her
To sink and die in the river.

To appease Goddess Durga,

He wished to sacrifice Meera,
Before fighting with Allaludin,
Who came with a war preparation.
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Meera jumped into the river.
But nothing happened to her.
Krishna told her, she was free
To go and live elsewhere.

She realized her mission,
And left for Vrindavan,
Krishna’s abode of peace
And the lovable place.

She mixed with devotees
In all the assembilies,
They loved her songs.
With her they also sang.

There she went to meet
Rupa Goswami and greet,
But he didn’t come out
From his Ashram hut.

He then sent word to her
That he couldn’t see her
As she was a woman

Not eligible to be seen.

She replied, “This is a place
For all the women gopies,
Excepting Krishna, a male
All others are only female.”

Goswami heard her plea.
He came running to see
And begged her pardon
For his shameful action.

For a pretty long time
She stayed with them
At the Holy Vrindavan
To fulfill her mission.
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(111) (Meera) Rana Regretted

It was a hell for Rana.
He thought of Meera,
Throughout the night,
And didn’t take it light.

His imagination ran riot.
It became very difficult
For him now to accept
What he did was correct.

“Why I gave an order
For her to sink in the river,
By now, is she dead?
What harm she did? ”

“My eyes became blind.

Though you’ve been kind,
I failed to understand you
And miserably killed you.”

“It's you who taught me

How to do Krishna Bhakti,

But I've been misled now

And lost my temper somehow.”

“Where can I see you again.
From me you had only pain,
But you gave me, in return,
Your love and affection.”

Like this, Rana spelt
His hidden feelings out
But it was too late

For him to regret.

Next day, her close maids
Here and there searched,
But she was not found
Anywhere in and around.
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The news, like forest fire,
Spread far and near.
People cursed Rana

For ill treating Meera.

Some of his ministers
And top commanders
Resigned and went

For this cruel treatment.

Thro’ messengers he heard,
She was still not dead.

But moved to Vrindavan

To fullfil her mission.

He sent a regret letter,
Thro’ a Brahmin bearer,
Requesting her to return
From the Holy Vrindavan.

He was sleepless, he wrote,
From the time she left.

And all the people there
Were soon expecting her.

Though days passed, she sent
No reply, but remained silent.
For days, the people cried out.

Mewar looked deserted almost.

Rajaram Ramachandran

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 329



(112) (Meera) The Last Days Of Meera

For several days Rana waited,
But no reply was received.
So, he went to Vrindavan,
Dressed like a common man.

He met her with Sadhus,
Singing songs and bhajans
Happily dancing with them
Feeling not any shy or shame.

After she finished her prayer
He slowly approached her.

He told, people cried for her
And he came there to take her.

She refused to go with him.
Boldly she told this time,
“Once you told me to die
Should I return back, why? ”

“This is my second life
Now I'm Krishna’s wife,
He has also accepted me.
To move, I'm now free.”

It was a rude shock to him,
But she earned her freedom.
She then travelled by foot
To every religious spot.

To Dwaraka temple she went.
The doors remained still shut.
When she appealed to the Lord,
Both the doors then opened.

It was Krishna’s birthday
The grand Janmashtami day
This was a special event,
And to the temple, all went.
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In fact, Meera was so tired,
Having travelled all around,
Every nook and corner,
There was no rest for her.

She ran to Krishna and said,
“Oh Lord, I am now tired.

No more I can bear your test.
At your Lotus feet, let me rest.

So saying, she caught
Hold of His legs tight,
Fell on the ground flat,
And was no more at last.

As Krishna kept smiling,
A spark was merging

From her material body
Unto His spiritual body.

The world lost star one.
For Heaven, it was a gain.
The people stopped crying,
And they started praying.

In every corner, her songs remain.
In every heart, her soul does shine.
Yes, it's true, a star is born,

Like Meera, one in million.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(adi Sankara) 01 The Ancient Religion

The great Adi Sankara was born at Kalady, Kerala, India in the year 686 AD and
died in 718 AD. (Some say, he was born in 509 BC and died in 477 BC.)

At the time of Adi Shankara's life, Hinduism began to decline because of the
influence of Buddhism and Jainism. Hinduism had become divided into
innumerable quarrelsome sects. During his short span of 32 years of life, he
extensively travelled on foot to various parts of India to restore the study of
Vedas. He held discourses and debates with the leading scholars of all these
sects and schools of philosophy to controvert their doctrines. In all his works, he
stressed the importance of the Vedas, and his efforts helped Hinduism regain its
strength and popularity.

Here goes his life story:
01 The Ancient Religion.

From the time immemorial,
If a religion survived well,
It's the Hindu religion,
That has no date of origin.

Its most universal dharma,
Took its deep root in India,
Alongside the River Sindhu,
Eventually that became Hindu.

In the holy spiritual mode,

It laid down its own code,
With truths well known,

Like the moon, sun or ocean.

Truths in the form of Vedas
And contents of Upanishads
Speak of one God, the Supreme,
Who's beyond our mental frame.

He's the Unlimited One,

Who cannot be seen.
He has no name,
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Or a single form.

He's the only One,
And second to none,
The One Supernatural
And the Most Powerful.

He cannot be shown,
As an object proven,
Like “this is this

Or, that one it's.”

His endless grace to get,
One has to pray for it,
O’er a signh, or a name,

To keep in mind, His form.

This may just be a sign
Behind the whole divine,

But it keeps the mind at rest
.For a few hours at best.

This idol will disappear
Once the thoughts appear,
“God is in one’s heart,
Elsewhere search Him not.”

It's this hidden truth,
That’s guiding the path,
The most spiritual one,

Found in this religion.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(adi Sankara) 02 Setback To The Hindu Religion

There was a setback
Thousand two years back
To the Hindu Religion,
With its order broken.

Many other religions came,

Like Buddhism and Jainism,
Just opposing the Hinduism,
Thus began its testing time.

Some Hindus, like Kabalikas,
Even did human sacrifices.

It was a period of total chaos,
With odd religious practices.

In that situation, there came

A messenger, Sankara by name,
To set right the growing disorder
And reestablish the religious order.

As a religious teacher,
And powerful preacher,
He restored the order,
Afresh in every corner.

Whoever looked at him,

They found peace in him.

A center of attraction he was,
Amidst the religious mass.

His teachings did contain

All the essential qualities,

To establish world’s peace,
Was of the Scholars’ opinion.

His divine musical songs,
And meaningful poems,

Were found very simple,
To be sung by all people.
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In every contest religious,
He secured a grand success,
That made him all famous.
It built up massive followers.

With a staff in his hand,

As a sanyasi in command,

He visited many sacred places,
And converted the masses.

Several treaties he wrote.

The best one was, to quote,
‘Advaita, ’ philosophy, the truth,
That deepened the Hindu’s faith.

“Advaita’ means, the oneness
Of the Brahman in the Universe
With the human spirit soul,
That is one’s ultimate goal.

His short span of life was

Not more than thirty two years,
But, in this period, his name
Rose up to the height of fame.

His life was glorious

By all his works famous.
In the spiritual pages,
He lives for many ages.

As a blessed son of this soil
And a great realized soul,
He serves as a role model

To all the spiritual people!

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(adi Sankara) 03 Birth Of Sankara

In the State of Kerala,
South-west of India,
There exists a town,
As Kaladi, it's known.

As a famous pilgrim center,
At the bank of Purna River,
There lived in this Town

Many Namboodri Brahmins.

Among them was one,
Sivaguru, a poor Brahmin,
Who led a spiritual life,
With Aryambal, his wife.

They had no children.

To beget a pious one

They prayed daily the Lord,
Shiva, the most merciful God.

One day, in his dream,
The Lord, Shiva came,
And told him like this
To fulfill the wish of his.

“Do you want a son,

The most intelligent one,
With less years of age
But will live like a sage? ”

“Or, many sons you heed,
With their sins and greed?
You’'ve your option,

And choose any one.”

He told this to Aryambal.
Next day, in the temple,
Before Shiva, the Lord
They earnestly prayed.
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“Oh Lord, What’s good
To serve this world
You know it well.

This how can we tell? ”

“Despite short-lived-one,
Let us have a good son,
Who'll bring us credit
With his every noble act.”

In the Month of Vaikasi,
Under the star Tiruvathirai,
Shiva himself was born
As Sankara, their only son.

He came to destroy adharma,
And well establish dharma
As their son, Sankara,

In this miserable Kali Yuga.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(adi Sankara) 04 The Early: Life Of Sankara

The young Sankara was wise,

And his behavior very nice.

He earned others’ appreciation
With all his love and affection.

When he started his studies,
His age was three years.

By then, he had learnt

How to read and write.

All the science and art,

He learnt by heart,

And began to interpret

All scriptures, as an expert

At the age of four
He lost his father.
And was taken care
Then by his mother.

At five years, he had

His timely sacred thread,
And went to a Guru’s house
For his higher studies.

As a regular custom,
Guru had sent him
To beg for his food
In the neighborhood.

He went to a house,
Where the poor spouse
Had nothing else to eat
Except for an Amla fruit.

She gave him this fruit.
He saw her poor plight.
He shed a tear for her,
And started his prayer.
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Goddess of wealth poured
Amla fruit shaped gold

In her open courtyard
Like rain that showered.

Her poverty this way
Ended from that day.

This “Kanakadara Sthotra”
Is still famous in India.

The eight year old Sankara
Learnt, by heart, the Vedas.
Back at home he served

His mother in her sick bed.

His mother couldn’t walk

For a bath in the river to take
So, he invited Purna River,
Which heard his prayer.

It changed its course to run,
Towards his backyard garden,
Thus he helped his mother

To take bath in the river.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(adi Sankara) 05 Sankara As Sanyasi

Mother Aryambal desired
That Sankara be married,
But the purpose of his birth
Was to establish the Truth.

One day, when he was alone,
Seven Sages from the heaven
Appeared there before him
Just in time to remind him.

“Oh Lord, we're sorry to say,
It's bad to worse, day by day.
Atheists dominate this earth.
No place for the Truth.”

He said, "Good, you came.
I'm also seeing the same.
In the role of a Sanyasi,
Now I shall do my duty.”

“How can I tell my mother?
Will this not bother her? ”
This was up in his mind.
So, a way he had to find.

To free himself soon,
He made out a plan.
What a miracle it was!
The event ran like this!

One early morning hour,
He took bath in the river.
A crocodile caught

His leg too tight.

“Oh mother, mother,
Come and see here, ”
As pre-planned it,
Aloud he cried out.
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She came fast running,
But could do nothing.

As there was none else,
She stood alone helpless.

“My child, what can I do?
How can I help you? ”

Like this when she asked.
For this chance he waited.

“Mother, if I go alone
Leaving my kith and kin,
And take sanyas now

I can live by this vow.”

“In this life I'm destined
Like this to be killed.

If I become a sanyasi,
It'll change my destiny.”

“For Scriptures do say,

A new life starts that day,
When one takes up sanyas
Leaving all his possessions.”

“You’ll be saving me

As this’ll leave me

Once I become a sanyasi
With my fresh destiny.”

“Please now understand.
My life is in your hand.”
She gave her consent
With a heavy heart.

He felt for his mother
And then promised her
“Though I've no rights,
I'll do your last rites.”

The crocodile left him.
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He got his freedom.
Though she invited him
He refused to go home,

Such urgent Sanyas taken
Needed a Guru’s confirmation,
And so, after this incident,

In search of a Guru, he went.

(Sanyasi = One who renounced the material world
to go in the path of spiritual world.)

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(adi Sankara) 06 A Guru Was Found

Sankara knew where to go
Yet he walked miles to go.
He reached Narmada River,
That overflowed with water.

He controlled its force
And directed its course
To flow inside the river
With his divine power.

Govind Bhagawadpada, a sage,
Saw this boy of young age,
Doing such a miracle,

Was fit to be his disciple.

Sankara had his head
Then neatly shaved.
After taking river-bath,
He wore a saffron cloth.

In this sacred dress
His look did impress
With his face so bright
Like that of sun light.

This showed a sign,

Of a Sanyasi divine,
Who came as a savior
There at the right hour.

From Guru, he learnt well
The words of Vedas all.
With Guru’s permission,
He started his mission.

“Everything is so divine.
That's God’s reflection.

So is every being,

As a part of His living.”
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This salient principle
Vedas’ words in simple,
A lesson from his Master,
He preached everywhere.

He went to Kasi first,
Pilgrim center, the best,
Where many Pundits lived
And there he stayed.

He felt it was a fit place,
To start with his cause,
And win those Pundits
In the religious debates.

Seeing his debating skill,
Many became his disciples.
Promoted then as a teacher,
He became a good preacher.

As bees fly around a flower
Many pundits came to hear.
Sankarachariar he became,

Later with this new name.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(adi Sankara) 07 Sankara's Works

Those who once opposed,
Later on they accepted

The arguments of Sankara
And the principles of Advaita.

He knew his life was short
So, his teachings he wrote
For the posterity to read
And follow this record.

For Vyasa’s Brahma Sutra,
Ten Upanishads, Bagwad Gita,
Explanatory notes he wrote,
As Bashyam they call it.

He wrote for children
Many songs, more divine,
To cultivate their devotion
And spiritual elevation.

Many scholars of the world

And men in the spiritual fold
Praised his works as masterpiece
In the light of world peace.

Kasi is a pilgrim center.
Many people who came there
To dip in the Ganges River,
Later stayed there forever.

From all corners of Bharat,
People began to congregate,
And loved him much,

As their Master as such.

At his talent, they wondered.
His speech, they admired.
“How a young Sanyasi

Could handle it so easy? ”
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He was Siva on earth,
They knew not this truth,
But were amazed to find,
He wasn’t ordinary kind.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(adi Sankara) 08 Padma Pada

One Sanandana by name,
To meet Sankara came,
From a Cholan Town,

Of the Southern region.

As a devotee of Narasimha,
At Kasi, he met Sankara,
Became then his disciple,
And moved in closer circle.

How devoted he was,
Sankara revealed this,
One day, to all the rest,
In a surprising test.

On the bank of the river,
Sankara was giving a lecture.
On the other side he was
Drying Sankara’s clothes.

Sankara called him
And then told him,
"My clothes are wet.
Dried ones, I want.”

He heard his Master’s order.
At once, he crossed the river,
Not by any available boat
But he walked on his feet.

The river was in flood.
So, Sankara was afraid
Any time, he may sink,
Before reaching the bank.

What a wonder it was!
For every step of his,
There grew up a lotus,
As he walked in a trance.
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“How did you cross
To bring my dress? ”
When Sankara asked,
Like this, he replied.

“If one thinks of you,

He can cross, it's true,
This very ocean of birth,
Besides death and rebirth.”

“So, to cross this river
Will it not be easier?
My forgetting this river,
It's really no wonder.”

“You're my boat.
Here I was brought
With my thought
Of you till last.”

Sankara gave him
Another fitting name,
“From now onward

You're Padma Pada! ”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(adi Sankara) 09 The Untouchable

Sankara was on his way
To the temple, one day,
After his bath in Ganges
Along with his disciples.

By then, a low caste man,
With his unclean woman,
And four dogs by his side,
Sankara’s path, he crossed.

A disciple began to yell,
“Go away, you Sandala,
Our Master is here
Don’t come near.”

The man laughed

And then he said,
“You preach Advaita.
What's this Advaita? ”

“If everything is divine
Why this difference then?
Bodies are many, not one,
But you say Atman is one.”

“Should body or Atman,
Which one you mean,
Should go far away
From your pathway? ”

Sankara, wonder struck

At the man’s sharp prick,
Could immediately guess
They weren’t from low class.

'Lord Viswanath, as a man,
Goddess Visalakshi, as a woman,
They both had come to test

In this way, ' Sankara thought.
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He sang in praise of them,
And then worshiped them.
Casting away their disguise,
They came out to praise.

“You rose up from me.
You should also see

What you preach others
You should practice thus.”

“To test you I came here.
This, the world should hear.
This drama is now over.
May your fame live forever.”

The Lord disappeared.
Sankara was pleased,
Having seen Him

In His real form.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(adi Sankara) 10 Tested By An Old Brahmin

Sixteenth year was to end,
When a Brahmin, very old,
Before Sankara appeared
And for a debate invited.

On Brahma Sutra Bashyam,
For days argued both of them.
On Sankara’s interpretation,
He opposed every portion.

Padma Pada wondered,

“Who could be this old,
Debating with my Master,
Non-stop, for days together? ”

“He isn't an ordinary man
And none other than
Sage Vyasa in disguise
The Author for this.”

Sankara also found out
He was facing the test
From the great Sage,

Who had this courage.

He prostrated and said,

“Oh Sage, I'm blessed.
Before you, I'm nothing.

But still, why am I arguing? ”

“Pardon my offence,
Rather my impudence,
To show my pride,
And defend my side.”

The Sage consoled him,
And softly told him,

"I hid my identity

To get an opportunity.”
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“Your interpretations
And my explanations
Are one and the same
And will earn a name.”

“Another sixteen years

Of age will be yours

For you to go ahead,

And your works to spread.

The Sage then vanished.
From Kasi, Sankara started.
His words, everyone heard.

His works began to spread.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(adi Sankara) 11 Pandit Kumarilabhatttar

Kumarilabhattar, a Pundit,
And a scholar of great repute,
Was lying in his death bed.
To see him, Sankara hurried.

Sankara’s thought like this.
“If the Pundit accepts

The ‘Advaita’ philosophy,
It'll make my work easy.”

“For all the Pundit’s followers
Will then become my followers,
With this idea he proceeded,
But the Pundit was half dead.

14

The body upto his hip

Was burnt in the heap

Of burning saw dust,

When Sankara arrived just.

The Pundit was averse
To the Buddhists’ ideas.
So, he made out a plan
To defeat those men.

In disguise as a Buddhist,
He learnt their every text.
Then he challenged them

And finally defeated them.

His conscience didn’t permit,
Having betrayed the Buddhists.
As his action was unfair,

He burnt himself in fire.

To see him at that stage,
Sankara went to his cottage,
And said, “"Oh Pundit

What you did is correct.”
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“But a lifeless action,

Will have no reaction.
It's the Lord’s will

That does every control.”

“You must understand
The fruit, at the end,

For every action you did,
Lies in the hands of God.”

The Pundit accepted

The ‘Advaita’ and died

One more step Sankara gained,
In this bold attempt he made.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(adi Sankara) 12 Madana Misra (1)

Next Sankara went to see
Mandana Misra at Mahishmati.
He was the Chief Pundit

In the Mahishmati Court.

The Pundit was in favour

Of Karma Mimamsa order
And he disliked Sanyasis

Not in Karmic lines.

He was performing ceremony
When Sankara sought entry,
But he closed the door

Not allowing any stranger.

Sankara by his power,
Entered thro’ the door.
The Pundit got wild.

But Sankara was mild.

The ceremony was over,
And after the dinner,
For a debate both sat,
With a good start.

The Pundit’s wife Bharati,
Was an avatar of Saraswati.
As a judge she took over
To say who was the winner?

“If Sankara fails in the test
He should marry at last
And if the Pundit loses

He should take sanyas, ”

This was the condition laid.
And the debate started.

For days, it went non-stop.
Her routine she had to keep.
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So, she gave them each
A garland to watch
Whose one faded fast
That man deemed lost.

Seventeen days passed.
Pundit’s garland faded,
So, he was declared lost.
But Bharati didn’t accept.

She said, “As his wife,
I'm part of his life.
Until you defeat me
Victory you’ll not see.”

She failed in her turn

Until she asked question

On the subject ‘Kama Sutra’
All sex related matter.

As Sankara was a sanyasi
He couldn’t answer this.
He asked her for time

One month she gave him.

(Continued....)
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(adi Sankara) 13 Madana Misra (2)

Taking leave of Bharati,
Sankara went to Kasi.
King of Kasi was dead.
This news he heard.

He entered the king’s body.
Leaving his physical body.

The disciples kept his body
In the hole of a tree shady.

With queens he moved,
And got what he wanted.
In him, they saw a change
And something strange.

They came to a conclusion,
He wasn’t an ordinary man,
But a Mahatma’s soul

Had replaced King’s soul.

Soldiers went to locate,

Where his body was kept,

But back Sankara entered
Before his body was destroyed.

In the fresh debate held
Bharati was again defeated.
Mandana Misra took sanyas.
Sankara had one more success.

Mandana Misra, who became
Sureswara Acharya, new name
Of the Sanyasi, selected first
To take over the Sringeri Mutt.

Success after success,
Sankara achieved thus.
Jagadguru he became.
With all the due fame.
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His success was so complete
None was able to compete
With his supreme position

As a Founder of the institution.

Rajaram Ramachandran

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 358



(adi Sankara) 14 Promise Fulfilled

At Sringeri Sankara knew,

His mother’s days were few.
To fulfill his promise to her,
He came running to see her.

She saw her loving son

Who was different then.

His face was more divine,
And was shining like the sun.

After years of separation,

It was a pleasant union

Of two souls, mother and son,
Who became speechless then.

She breathed her last.

It was a peaceful moment.
Her head was on his lap.
None came there for help

A sanyasi had no rights

To perform funeral rites.
Neighbours opposed his action.
But he overruled their objection.

To the backyard garden,
He took her body alone
And placed it on the pyre.
Soon it was burnt in fire.

Thus he fulfilled his promise.
More than the usual rituals

He gave importance to the truth
And love for their worth.

No wonder if his name
Reached the height of fame,
For he treated everyone

As part of the whole divine.
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What cannot be done

In hundred years by one,
He did in thirty two years,
Patiently with all cheers.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(adi Sankara) 15 All Round Tour

Sankara toured all places
To awaken the masses,
All the way by foot,

Four times almost.

Even dacoits, he had won,
Brought them, one by one,
To the Vedic spiritual path,
Free from birth and death.

Many temples he visited.
With his powers, he made
The Deities more sacred
And merciful hearted.

At Karnataka, he met
A boy, dumb but smart.
He saw the boy’s face
And studied his case.

“Who're you? ” he asked.

The boy then replied,

“I'm not this body, Master,

But the Soul that exists all over.”

Sankara made him talk,
And the dumb spoke
The truth what he knew
In front of those few.

Sankara gave him
Then a new name
‘Hasthamalakar’

With due honour.

It was just a miracle.
As one more disciple,
Sankara was happy
To take this boy
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The news of this miracle,
Surprised many people,
Who came to hear him
And paid respects to him.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(adi Sankara) 16 A Silent Disciple

Among all the disciples
There was one simple,
Giri, a gentle-silent-man,
When the class was on.

Others teased him,
And joked at him,
But he kept silent
And wasn’t violent.

He raised no doubt.
So, others thought
He was a dull idiot
And senseless misfit.

The Master knew well
The talent of this disciple,
And he wished to teach

A proper lesson to each.

One day, the class was on,
In his seat, sat everyone.
As Giri didn't turn up, .
The class was held up.

Others were murmuring,
Why our Master was giving
Undue importance to him
And not at all to them.

At last Giri came late.
The usual man silent,
He was seen singing

And happily dancing.

It was a song in praise
Of his Master, a wise,
Kind, lovable, divine,
Teacher-heaven-born.
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The song in eight stanzas,
Of ‘Thodaga’ style it was,

So, he was given the title

‘Thodagar, ' the special.

The ‘Thodagashtam’ song,
Even this day is widely sung,
In reverence to the Acharya,

The Jagadguru Sankaracharya.
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(adi Sankara) 17 Advaita Challenged

Sankaracharya, paid a visit,
To Southern temples next,
And the famous pilgrim center
At Tanjore-Tiruvidaimaruthur,

There, some hard-core Saivaits,
Claiming themselves as Pundits,
On ‘Advaita’ confronted him,

And for a proof they asked him.

They said, “"How Siva, the Lord,
Creator, destroyer of this world,
You're equating Him with us,

We, the ordinary human beings? ”

“Unless Lord Siva confirms

We totally disagree with this.”
To the Siva temple, he led them.
And showed them the Lingam.

There arose a voice,
That came out thrice.
“Satyam Advaitam,
Truth is Advaitam”

A hand stretched out
From the top of it

Sankara thanked the Lord,
Who supported his stand.

What they wanted came true.
They accepted him as a Guru.
Their faith on the Lord

Still more thus increased.

To the Chidambaram temple
He went with his disciples.
The Deity, Nataraja posed
In dancing role, as He stood.
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He installed Panchakshra Yantra,
Praising Lord Siva, this one,

And Annakarshana Yantra

For world-prosperity, the next one.

He saw at Thiruvanaikkaval,
The Deity in the temple,
Akilandeswari, the Goddess,
In a look very ferocious.

With two ear-rings, he took
Away her serious look,

And with his prayer’s spell,
She looked more peaceful.

He established a seat,
The Govardhana Mutt,
At Jagannathpuri next
When he paid his visit.

As this seat’s head,
Padma Pada was made,
In the first line of order,
In the Eastern border.

Like this, in the west-coast,
He installed another seat,
The one, Dwaraka Mutt,
Lord Krishna’s famous spot.

Hasthamalakar, as its head,
The first one was made

To continue his mission,
And maintain its tradition.

His song Bhujanga Stothra,
In praise of Lord Muruga,
Popular for its curative power,

Is still sung at Tiruchendur.

With all his disciples,
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He visited the temples
Of the Lord Vishnu
At Srirangam and Tirupati.

His song Vishnu Paadaadi
Kesaanda Stothra at Tirupati,
Described, head to foot,

The Lord, there he met.
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(adi Sankara) 18 Killed Kapalika Kirakasan

After Tirupati, Sankara moved,
And twelve places, he visited,
Where Jyotilingams kept a guard
O’er the country’s every ward.

In praise of those Lingams
He sang in dedication to them
A divine song “"Dvaadasa
Jyotirlinga Stothra.”

At Srisailam, he sang

A praiseworthy divine song,
“Sivanandalahari, ” its name,
Spontaneously that came.

Near the Srisailam temple
There was a thick jungle
With no human habitations,
But for dangerous Kabalikas.

A garland of human skulls,
Lord Siva wore at His will,
So Kabali, by this name,

At that time, Siva became.

Those wild jungle men,
Sacrificing life of men,

And wearing skull-garlands
Were known as Kabalikas.

This tribal Chief Kirakasan,
A wild, brute, and ruffian,

To kill Sankara, his enemy,
Waited for an opportunity.

He had no tolerance,

For Sankara’s non-violence.
So, he wanted to offer
Sankara’s head in the altar.
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Sankara was Siva, the fact,
This brute didn’t know, yet,
He wanted to get his head
And offer it to the same Lord.

That Sankara was liberal,

He knew it very well.

So he asked, “I want your head.”
To offer it to Siva, my God.”

Sankara laughed and said,
If you want my head
You're free to take

For some use to make.”

The brute raised his sword,

To cut Sankara’s head,

But Padma Pada suddenly came
And into pieces tore him.

Padma Pada had worshiped,
Earlier Narasimha, as his God,
The Lord with the head of a lion
And the body of a man.

So, he became Narasimha,

To save his Guru Sankara,
Who then prayed Narasimha
For His act to restore Dharma.

Sankara then went to Badrinath,
A pilgrim center in the North,
Where Lord Vishnu one day
Appeared on his way.

The Lord told him, "My idol,
The one most peaceful,
In the River bank you’ll find

Buried under the sand.”

“You dig it out.
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And install it,
For my grace,
In this place.

Sankara did the same.
And it had its famous name
As Badrinarayanan Temple,

Visited by all people.
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(adi Sankara) 19 Visit To Kedarnath

After his trip to Badrinath,
Sankara went to Kedarnath.
By the power of his yoga,
He visited then Kailasa

He bowed before Siva
And His consort Uma

In praise of Siva, he sang.
The Lord heard him sing.

Siva Paadaadi Kesaanda Stothra,
Siva Kesaanda Paadaadi Stothra,
Praising Siva top to bottom,
And to the top from bottom.

The Lord blessed him

With five Crystal Lingams,

In appreciation of his work
That was a tremendous task.

When he wanted to sing,
Then about Uma a song,
He couldn’t go ahead,
As he stood stunned.

What Lord Siva wrote
Praising Uma, His Consort,
‘Soundaryalahari’ by name,
The Lord gave it to him.

Half of it Sankara shared,

With Nandideva, the guard
The rest of it, he brought,

With the Lingams-gift.

When he came down

He mind became free then,
So, the other half he did

And the whole he completed.
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Those who read this prayer,

They remain blessed forever.
Thus Sankara gave this world
A treasure of prayers in gold.

Then he visited Nepal.

He had a welcome royal.

He saw a five-faced-Lingam.
Pasupatinath was His name.

Out of the five, Siva gave him,
He installed Vara Lingam,

At Neelakand religious center.
A pilgrim place it became later.

Mukti Lingam, the second,
At Kedarnath he installed.
Moksha Lingam, the third,
At Chidambaram, he installed.

Bhoga Lingam, the fourth one,
Was installed at Sringeri Town.
Yoga Lingam, the fifth one,

He kept for worship of his own.

At Kanchi, a sacred place,
Blessed by the divine grace,
He was received by Rajasenan
The king of that region.

At Visveswara Temple he stayed
And the town layout he studied.
He saw it was a holy place

Which had Kamakshi’s grace.
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(adi Sankara) 20 Sankara At Kanchi

Sankara saw the Town Kanchi,
Blessed by Goddess Kamakshi,
That would prosper further

When changed in Srichakra order.

The king redid the town,
In the Srichakra design,
With a temple for Kamakshi
At the center, as Kamakoti.

This ‘Kamakoti Peetam’

He kept at last for him.

To spread the knowledge,
Thro’ his spiritual message.

“God’'s names aren’t one,

But many chosen by men,
While in the Veda-Religion,
He remains as the only One.”

“It's out of ignorance,

Men find the difference,
While He appears as One

To those wise realized men.”

Sankara still allowed
Those men who followed
Deity of their own choice
As personal to themselves.

Once a boy of seven,

A knowledgeable one,
With Sankara debated
For three days, but failed.

Sankara well appreciated him.
As first disciple in the Peetam
He took this boy thereafter
Seeing his pious nature.
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The purpose of his birth,
Was over on this earth.
So, to go up it was time,
Wherefrom he came.

One day, his prayer ended.
With that his life also ended,
But he left an indelible record,
Of what, in his life time, he did.

There’re Mutts at Sringeri
Badrinath, Dwaraka, Puri,
Besides the one at Kanchi,

Dedicated to his memory.
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(adi Sankara) 21 A Prayer For Rain Of Gold Part 1

At the age of 6, Adi Sankara stood at the door

of a poor Brahmin for alms. There was nothing
to give him, excepting one Amla fruit, which the
the lady of the house gave him with all shyness.
Seeing her poor plight, Sankara prayed Lakshmi,
Goddess of wealth, to bless them with wealth and
remove her poverty. This prayer, in sanskrit, is
called Kanakadara Sthotra. She heard his prayers
and brought a rain of gold into her house.
(Kanaka = Gold; Dara = Rain)

Song 1

The buds begin to bloom.
The golden bees swarm
In search of sweet honey
From the flowers many.

See the chest of Thirumal,
How it shines well,

As He’s happy ever,

Like the fresh flower.

As Lakshmi, His consort,
Takes rest o’er His chest,
He remains happy always
And in this mood, He stays.

In that exalted position,

Let rich Lakshmi’s vision,

As a daughter of the milk-ocean,
Bless me now to gain.

Song 2
Just like the honey bees
Run after the blue flowers,

Her eyes, too beautiful,
Go after Her Thirumal.
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But She shuts Her eyes
Out of Her shyness
That turns Her vision,
In a different direction.

Let Her merciful eyes see
For they’ll shower on me
All the riches in the world,
Whatever now I may need.

Song 3

Lakshmi can give anyone,
On this earth, a position
The same as the one

Like Indra’s rule in heaven.

When Indra lost his throne,
It was Her just vision,

The most merciful one,
That restored his position.

All the time happiness

To Vishnu, when She gives,
Let Her graceful look fall,

For a moment, on me as well.

Song 4

With Lakshmi on His chest,

All the time taking rest,
Mahavishnu, seemingly sleepy,
Remains always happy.

But Her eyes remain,
Always partially open,
As the same shyness
Blocks Her two eyes.

As the wife of the Lord,
Who sleeps on a snake bed,
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Let Her give me wealth,
What all I'm worth.

Song 5

The Killer of Demon Madhu,
The Protector, Lord Vishnu,
Wears a Kowsthubam chain,
Made of valuable blue stones

Lakshmi’s eyes shine
Like that of blue stone.
She has a lovely vision
That induces His passion.

Let those eyes now turn
Towards me to shine
That'll give me boons
With all the fortunes.

Song 6

Thirumal killed the Demon,
Whose name was Kaidaban.
Thus His chest does shine
Like a cloud, the dark one.

It's a fact, up she rose
From Sage Brigu’s race
As Mother of the Universe,
Under Lord Vishnu'’s grace.

Such a divine vision
May turn once again,
On myself to grant me

All the riches free.
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(adi Sankara) 22 A Prayer For Rain Of Gold Part 2

Kanakadara stothra
Song 7

The powerful God, Vishnu,
Killed the Demon Madhu,
Besides another Kaidaban
The most cruel demon.

Such a powerful God,
Was won by Cupid,

Who had the blessings
Of Lakshmi, the Goddess.

From the milk ocean
She came as a boon.
In fact, there’s none
Before her lovely vision.

Let those merciful eyes
Have pity in my case

For half a second even

For what I pray and mean.

Song 8

Like the rain bearing clouds,
Her most merciful eyes

Are always full of mercy

For Her close devotee

Like Chakravaka, the bird drinks
Only the rain water that falls,
The wealth, as poor, I seek
Kindly give it for my sake.

Oh Mother, let not the pain

Of my poverty still remain,
When You can pour the rain
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Of kindness on me to gain.

Song 9

All cannot do sacrifice

To get the ultimate bliss,
But they face reactions
Based on their past actions.

When Lakshmi’s grace,
Even on a sinner falls,
The heaven is assured
For such a soul blessed.

Let Her vision that gives
Mahavishnu His happiness,
Fall, in turn, on me to get
All the wealth, now I want.

Song 10

The creation, protection,
And the last destruction,
Are the three roles

Go on as God'’s plays.

Saraswati, the Creator,
Lakshmi, the Protector,
Durga, the Destroyer
Are the three players.

As Lord Siva’s consort,
You also took part,

Now as Vishnu’s consort
Before You, I submit.

Song 11
In the Veda’s role,
You bless every soul,

To Your lotus feet
This I beg to submit.
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Beauty is Your place.
Virtue is Your grace.
To Your lotus feet

This I beg to submit.

As a source of power
You remain everywhere
As the ocean’s daughter,
You sit on a lotus flower.

Oh Goddess in every aspect,
I pay my full respect,

To you as Vishnu’s consort
For Your kind support.

Song 12

Like the lotus flower
Your face appears ever.
Let me myself submit
To Your lotus feet.

With the moon, nectar
You came out together
From the milk-ocean,
Let me pray once again.

Oh, the wife of the one,
Resting in the milk-ocean
Let me pray to You

And pay my respects due.

Song 13

Oh Lakshmi, on the lotus seat,
I submit myself to Your feet,
To the ruler of the Universe,

And the source of Deva’s happiness.

I bow before you, Oh Mother.
Wife of Vishnu, the Protector,
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Having Sarngam, as His bow,
And pray for Your blessings now.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(adi Sankara) 23 A Prayer For Rain Of Gold Part 3

Song 14

My obeisance to Mahalakshmi
The daughter of Sage Brigu
My respects to Srilakshmi
Resting on Lord Vishnu.

To Lakshmi on the lotus seat
I submit myself to Her feet,
To the consort of Thirumal

I pay my respects humble.

Song 15

To Her, with sparkling eyes,
Which look like lotus,
I bow before Her feet
With my due respect.

To Her, the creator of this earth,
And the incarnation of wealth,

I bow before Her feet

With my due respect.

To Her, the Goddess
Of all the Devas,

I bow before Her feet,
With my due respect.

To the wife of Nandakumaran,
The Nandagopan’s lovely son,
I bow before Her feet,
With my due respect.

Song 16
Oh Devi, You've eyes,

Like the flower lotus,
And all the praises
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From men and Devas.

It's You, who bless

All the worldly riches.
Even to rule a country
It requires Your mercy.

All the resultant evils
From the five senses
Simply fly away fast
With Your force at last.

I worship Your seat,
And bow to Your feet.
Now, what I need

Is Your grace indeed.

Song 17

Demon Muran, Vishnu destroyed,
Thus this world, He had saved.
So for this task, He did carry

He has another name, Murrari.

O’er His beautiful chest,
You always take rest.
But You grant boon

To Your devotee soon.

With my three senses-
Word, mind, body-organs,
Now I stand at this place,
And worship Your grace.

Song 18

You reside in a lotus flower,
Also holding lotus flower
One more in Your hand

And wear a white garland.

Your dress in white silk,
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Shines like pure milk.
You're the very source

Of knowledge in the Universe.

As the wife of Vishnu,

Very well when You knew
From the three worlds all,
Why not You rush to my call?

Song 19

From the Ganges River,
The elephants carry water,
Moving in eight directions,
For Your holy ablution.

I know it well how,
You're so clean now,
Thus adding more beauty
To Your own beauty

Vishnu, the sole head,
Leads the entire world.
As His wife you live,
And blessings you give.

Along with the nectar,
You came as a daughter
From the milk ocean once.
I pay You my obeisance.

Song 20

As You always sit

In a soft lotus seat,
Your look, in fact,

Is so pretty and soft.

In Your lotus eyes,

I see the kind waves,
Oh, the wife of Vishnu
Let me surrender to You.
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Yes, I'm the first one
Among those poor men
Who suffer in poverty
So, in me You take pity.

This side, You turn and see
Keep Your first look on me,
So I can see Your face,
And have Your grace

Song 21

When this daily prayer

Said by whomsoever

Before Lakshmi, the Mother,
It'll go waste never.

Based on their own merits,
They’ll reap all benefits.
They’ll surely be wise,

To get everyone’s praise.

-: 00o0: -
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(adi Sankara) 26 Chant The Name Of Govinda (3)

Bhaja Govindam

Where’s the place for lust,
When the manhood is lost?
Of what use is of a lake,

Waterless one, namesake?

Where had the relatives flown,
When the wealth is gone?

Will any attachment remain,
When the Truth is known?

Do not boast of wealth.

Or friends and youth,

For they aren’t permanent
And can vanish any moment.

Maya, the world of illusion,
Will keep you in confusion.
So, free yourself from this
And seek the ultimate bliss.

Time plays its vital role.
Not caring for any soul,
Seasons come and go, yet,
Your desires never abate.

(So far, Shankara recited
these verses to open the eyes
of the Grammarian-Pundit.
Thereafter, one by one,

his disciples sang forth

one verse each, addressing
the Pundit.)

(To be continued)
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(adi Sankara) 28 Chant The Name Of Govinda (5)

A long stay in a temple,

With an austere life simple,
As an ascetic under a tree,
They’ll make you carefree.

Give up all attachments.
And worldly commitments,
Lead a life of contentment,
As a spiritual fulfillment.

Disciple Anandagiri sang:

One may practice Yoga

Or indulge in sensual Bhoga
Or give up attachments

Or keep up detachments.

They take you nowhere
Unless one goes after
Brahman and enjoys
The gift of eternal bliss.

Disciple Dridhabhakta sang:

A drink of holy water

From the Ganges River,

A reading from Bhagvad Gita
Will lead you to Lord Govinda.

A worship of Govinda will
Keep you away from hell.
You'll have no fear

Of Yama coming near

(Bhoga - Sensual pleasures)
(Brahman - The Lord of Lords)
(Govinda - Lord Krishna)
(Yama - The Lord of death)
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Disciple Nityanatha sang:

Born again, death again,
A birth once again

In a mother’'s womb

To go again to the tomb.

This cycle of birth and death,
On this mundane earth

This ocean, how to cross?
Only God can help us.

Another from Disciple Nityanatha:

The rags on the road side,
Here and there scattered,
Will clothe a seeker,
Living like a wanderer?

Like an innocent child,
Or like a fallen drunkard,
He’s highly intoxicated
With the thoughts of God.
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(adi Sankara) 29 Chant The Name Of Govinda (6)

Who are you?

Or who am I?
Who’'s my mother?
Or who's my father?

Where do I come from?

In this world a fruitless dream,
Give up your wants material,
And go in the path spiritual.

Disciple Medhaatithira sang:

In everything, in me, in you
Lives none but the same Vishnu,
Your anger or impatience

Is, therefore, meaningless.

If you really wish to attain
The spirit of Vishnu soon
Think alike every creation
That has God’s sanction.

Medhaatithira sang again:

All efforts, why you waste
To win the love or hate
Of friends or foes,

Of children or relatives.

See them all as one.
Duality remains not then.
Thus you'll really win.
Everything under the sun.

Disciple Bharativamsha sang:
Give up your lust or anger.

Greed or infatuation will no longer
Keep you happy anywhere,
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They're not your real nature.

Fools are they who're blind

To the Self, and are left behind
To lead a life aimlessly,

And suffer in hell endlessly.

Disciple Sumatira sang:

Recite from Gita regularly
Meditate on Vishnu sincerely.
Chant His thousand glories.
Keep in mind His qualities.

Be happy in the company
Of the noble and the holy,
And distribute to the needy

Your wealth in charity.
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(adi Sankara) 30 Chant The Name Of Govinda (7)

This body ends in dust.
He who yields to lust,
Turns a prey to disease
And other sinful vices.

Wealth is not welfare.
It'll land you in fear,
That haunts a rich man,
Even against his son.

Regulate your breath,
That’s good for health.
You must be a subject
Not affected by any object.

Understand what'’s real
And the fleeting unreal?
Chant the God’s name
To keep your mind calm.

To our respected teacher
And the benevolent preacher,
“Free us from this bondage,
That behaves like a mirage.”

With your disciplined mind,
And senses, you can find
The Lord in your heart,
That'll bring peace a lot.

Worship the Lord of Lords,
Worship the Lord of Lords,
To cross this life-ocean

The only way that’s known.

CONCLUDED

Note:
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Thus the grammarian was
Humbled by Adi Shankara
and his disciples.

This adoption in simple

English verses can never
replace the original Sanskrit
Version,2000 years old,

stuffed with morals for all

the ages past and yet to come..

Millions have heard and
are still listening to this
divine song sung by the
Queen of Music, the great
M.S. Subbalakshmi.

Mahatma Gandhiji loved
this song very much and

found peace in his life.
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(harichandran) 01 The Prayer Songs.

This story is from the famous epic Mahabharat and has been retold by many
authours in several languages. The Father of Nation, Mahatma Gandhi loved this
story for its moral that speaks of faith in the truth, honesty and courage. Some
600 years ago, a famous Tamil Poet Veerakavirayar wrote in Tamil Harichandran
Puranam in the Tamil Venba style. He was an Aasu Kavi (Spontaneous Poet)
next to Kalamegam of ancient times. It is next to impossible to translate his
work in English word by word. He has written more than 1000 verses running to
more than 600 pages. I have, however, brought in some of his excellence in
about 76 pages in my own simple style for the reading pleasure of the world
poetry lovers. The readers are requested to send their comments to my email
address: rajaram1931@, for which I will be grateful to them. The story goes
starting with a prayer song to Gods in the heaven.

Prayer to Lord Ganesh.

Oh the merciful Lord Ganesh,
It's my only humble wish,
That You grant me a boon,
Sooner or later, better soon.

When You dance in single,
I hear Your anklets jingle!
How happy I become.
Here, when You come!

Your elephant face is one
That attracts everyone!

To grant our every wish,
You're the first One to rush.

You remove our every hurdle,
And free us from our struggle.
By your mercy, we have fame
And each one, a popular name.

I've with me to give you,

My humble respects for you,
Besides my offer of cane juice,
Pressed rice, and fruit juice.
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For this, you grant my wish,
That I shall, with no blemish,
Write on the life of a King,

An exceptional human being.

His name was Harichandran.
In Solar race, he was born.

The world, in praise, to sing,
Allow me, his story to bring.

Prayer to Lord Shiva

From Brahma, the Creator,
Vishnu, the Protector,

And Shiva, the Destroyer,
I seek next their favour.

Shiva gave His consort,
Left half of his body part,
To reveal to this world,
Shiva-Sakthi in one fold.

He represents Vedas four,
Sama, Adarvana, Rig, Yajur,
And is spread in five elements,
Earth, water, fire, air, space.

From His invisible form,
He comes out, some time,
And takes a visible form,
To please His devotees.

The beautiful crescent moon,
O’er His head, he has worn.
He takes pride in Tamil,

And likes to be praised well.

Two of His divine children,
Lord Ganesh, Lord Murugan,
His two merciful creations,
Offer us all the protections.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 394



To Lord Shiva’s lotus feet,
This only request, I submit.
Let me write on this King,
Who gave up everything.

Prayer to Mother Kaalli

Your names are many,
As sweet as the honey,
Oh merciful Mother Kaalli
You're seated o’er Yaalli.

Allow me to keep your feet
O’er my head, when I write
The noble story of Harichandran,
Who was an extra-ordinary man.

Prayer to Goddess Kalaimagal

Oh Goddess Kalaimagal
Give me all the skill

To write about this King,
Who was, for truth, fighting.

Appeal to the wise men

Oh you, the wise men, listen,
May I request your pardon,
If there’s any unknown fault
In whatever I may write.

With milk, water gets mixed.

With paddy, husks get mixed.

With garland, thread gets mixed.

So, are my words, good and bad mixed

I appeal to the wise all

To take my good ones well,
And leave away the rest,
That may not sound best.
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(harichandran) 02 The Famous Kingdom

The Sky

When the milk ocean was churned,
Venomous dark, the blue sky turned.
Here, pure water clouds rose up to the sky
From the blue sea, that was too salty.

It presented a scene of war,
Where clouds that stood afar,
Shot rain drops, non-stop down,
Like a continuous arrows’ chain.

The Rain drops

From the milk ocean came nectar,
Here, rain drops brought pure water,
That flooded the thirsty land,

And nourished every bit of sand.

The Flood

From the arrows inflicted wounds,
There flowed river-like blood.
Here, the rain brought a flood,
That turned the soiled water red.

Like the gifts from the hands

Of a man shunned all bad habits,
Everywhere the flood ran,

O’er the fields, up and down.

Flood reached the Sarayu River
Rain water flowed everywhere.
It reached the Sarayu River,
With ear-piercing gurgling noise,

Overflowing bunds, uprooting trees.

The mountains gave more pressure
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To drain out their flowing water,
That breached the river banks
And damaged all the green plants.

The river ran like a big serpent.
It curled, circled, onward went,
Like Shiva’s bow that was bent,
And His seat, Himalaya Mount.

The unusual force of the water
Dragged in the flooding river
Elephants and lions in depth,
And took them close to death.

Like a male elephant that ran amuck,
A wild course, the mad river took,
Flattening down all mounds,

Filling holes, and knocking bunds.

All the cattle saw the danger,
And dared not to go near
The over-flowing river

To drink their usual water.

It filled up the open fields.

It overflowed the fish tanks.

It pulled the plantain trees down,
All of them, not sparing even one.

The milk ocean was the one
Lord Vishnu had chosen

For rest in His snake bed,
As in scriptures, it was said.

Like this, the Sarayu River,
Carried its flowing water,
To its final resting place,
Choosing ocean as its base.

The flood came for a while,
But left the wet fields fertile,
To grow fresh plantations
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And do crop cultivations.

Farmers rejoiced o’er this.
They ploughed the fields,
Prepared them for seeds,
To grow more rich crops.

They drank, out of joy,
The intoxicating toddy,
As a kind of celebration
To welcome this rain.

They built fresh bunds,
Alongside the river beds,
And clearing all the debris,
They planted fresh trees.

Swans staying in the fields,
Hearing the plowing sounds,
Flew away to safe places,
With their droning noises.

The sharp plow tools
Broke conches and pearls,
Tore field fish to pieces,
While they plowed across.

Plows killed many snails,
Besides lilies and lotus,
While they tilled the soils,
Turning fields more fertile.

They planted paddy seeds,

In between, plucked out weeds,
Later, harvested rich grains,
Because of the liberal rains.

To the tune of cuckoos,

In the forest, the peacocks,
Wherever they stayed,
They danced and played.
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Granaries full of grains,
Stored in all the houses,
Marked the richness

Of all those residents.

Inside the lotus flowers,
Slept all the chicks,
While the mother swans
Pushed the lotus cradles.

One half of a jack fruit,

A hungry monkey ate.

The other half left

Was like sun with dark spots.

Milk and honey

Flowed in plenty

Like a river in spate
Across the Khosala state.

Pollen grains from flowers,
Poured down like showers.
It was like a yellow blanket
That covered the entire spot.

For all things purchased,

White pearls got exchanged.
This was the trading practice,
That showed country’s richness.

The people lived in peace.
They were all so wise,
To speak only on virtues

And not on undesirable vices.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(harichandran) 03 The Famous Ayodhya

Ayodhya, the Capital City
Was famous for its gaiety,
With its entrance gates
Shining like ornaments.

A moat, too deep and wide,
High walls built all around,

An army of security guards,
All guarded it from invaders.

It was a City of tall mansions,
With fairly big court yards,
Well designed dining halls,
And decorated dancing halls.

Men and women rubbed
Each other in the crowd,

As they walked closely
Wearing pearl-jewels costly.

Many cut-pearls fell down,
And made the streets shine.
To pick, they didn’t search
For they were all so rich.

Their wet hairs after bath
Women dried them with

Incense smoke that went
High up to the sky height.

The smoke that spread
To the sky resembled
The very height of fame
Of Harichandran’s name

The market place was busy
And were seen too noisy
Like horses and elephants
Marching in battle fields.
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The sounds of Veda recital,
Reverberated the Capital,
Besides the noise of students
Studying aloud in class rooms.

The atmosphere was filled,
With music that thrilled,
Besides the sound of anklets
From the foot of dancers.

Melodius songs from parrots
Humming noises of birds,
Recital of Vedas all round,
Made it a City of sound.

Maids sang a folk song

In praise of their king,
While they pounded grains,
To remove the husks.

In every family house,
Happy was the spouse,
With his own companion,
Aroused by high passion.

With all the warmth,
Goddess of wealth,
Had her royal welcome
In every sweet home.

Goddess of poverty
Barred from front entry,
Silently sneaked out,
By the back gate.

By night, sexy women,
Sold their bodies to men.
By day, they took part

In learning every fine art.

Chaste women objected
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When their partners stared
At those sexy portraits
Displayed in public spots.

The flags of the city

Welcomed everybody
To visit several places
Of wealth and riches.

All the chariots stood in lines,
Like a chain of mountains,
Those came to Harichandran,
From the hands of Indran.

Centers for doing sacrifices,
Fine arts and sciences,
Women parlours and Kitchens,

Functioned in different streets.

In the mind of men, charity,
In their shoulders, bravery,
In women'’s eyes, attraction,
They were special to mention.

Food, with no scarcity,

Was available in plenty,

That made them to worry,
“Why there was no beggary? ”

Only men with passion,

Went of after sexy women,
But for this, no poverty,

Or hunger, existed in the city.

Except for the sound,
Maids’ anklets made,
No cries for help,

On the air, went up.

Except for the lotus,
Imprisoned in waters,
No prison was there,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

403



No crime anywhere.

In the minds of people,
They felt no shortfall,
Though the waning moon
Went short in its shine.

The deer and tiger
Drank the river water
Standing side by side
Like true friends did.

The vulture and parrot,
Both lived in one nest,
All the day and night
With no fear or fright.

The King Harichandran,
Sat on a golden throne,
Inside his grand palace,
Built in a central place.

Tax paying kings to the right,
And famous poets to the left,
Sat in their respective seats
In the majesty’s court.

All his wise ministers
Took their grand seats,
With their reports ready,
On all events in the city.

There stood on both sides
Two pretty young maids
Fanning the king slowly,
Using their hands carefully.

Famous veena players played,
Beautiful damsels danced,
Just in front of the King

While they were all enjoying.
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Shiva was ever in his mind.
For this reason, he was so kind
To whomsoever came to him,
Chanting Lord Shiva’s name.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(harichandran) 04 The King's Wedding (I)

After paying tax, other kings left.
King Harichandran then kept

For counseling a few courtiers
On some important matters.

By then, some hermits
Stood at the palace gate.
With their pious faces

In their ascetic dresses.

He rushed up to the gate

And fell at their feet.

With all the due respects,

He offered them proper seats.

He said, “It's my fortune,
And my good deeds alone,
Brought Your Holiness

To this humble place.”

“What're the holy places
Also the holy rivers

You've visited so far?

In what condition they're? ”

They replied, "We've come
From the Kannoj Kingdom,
After our bath in holy water
Of the famous Kandagi river.”
“There we heard about you
And came here to see you.
King Chandradayan is

The ruler of that place.”

“He’s an ardent devotee

Of Shiva, the Presiding Deity,
And a daughter was born

To him with His boon.”
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“For her matchless beauty,
He named her Chandramathi.
She’s known for her chastity,
And her feminine modesty.”

“Her spear-like beautiful eyes,
Her sweet melodious voice,
Her black, thick, lock of hairs
Added to her charming face.”

“She has a sharp chest
Above her slim waist.

Her pretty swan-like walk,
Spoke of her majestic look.”

“With a *thali, she was born.
It'll be visible to only one,
To whom she’ll be married.
This, Lord Shiva promised.”

(*Thali = A nuptial knot
tied around the neck of
bride by bridegroom at
the time of marriage)

“"We came here to tell you,
She’s an ideal wife for you.
No doubt, you'll like her,

When you go and see her.”

The words of the hermits,
Into his ears, strongly hit.
As destiny played its role,
In love with her, he fell.

“Oh Sages, I'm eager,
Right now, to marry her.
Your help, may I seek.
Can you initiate the talk? ”

“It’ll be our pleasure,
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Oh King, to go there,
And after the talk,
Here, we’ll come back.”

After their departure,

He thought of his future.
Cupid’s arrow shot him well,
Into love sickness, he fell.

Crossing forests, rivers
Mountains and plains,

To Kannoj the hermits went
And the king, they met.

The King Chandradayan,
Got up from his throne,
Prostrated before them,
And gave a royal welcome.

They told, “Oh king, listen,
We met King Harichandran,
Of the Ayodhya Kingdom.

About Chandramathi, we told him.”

“We found him eligible,
The one most suitable
To marry your daughter.
He awaits your answer.”

The King told, "The man

Who sees her thali is the one
To marry her, is laid down

By Lord Shiva as a condition.”

“I'll invite him here.

Also you bring him here.
Let the Lord of Heaven,
Take His final decision.”

Thro’ royal messengers

He sent invitation letters
To all the kings to come
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For the selection of groom.

Kings of every state

Came there in haste

With all pomp and show
And camped there in a row.

Harichandran had heard

What all the hermits said
When they returned back
After their marriage talk.

He went then in his chariot

To take part in the event,
Followed by his ministers,
Soldiers, horses and elephants.

Sage Vashista arrived in
A white special palanquin,
To sanctify the function
With Vedas recitation.

There was a procession

To mark that occasion.

In front soldiers marched.
Elephants, horses went behind.

Many hermits and sages,
Irrespective of all ages,
Came to bless the function,
This being a rare occasion.

Colorful umbrellas, flags,
The sound of bugles, drums,
Elephants carrying maids,
Thrilled the processions.

Harichandran camped near
The famous Komati River
With his soldiers, horses,
Elephants and chariots.
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It was time for the sun
To set in the west then.
At the river bank site
They settled for the night.

To the trees, horses were tied.
The elephants were chained.
For stay, tents were erected.
For light, torches burned.

Outside, the moon light
Made the night bright.
For sleep, went everyone,

Except King Harichandran.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(harichandran) 05 The King’s Wedding (1i)

The thought of Chandramathi
Kept Harichandran’s mind busy.
He hated the slow moving night,
And the vexing moon light.

For the sake of Harichandran,
Cocks crowed early morn
Inviting the rising sun,

To come out very soon.

The night moon had gone,

With the arrival of the sun,

That began its open session,

In the morning reddish sky then.

From their homely nests
Flew out all hungry birds
In search of their foods,
From the city and woods.

After his bath in the river,
And his morning prayer,
King Harichandran went
To places in his chariot.

It was a pleasant sight,
To see wherever he went,
Like waterfalls, gardens,
Streams and mountains.

After days of travel
Crossing every hurdle

He reached the destination
In time for the function.

The hermits first led him
To Kannoj Kingdom

And then to the City

Of Kannamapuri
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They said, “This is the place
Where Chandramathi lives.

It is here we saw her father
And discussed your matter.”

Into the City when he came,
Happy Harichandran became.
The guest house, he reached,
Where all the kings stayed.

Chandradayan gave him
A pleasing warm welcome.
All eyes looked at him

For his beauty and charm.

After what he has seen
Chandradayan was keen
That King Harichandran
Would be a good selection.

Close maids of Chandramathi
Briefed her about his beauty.
After hearing about him,
She fell in love with him.

In the main assembly hall
Kings were seated well.
There, she was led

By her close maid.

Her gorgeous bridal dress,
Enhanced her beautiful face,
That highly did impress

All the assembled Kings.

One of her maids followed,
King after king, she introduced,
But her eyes were looking for

Harichandran, her dream lover.

At last, when the turn came,
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On hearing Harichandran’s name,
She saw him very closely,
Who looked so lovely.

“Is she a married woman? ”
Asked King Harichandran,
After seeing the nuptial thali
Tied around her neck closely.

Chandradayan heard this,
And explained him the cause,
That it was Shiva’s boon,
What he had actually seen.

Chandramathi was worried
And threw the garland

That straight went and fell
On Harichandran’s neck well.

Other kings felt unhappy,
While he was too happy
To receive her garland
From her lovely hand.

The wedding followed
And they got married.

It was a lovely first night,
Happily they both spent.

It was time for them

To leave Kannoj Kingdom,
From there, they all came
Back to Ayodhya Kingdom.

Chandramathi conceived.
In due course she delivered
A cute handsome boy

To their boundless joy.

They named him Devadasan,

And till he reached seven,
They both lived happily,
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Free from any worry.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(harichandran) 06 Lord Indran’s Court

The Heavenly Amaravati
Is the Lord Indran’s City,
That was ruled by him,
For a very long time.

He was the Chief Lord,

Of all the Junior Lords,

Who controlled earth, moon, sun,
Space, air, fire, rain and so on.

His court was busy ever.
Reports from far and near
Came to him thro’ his juniors
For his review and orders.

To cheer up Lord Indran
And his courtiers often

The celestial dancers danced
O’er the music that flowed.

A Mini-Heaven it was,
Where top-rank dancers
Like Rambha, Urvasi,
Menaka danced busily.

In his magnificent throne

Was seated Lord Indran

With Indrani, his consort,

And he reviewed every report.

Many Sages were seated.
Discussions went on heated.
Among them was Sage Vashista,
Besides the Sage Viswamithra.

Indran asked, “Which king
Among all kings was ruling
With justice and fair play
In the world of today? ”
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Vashista replied, “Harichandran
King of Ayodhya is the one

The best among all of them
For his justice and wisdom.”

Viswamithra said, “Harichandran

Is a liar, a thief, a cunning man.

He goes after others’ wives,

How do you say, the best king he’s? ”

Vashista said, “You're a liar.

Your words are too unfair.

For this, your tongue will burn

To condemn such an honest man.”

Viswamithra replied, “A liar,
Not me, but you are.

It's your tongue that’ll burn,
When you praise a bad man.”

Indran pacified them both.
He pulled them from wrath.
To prove who was correct
He asked them for a bet.

Vashista said, “All my penance
I'll give up completely if once
It's proved that I'm a liar,

And will do penance never.”

Viswamithra said, “I'll forego
Half of my penance, if it’s so
Proved by him that I'm a liar.”
His words burst out like fire.

The court came to an end.
To their places, all dispersed.
Thus the period of trial began
For the poor Harichandran.
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(harichandran) 07 A Cunning Plot

Sage Viswamithra came down
Taking leave from Indran,
He felt, "Out of my dislike
For Vashista, I had to speak.”

“Against such a noble King
Adversely I was speaking.
Yet, I shall prove that

My words are correct.”

Other Sages called on him
To find out from him
About his trip to heaven
And interview with Indran.

Viswamithra didn’t mention,
On the fight o’er Harichandran,
But told, “Indran wants us

To perform a fire sacrifice.”

“You all go to Harichandran,
And ask him for a donation,
For performing this sacrifice
At appropriate time and place.”

They approached Harichandran,
Who promised to give donation,
But they told him to give it,
Whenever they wanted it.

They passed on this message
To Viswamithra, the Sage,
Who, after some days, went
The promised sum to get.

When the king asked

How much he wanted,

He mentioned an amount
That was difficult to count.
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“How much distance a stone
Goes upward when thrown
From the back of an elephant,
That much amount I want.”

For this, the King agreed,
But the cunning Sage said,
“I shall take this amount
Later on, whenever I want.”

The Sage left the palace.

He then went to a place,
Where he called birds, lions,
Tigers, and elephants.

He ordered, “"Go now
And destroy somehow
All the crops, plants
Cattle and houses.”

As he told, they all did.
This was unexpected.
The loss was total.
Badly, it hit the people.

They came to the King
And told him everything.
He gave from the treasury
Relief to them liberally.

Taxes levy was exempted.
The treasury got emptied.
With no income for the year,
The rich king became poor.

This was the first step

In the Sage’s plot to keep
Harichandran in dire poverty,
That'll force him to tell a lie.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 419



Rajaram Ramachandran

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 420



(harichandran) 08 The Hunting Expedition

The Sage’s unkind action
Brought a total destruction
Of lives and property

In the entire country.

As wild animals attacked,
The people were scared.
When the King asked,
His ministers replied:

“The situation is alarming.
So, we'll go for hunting,
That'll create a terror

And drive them out in fear.”
He immediately gave orders
To call for all the hunters.
Hunters with their spears,
Came in countless numbers.

Dogs, white, black, red,
In various colors chased.
Drummers drummed
Torch bearers followed.

Cart load of ropes,

Big nets and traps
Were carried to catch
Animals after a watch.

They took strong bows,
With plenty of arrows,
To kill wild animals
Roaming in jungles.

With Chandramathi, his consort
Harichandran went in his chariot
To hunt the wild animals

And kill the ferocious creatures,
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The King’s brave soldiers
Joining with the hunters,
Chased all the animals
Deep into the jungles.

Many were trapped.
Many were Kkilled.

They burnt jungles

Out came more animals.

Animals burned in fire.
Some ran away in fear.
Blood flowed like river.
It was a scene of horror.

With their complaints
Escaped animals went
To Viswamithra then
For his merciful action.

He created a wild pig,
That was unusually big
To defeat Harichandran,
That was his next plan.

The magical pig killed,
As many as it attacked.
To the King, hunters ran,
For their safe protection,

The king became hot.
His one arrow shot
Blew the pig out
Killing it on the spot.

The King then went
And rested in his tent.
In his sleep that night

A bad dream he dreamt.

He married in his dream
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Five wives at a time,
One he gave to a hermit,
The second one ran out.

Without food that day,
The third passed away.
Her eyes, the fourth lost.
The fifth stayed till last.

Next day, he sent for

His wise chief minister,
Who explained to him
How to unfold the dream.

“It means, you'll lose

Your kingdom, besides
Wealth, wife, and child

But win back all at the end.”

Chandramathi felt sorry,
But said, “Let us not worry
As we've committed no sin,

And truth shall always win.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(harichandran) 09 The Next Plan

After his magic pig was shot
Viswamithra became very hot.
He thought of the next plan
To defame King Harichandran.

From his two nostrils
Came two young girls
They were like women
From low-caste-born

They had charming faces.
And wore sexy dresses.
They had fine voices,
Like those of cuckoos.

Their music did make
Even the dead awake.
The next action plan,
To explain, he began.

“Go to King Harichandran.
Your music let him listen.
Take no gifts, not even one.
Let him accept you, in return.”
They did as commanded

And thereafter demanded
They be as wives taken,

As a token of appreciation.

The king offered wealth
To the maidens both,

But they still insisted on
Marriage, again and again.

The king was stubborn.
They brought an accusation,
That a thief he was then

In refusing them to own.
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“Send them to prison.
They're making a fun

In demanding like this
That appears ridiculous.”

Before soldiers went near,
They both ran out of fear,
And went to the Sage

With their tears and rage.

When the girls cried out,
The Sage was quite upset.
He rushed to the spot
Where the king took rest.

He said, “Oh King, listen
You've no compassion
For the pig or the girls

I sent with my orders.”

“Marry the two girls,

Or receive my curse.”
His eyes became red
With anger, he displayed.

The king said, “How can

A king take inferior women?

I would give up my possessions
Than marrying these women.”

The Sage took up his word
And with no hesitation said,
“Then give me all your wealth
For not marrying them both.”

The King took the water
From the adjacent river
And poured it in Sage’s hands

In fulfillment of his demands.

The Sage accepted this offer.
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He made the king a pauper
And then gave him a curse
As he rejected both the girls.

“You’ll work under

A low caste master

As a menial servant, ”
And then away he went.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(harichandran) 10 Left The City Ayodhya (I)

Harichandran had to leave
Ayodhya, once he gave

All his wealth to the Sage
To cool him from his rage

He gave up his throne,
Took his wife and son,
Moved out of the palace
To an unknown place.

Aloud the people wept,
Beating their faces, chests,
To show their distress,
As they were helpless.

The three went in bear foot,
On the route that was hot.
The people couldn’t bear it,
And felt very much hurt.

“The King was liberal

In giving charity to all.
Why a noble soul is driven
To this sad situation? ”

“The Sage is so merciless
Not even a small house
He gave to this family

To stay here comfortably.”

“Can we believe the Sage,
Who's ever in a fit of rage,
That he’ll take care of us
In the King’s absence.”

Like this, people were talking,
As the three were walking,
With their heads down

To a destination unknown.
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In the west the sun set,
As if it was quite upset
With their bear foot
Minding not its heat.

What all people said,
Secretly the Sage heard,
To know their reaction
On his cunning action.

Tears the ministers shed
When the King said,
“Here I'll never return

To the land that is given.”

Openly some shouted out,
“We'll throw the Sage out.
Oh King, we want you here.”
They said this with tears.

“How can a Sage handle
A spear in a battle?
As he cannot fight,
He’s fit to live in forest.”

From the hiding spot,
The Sage came out,

The King fell on his feet
With due humble respect.

The Sage said, “I'll give
Back what all you gave.
If you don't take them

You'll cause me harm.”

He replied, “"Once given,
The kingdom is not mine.
Oh Sage, I'll never take,

Even if you give it back.”

For all the tricks played
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The King never yielded.
Yet, the sage did his best
And continued his test.

The Sage said, “I doubt

How you’ll now treat

Your previous tall promise

Of help for my fire sacrifice? ”

The King fell at his feet
And said, “I'll send it
Thro’ your messenger.
I'll cheat you never.”

The Sage sent Sukran
Behind Harichandran,
To collect the dues

In the next few days.

He also told Sukran

“You take your commission
From this Harichandran
Besides the dues of mine.”

“If he fails within time
You just make him
Tell a lie, at least one,
And leave him then.”

Saying this, the Sage left.
The King made a request
To the guards and ministers,
“Don't fail in your duties.”

“You serve the Sage well.
Take care of the people.
Now, go to your place
And live in peace.”

Tears Minister Sathyakeerthi shed.

With folded hands he said,
“Let me also come with you
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And serve as I served you.”

Saying this, he fainted.
His loyalty, it showed.
The King felt for him
And agreed to take him.

Chandramathi shed tears
Before leaving the borders
Of the great Ayodhya City
While the people felt pity.

Their life became tough.
The paths were rough.
The heat of the desert
Scorched their bare foot.

On the way, rain or sun,
They had to run

For shelter in caves

Or under giant trees.

Sathyakeerthi carried the son
O’er his shoulders in the sun
When walking in desert

That burnt his tender foot.

Chandramathi refused
When the King offered
Just to carry her
O’er his shoulder.

She said, “It is a sin,
To cause you pain,
And when you suffer
Let me also suffer.”

Poisonous Cobras
Besides scorpions
Crossed their paths
Nights and days.
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For Chandramathi,

It was so uneasy

To see them on the way
Almost every day.

River Gomathi, they crossed.
In the sands they rested.
Sathyakeerthi brought
Some fresh fruits to eat.

For the dues, Sukran asked.
To go further, he refused.
The King then promised

Soon, the dues would be paid.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(harichandran) 11 Left The City Ayodhya (Part Ii)

Sathyakeerthi brought fruits
Which they all ate,

But Sukran did protest

That it wasn't sufficient.

He said, “I don't eat
Mere fruits and nuts,

I need regular food

The one nicely cooked.”

Harichandran said,

“No other good food
Except fruits and nuts
We can find in forests.”

“This now you take,
Please, for my sake,
When we reach the city
We'll get food plenty.”

“T'll see that you get
Cooked food to eat

Also the dues are paid.”
This much he assured.

The Sage Viswamithra sent
Fearful devils and ghosts
Just to terrorize them
Without killing them.

They moved on and on
Despite storm or rain,

Until they reached near
The holy Ganges River.

It gave them little pleasure,
To take bath in the river.
For rest, they went then
To a nice flower garden.
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It was time for the sunset.
They stayed there for rest
And quiet that night went
With no unusual event.

The sound of tigers
Lions and elephants,
Disturbed not their sleep
As it was so deep.

Next day, Sukran said,
“Further tortures to avoid,
Better, take back your land
Forget your promise, friend.”

He tried to tempt the King,
Who was not yielding

To such temptations

As a man of principles.

They crossed the River Sona.
And then the River Yamuna.
Moving from place to place
Gave them tiresome experience.

Suddenly, the Sage appeared.
To the King, he said,

“Out of pity, I came here.
Yes, it's too late never.”

“Say you didn’t give free
Any of your lands to me,
Then they become yours.
Be free from such ordeals.”

The King said, “Never I'll say
Today or any other day,
Just to satisfy you, a lie

Despite troubles I may buy.”

“Such an act would mean,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Take back the alms given
From a beggar and then eat
Without shame or self-respect.”

“At least, marry my two girls
And go free from such ordeals.
You’ll then be happy

And make me also happy.”

He replied, “Desire on gold,
Land and maid is no good,
And it shall be, to anyone
Never on other’s compulsion.”

“Will anyone vomit

And then back eat it?
Such a disgusting act
It'll be, back if I take it.”

The Sage said, “Twice
You must think, not once,
When you give alms,

To win or lose others.”

The King replied, “Throw me
In fire or into pieces cut me,
Still I'll not take back again
What was once given.”

The hot sage shouted,
“For this, be prepared

To face further ordeals
And serious troubles.”

He thought of Sukran,
Who came there then.
He gave him instructions
To give them more pains.

He asked the Fire God

Around them to spread
And create more fear
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Without going near.

Fire God replied,

“I'm so afraid

Of Chandramathi
For her chastity.”

“Yet, I must obey you,

To avoid curse from you, "
Near them fire came

But didn’t burn them.

’

When asked, Sukran said,
“Fire will not subside

Until a royal body it eats
This is what I forecast.”

The minister offered first,
The king offered second,
The mother came third,
And the son, as the last.

But the fire didn't go near,

As it had its own fear

Against the heat of chastity,
That came from Chandramathi.

With all their anxiety,
They reached Kasi City,
Where they could find
A new life of some kind.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(harichandran) 12 In The City Of Kasi

Kasi was a well known city,
Noted for its culture and beauty.
The bees hummed in the fields.
Honey flowed from flowers.

Hearing the songs of parrots
The trees gave their fruits.
The plants in the gardens

In the air, shook their heads.

The faces, hands, legs, of girls
Resembled more like lotus,
Their mouths, like lilies,

With their blue-lily eyes.

Circling o’er them, the bees
Mistook them all for lotus,
They added more beauty
To this beautiful city.

For the dues outstanding,
Sukran was after the King.
How to settle the same?
And that too in short time?

The King told Sathyakeerthi
“In the market, sell me
And pay Sukran the dues.
Now, I've no other clues.”

The minister said like this:
“Sell me and pay the dues.
How can I sell my master?
You’'re more like my mother.”

The King said, “I should suffer,
As that was the Sage’s desire.”
He appreciated the minister
And rejected his offer.
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In Viswanath temple, they prayed.
Then in an inn, they stayed.
Chandramathi cooked food.
Sumptuous food everyone had.

Sukran was so vehement
He insisted on the payment.
Of dues, the same day

With no further delay.

He had nothing to pay
On the very same day,
And helpless he was
To settle the dues.

Chandramathi said then,
“Sell me with my son,
For a reasonable sum
And this day, pay him.”

He said, "Oh God,
How can I sell my kid
With his dear mother?
I'll do this never.”

“For a king, duty is first,
And his love comes next.
It's the fate that rules us.”
She consoled him like this.

Tears rolled in his eyes,
When for a fair price,
He tried to sell them,
Cursing his bad time.

As none could afford,
No one came forward
To buy mother and kid,

For such a heavy bid.

Though the price was high,
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A Brahmin came to buy.
He paid the fixed sum
To his house took them.

Before leaving she cried,
Devadasan cried aloud.
Harichandran swooned
When they both departed.

To pacify, the minister tried,
But still the king cried,

Sukran got the full amount,
But demanded his payment.

After a long persuasion
Minister took Harichandran
To the market place near
And waited for a buyer.

One Veeravagu by name,
To buy him, he came.
He wanted a servant
In his own burning ghat.

Minister sold Harichandran

For ten thousand gold coins.
Veeravagu posted him to the ghat
Where dead bodies were burnt.

Sukran got his payment.
To meet the sage he went.
The King turned servant
To the burning ghat went.

His wage was, mouthful-rice
That came with dead bodies
For him to cook and eat

After burning the bodies out.

The cloth covering the dead
With a quarter piece of gold
Was taken by his master,
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As the burning ghat owner.

A great king of the past
Later became a servant.
What was its root cause?
It was the Sage’s curse.

What a pathetic scene
To see this king, the one
Reduced to a menial state?

Was it due to his “Fate”?

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(harichandran) 13 Servant In The Graveyard.

Chandramathi and Devadasan
The two got up early morn,
And did odd jobs as menials
In the Brahmin’s house.

To remove the husk from paddy
She had to pound them daily.
The hands became red

With patches of blood.

Women in the neighborhood,
On seeing her plight pitied.
She was never used to

Such hard jobs hitherto.

He picked up from woods
Dried twigs for fire ovens.
Also he brought sacred grass
For Brahmin’s fire sacrifice.

He was often beaten

For no proper reason.

In that tender age, the boy
Knew not what was joy?

One tragic day, he went
Some dried grass to cut,
Alas, a deadly cobra bit

And he died on the spot.

It was the Sage Viswamithra,
Who sent for this Cobra.
What for the heartless Sage
Took his life in a tender age?

His mother was worried.
The other children carried
This sad news to her,
That was a shock to her.
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She asked the Brahmin

To give her permission

For seeing her dead son
But he had no compassion.

He said, "One servant
For whom I paid, is lost.
To lose another servant
How can I now permit? ”

She begged, “"As a mother
Not as a servant here,
Please send me there,
Otherwise, it’s not fair.”

His heart unusually melted.
To go to his son, he allowed.
There, the poor mother ran
Fast with the other children.

She searched and found
His body on the ground.
She took him on her lap.
Aloud, she began to weep.

“Oh my dear son,
Hear me, you're born,
Like a king, to rule,
But now lying cool.”

“You trekked in the desert.
You walked in the forest.

With hunger, you fell down.
Now dead, you're ever down.”

“What great sin I did
To see my dead kid?
Why I'm deprived
Of my only child? ”

“To peck your body,
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Vultures are ready
To grab your body,
Jackals are ready.”

“When your dear father.
One day, comes here,
To see his only son,
How can I explain? ”

“Oh God, is this

Your fair justice?

You took away my kid
When he’s still a bud? ”

“My heart bleeds.

My stomach burns.
I've lost my eye.

I'm still alive, why? ”

“If the Sage is punishing us,
Why you too, God, do this?
Oh God, You kill me too.

To make it number two.”

To the burning ghat,
With the body, she went.
And took dry woods.

To burn the dead.

Harichandran saw this
And told her the rules,
“Before burning the dead,
My fees should be paid.”

“One mouthful rice,
A white cloth piece,
Gold coin, a quarter
These three, my fees are.”

She fell down flat,
And caught his feet.
She said, “I'm very poor.
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And an unfortunate mother.”

He said, “I'm a slave

To the owner of this grave,
And cannot disobey

His orders any day.”

She pleaded once again,
For his compassion

But he was so stubborn

To stick to his condition.

He said, “I see one
Valuable sacred chain
Around your neck tied.
As poor, why you lied? ”

Her thoughts thus ran,
How a low caste man

Could have easily seen
Her sacred gold chain?

She said, “This chain

Is the God-given-one
And it can be seen
Only by Harichandran.”

When he understood

That his son was dead
And she was his wife,
He fell into utter grief.

For a moment, he felt
A big stone fell and hit
His head to break it

Into pieces, bit by bit.

He cried, "Oh my son.

To you, what I've done?
As I failed in my duty,
On me, you had no pity.”
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“Because I had sold you
And back not brought you,
Perhaps, you disliked me
And gone away from me.”

“I gave you no chance
To enjoy as a prince

In our famous palace,
But sold you for a price.”

She came to know then
He was none other than
Her king, her dear husband
In that graveyard land.

She said, “"Can we avoid
Whatever is destined?
No, we cannot avoid.
This is the will of God.”

‘My lord, don’t regret.
I know, you did a lot,
Whatever on this earth
To establish the truth.”

“Your glory will reach

And, no doubt, touch

The hearts of everyone

On the earth and heaven.”

He said, “I'm helpless
In collecting the fees,
So, get it somehow
And bring it now.”

She knew, he was one,
A true principled man,
So, she told, “I'll get it

From my master and pay it.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(harichandran) 14 Servant In The Graveyard (Ii)

Chandramathi had a doubt,
How her master would react,
If the required fees she asked
To pay in the graveyard.

Some thieves killed
The Kasi King’s child
Threw away the dead
On the road side.

She saw this dead body,
Mistook it for her boy,
Thinking that some ghost
Would have thrown it.

She kept it on her lap

Loudly began to weep

That attracted passersby
Who showed their sympathy.

But the guards caught her,
And repeatedly bet her,
Thinking she had killed,
For jewels, the king’s child.

“It’s not at all worth
Now to tell the truth,
As none would take it
Even I had said that.”

She thought like this,
And uttered some lies,
That a devil she was
Eating the dead corpse.

Out of her frustration,
She took this decision,
As she wished to join

Her son in the heaven.
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The guards dragged her
And then tied her near
The palace main gate
To decide on her fate.

The king, again and again,
Asked her for the reason.
She told, "I liked to eat
The child’s tender meat.”

“I'm a devil with an appetite
For eating any child’s meat.
So, I killed your son

For the same reason.”

From her innocent look
The minister never took
Her for a murderess

But a woman in distress.

The guards maintained
That she only killed
The innocent child

As she had admitted.

“Find out other foot prints
If any, leaving her prints,
To know none was there,
At that time, excepting her.”

Like this, when the king said,
Viswamithra, by magic, erased
All the other foot prints
Barring her foot prints.

The guards told the fact
For the king to react.
He still held a doubt,
That she was innocent.

“If she’s not the killer,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

446



I cannot kill her.
If she’s the Kkiller,
I cannot leave her.”

In this dilemma he was.
What was the real cause?
He couldn’t reason it out.
Next day, he decided it.

He ordered the executioner
Veeravagu, the owner

Of the graveyard

To cut off her head.

On the way to graveyard

Some pitied and talked:

“Like moon she has her face,
And her hands like lotus stems.”
“Will such a woman Kkill?

We don’t think she will.”

They bet their head

Aloud they all cried.

Some said, “She must
Be the Kkiller worst

From her confession

And her own admission.”

To the graveyard, she was led
Harichandran recognized

Her as Chandramathi

And showed her pity.

She consoled him
Again this time
To do his duty
Without any pity.

As a sincere executioner

Harichandran took her
To the city’s outskirt,
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Passing street after street.

Viswamithra came
There right in time.
He advise Harichandran
Not to remain stubborn.

He insisted, “It's not late
Even now, if you admit
You'll get back your freedom
And also the lost kingdom.”

“The dead will come alive
And happily you'll live.
This last chance I give,
I hope, you'll receive.”

They rejected his offer.
Death, she did prefer.

He showed no interest
For the lands in the least.

Having lost his face,

Viswamithra left the place.
Indran confirmed the defeat.

Of the Sage, who went in retreat.

Harichandran prayed God.

And Chandramathi her husband,
As for the wife, her God

Was her respected husband.

He held the sword high,
To behead her, he did try,
But as a garland it fell

Around her neck well.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(harichandran) 15 Back To Normal Life

Just as gold, heated in fire,
Became pure and fair,
Chandramathi became pure
With her appearance fair.

Like a well polished gem,
King Harichandran became.
All the Gods in Heaven
Blessed them, one by one.

Viswamithra came again
There, telling every one,
He only made Harichandran
Popular and well known.

His defeat, he didn’t mind.
But his success, he claimed
To boost up the King’s name
To the height of fame.

What Sage Vashista told
In all his words bold,
At the end, came out
True in letter and spirit.

Shiva with Parvathi,
Vishnu with Lakshmi,
Brahma with Saraswati
All blessed them happily.

Lord Murgan pulled
Child Devadasan’s hand
Who at once got up

As if rose from sleep.

Also, Kasi King’s son
Came to life again

As if he got up

From his normal sleep.
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When Shiva asked

Who was defeated
Viswamithra replied

That he himself was defeated.

He gave back the land
But the King refused.
He asked the King

Why he was hesitating?

He said, “"Once given
How can it be mine?
Now, you're the ruler.
Here, I'm the server.”

The Sage said, “I was
A king like you once,
And became a Sage
At a later Stage.”

“This drama is just to prove,
Your faith in truth and love.
In my defeat you gained.

In your gain, I feel proud.”

“The Brahmin who bought
Your wife and son, in fact,

Is the Fire God, in disguise,
Who helped me in the tests.”

“Veeravagu is Lord of death,

Who helped me on this earth,
As a master of the graveyard
To make your life hard.”

In place of the graveyard
A beautiful garden appeared.
The burning bodies disappeared.

There, sacred fires appeared.

It was all the design
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Of the great heaven
To test Harichandran,
In that, at last, he won.

Shiva advised him to take

His lands and go back

To rule the Ayodhya Kingdom,
With his courage and wisdom.

The End

Rajaram Ramachandran
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(vivekananda) Where To Go For Help?

Swamiji was stuck up at Chigago.
For help, where should he go?

He had no single friend

In that strange foreign land.

At first, for help, he contacted
The Theosophical Society’s head
The same, they promised,

If he supported their creed.

As most of their principles
Were found unacceptable,
He refused their request
To extend his support.

That source then failed.
Someone there advised,
“Go to Boston, better,
That place is cheaper.”

He took a train to Boston.
And as a divine sanction,
A wealthy lady came
In the train with him.

His dress attracted her,
And she gave an offer
To take him as her guest
And financially support.

Miss Kate Sanborn was
That kind Lady hostess,
Who took care of him

In her place, all the time.

To meet, many people came.
Each one questioned him

On the Indian social customs
And their religious practices.
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The lady, Mrs. Johnson,
Superintendent of prison,
The one kept for women,
Took him to that prison.

It didn’t look a prison,
But as a humanitarian
Rehabilitation centre

For women prisoners.

He had one more visitor,
J.J. Wright, a Professor
Of Harvard University,
On a special study.

The professor encouraged him
To represent Hinduism

In the Parliament of Religion,
A forum for each nation.

Mr. Wright wrote to his friend,
“Here is a man more learned
Than our learned professors
All of them put together.”

This friend was the Chairman
Of the Parliament of Religion,
Who gave his permission

To Swamiji without hesitation.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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01 (Sakuntala) The Hunting Expedition

The chariot of the King,
Dushyanta, was chasing,
In the deep forest, a deer,
That ran away fast, in fear.

The ground was rough.
It was a task so tough
For him to keep pace
And continue his chase.

“Why, Oh Charioteer,
We cannot see the deer,
Despite our quick chase
Behind it, so close? ”

“Oh King, here I found

This uneven level ground,

So, tightly the reins I held

To slacken the chariot’s speed.”

“Why can’t you go faster?
Loosen the reins, better.
So, we can trace the deer.
It must be somewhere here.”
He loosened his tight grip,
And drew his long whip.

The steeds then galloped
And picked up top speed.

It was like the chariot
Flying on the air fast,
Raising high the dust
To the blue-sky-height.

Amidst the rattling noise,
There came up a voice,
“Oh king, don't kill this.
To hermitage, it belongs.”
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“Use not your skill
Innocent ones to Kill.

Use your sharp weapon,
For their very protection.”

Hearing this, the chariot,
Came to a screeching halt.
The king saw a young hermit
Running towards him fast.

The deer had its narrow
Escape from his arrow,
As he withdrew his aim
And didn’t do any harm.

“Oh king, you’re so noble.

To spare this innocent animal.
You'll be blessed with a son,
Universally, the most popular one.”

“Now, we're going out,
Dried sticks, to collect
A few, here and there,
For our sacrificial fire.”

“Yonder, Kanva, the sage
Has a peaceful hermitage,
Just near the Malini River.
You can take rest there.”

“The hospitality you deserve,
There, you'll certainly receive.
The religious rites you'll watch,
There, humanity, they’ll teach.”

The King asked them,
“Is the Sage at home? ”
As he was too eager

To meet him, that hour.

“No King, his daughter,
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Sakuntala, stays there.
She does these duties,
Of honouring all guests.”

“To Somathirtha, he went
To appease her ill-fate, ”
They replied like this,
And left that place.

The king left the chariot,
At a distance, to meet
Sakuntala, the daughter,

After a bath in the river.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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02 (Sakuntala) Visit To The Hermitage

In the absence of Kanva, the Sage,
Dushyanta went to the hermitage,
To meet Sakuntala, his daughter,
Curiously as a surprise visitor.

A holy atmosphere around,
On the way, the king found,
Besides many signs of peace,
A place fit for penance.

Parrots lived in tree-holes,
Spilling down paddy grains,
Thus covering the tree-base
With a blanket of grains!

Oil-seeds fallen and broken,
To the stones, gave a shine!
Unmindful of a chariot near,
Deer grazed there with no fear.

Water dripping on floors
From the wet-bark-dresses
Showed straight the path
Leading to a river-bath.

Deep canals washed the tree-roots,
When the wind pushed their waves.
Soot from fire blackened the leaves
Thus showing pale dullness.

With no fears bound,
Young deer ran around,
Grazing in the wet plains
With half-cut sacred-grass.

He said, “"Oh charioteer,
Stop the chariot here,
Far away, at a distance,
From this holy place.”
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“We should not cause,

Any kind of disturbance,

Or even an inconvenience

To the residents of this place.”

“Take my royal jewels,
And these harmful bows.
Let me go in humble dress,
Without making any fuss.”

“Give the horses a wash,
With water, cool and fresh,
So, they’ll be fit to run

By the time, I return.”

He proceeded straight
To the entrance gate
Of the pious hermit

To pay his humble visit.

“How silent this place is?
Why my arm throbs?
Will my wish fulfill?

Who knows God’s will? ”

“"What's destined to happen
Will no doubt happen.

And find its way anywhere
Any time, here or there.”

He saw three young girls
More like beautiful pearls,
Carrying their water pots
Just to water the plants.

“Such beauties are rare
In palaces, anywhere,
But I find them here

So pretty like a creeper.”

“This fact none can refute,
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That a creeper in a forest
Is far better than one
Growing in a garden.”

A thought of this kind,
Rolled into his mind,
On seeing the three girls

Even in their bark-dresses.

Rajaram Ramachandran

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 459



03 (Sakuntala) Dushyanta Saw Sakuntala

The three girls, Sakuntala,
Anusuya and Pryamvada,
Were watering the roots
Of the garden plants.

Anusuya said, “Your father
Gave this task to his daughter,
As he seems to love more
The plants than his daughter.”

Sakuntala replied, “"More than this
Of carrying out his orders,

I love all these plants

Like my own sisters.”

Pryamvada then said,
“We've already watered
Plants flowering in summer
Yet, our job is not o’er.”

“Let us water such of those,
Stopped blooming flowers,
As it'll be a loveable action,
Expecting nothing in return.”

“What an excellent thought, ”
Sakuntala spelled it out.
While they were all busy,

The plants became happy.

In the eyes of Dushyanta

The beauty of Sakuntala
Appeared to be so excellent

It made him mad for a moment.

“How the Sage allowed,

Her beauty got imprisoned
In this unusual bark-dress,
That shows his ignorance.”
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“To allow this beauty,
Into a profession holy,
Is like axing a tree top
With a lotus petal tip.”

Sakuntala spoke to Anusuya
“This knot tied by Pryamvada
O’er my bark-dress is tight,
So, you just loosen it.”

Anusuya loosened the knot,

And said, “"Blame your bust
That heaved and held it so tight.
Your age is the cause for it.”

Dushyanta mentally agreed
To what Anusuya said,

And he thought for a while
The handicap of this girl.

He thought, “The bark-dress
Covering her twin breasts

Didn't display well her grace,
Like a flower behind leaves.”

“Even in a pond muddy,
The lotus has its beauty.
Having dark spots, the moon
With its beauty does shine.”

“The bark-dressed-woman
Has still her charm to retain.
Is there a need to beautify
A beauty that's so already? ”

Sakuntala drew attention
To a Mango tree then,
And said, “Look, its leaves

Invite me with their fingers.”

Near the tree, she stood
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But Pryamvada remarked,
“It appears the tree married,
You, like a creeper by its side.”

This dialogue went on

Like this, one by one,

About each other’s marriage
A kind of talk for their age.

Dushyanta hid behind a tree,
But was able to hear and see
Their lovely talks and actions
And each one’s prying questions.

Their slender waists, giggling voices,
Swan like walks, lovely talks,

Love for plants, young and old,

Kept him busy as he watched.

He also thought, “Yes,
True, what Pryamvada says
About Sakuntala’s beauty
And her feminine modesty.”

“Her red lower lip, like sprouts,
Her arms, like tender twigs,
Her body, like beautiful flowers,
Spoke high of her features.”

Anusuya said, “Sakuntala, see
This wonderful mango tree,
That takes the Jasmine creeper
As his bride and lover.”

“You named this Jasmine,

As ‘forest-moon-shine.’

It looks like, with her buds,

The mango tree, she just weds.”

“As made for each other,

See the mango tree’s offer
To this Jasmine creeper
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His fruits, as his chosen lover.”

While Sakuntala was keen

In watching this scene,
Pryamvada asked, “"What for
You're keen on this, I'm clear.”

“Like the Jasmine married
Mango tree, as her husband,
You also wish to marry one,
From your own selection.”

Sakuntala replied, “Perhaps
It's your wish that speaks.”
While watering the plants,

She gave these comments.

Anusuya said, “I heard,
Your father once told,

For your wedding soon,
He was very much keen.”

This kind of lovely talk
And their friendly walk
In the flower garden

Went on and on.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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04 (Sakuntala) Sakuntala Entertained Dushyanta

While closely watching Sakuntala,
A doubt came to Dushyanta,
“Was she born to his father,
Thro’ a different caste mother? ”

“Since she covets my mind,
As queen she’s fit, I find.
When there’s a doubt
Better, I get the fact.”

Sakuntala shouted, “Help me.
O’er my face flies a black bee.
From jasmine bush, it came,
I'm afraid of the same.”

The black bee circled around
Her worried face, he found.
Her eye brows danced

O’er her eyes, he observed.

He was jealous of the bee,
“Oh bee, you're so free

To touch her eye brows

And tell secrets in her ears.”

“Oh you honey-stealing-bee,
Near her, you're lucky to be,
To taste her nectar like lower lip,
Despite her chasing you up.”

“While I'm waiting here

To know the facts from her,
You're fortunate to be near
And move closely with her.”

She cried aloud again,
“My cry here is in vain.
Friends, please help me.
From this bee, save me.”
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“"Who're we to help you?
Dushyanta will help you
Think of him, he’s the best.
As he rules this holy forest.”

Like this, her friends told.
When Dushyanta heard,
For help, he rushed out,
And before them he went.

“Under the command,

Of Puru lies this land,
Where punishment is given
To the criminals known.”

“"Who's that culprit

In this holy spot

Who dares to tease
These young virgins? ”

Anusuya answered him

“A big bee is causing harm
To Sakuntala, who's scared.
She’s simply worried.”

He asked Sakuntala then,
“Hope you're all fine?

Do you perform penance,
Without any hindrance?

Sakuntala stood confused
She didn’t utter a word.
Anusuya then advised her
To serve him food and water.

He was shown a cool seat,
Under the tree-shade to sit,
By Pryamvada, as a guest,

Who needed proper rest.

"I feel already honoured
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By your kind words, ” he said,
So, I need nothing else,
Well, nothing more or less.”

“All of you may be tired,
So, here you be seated.”
They heard his request
And with him they sat.

Sakuntala felt, "How’'s it
I get unholy thought,
When I just meet

This unusual guest? ”

Destiny played its role,
Perhaps, for this girl
To have this young man,

As a partner of her own.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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05 (Sakuntala) The Story Behind

The girls sat with Dushyanta,
While the heart of Sakuntala,
Felt a strange feeling of love
That entered her mind somehow.

Anusuya broke the silence first.

“We find from your talk, you're great.
Which land feels sorry without you?
Here, what has brought you? ”

Hiding the fact, he said,

“I'm a minister appointed

By Puru’s King to supervise
Whatever be the religious rites.”

“I came here to see
That you're all free

To do these rites
Without any obstacles.”

“How the Sage Kanva
Had his daughter Sakuntala,
When celibacy, in fact,
He observed through out? ”

The story, Anusuya narrated

“Child Sakuntala was abandoned
Both by Kowsika, her father,

And Menaka, her celestial mother.”

“Kowsika, a King he was,

And did penance for years.

A Royal Sage he became

Thus earned ‘Rajarishi’ name.”

“Devas became jealous
With his long penance.
So, they sent a celestial
Nymph Menaka to spoil.”
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“She came before him
And closely wooed him.
Baby Sakuntala was born
As a result of this union.”

“So, Sakuntala was born
To a girl from the heaven, ”
Dushyanta was surprised
And this remark he passed.

“Such a matchless beauty
And a graceful body,

Will a woman too earthly,

In her womb bear so easily? ”

“The light of a lightning,
That's highly dazzling,
Doesn’t flash and come
From this earth, any time.”

On hearing this praise,
The words of a man wise,
She kept her look down
Out of shy, a natural one.

He said, “Let me know this;
Against all the obstacles

In this forest ascetic life

Does she want a married life? ”

“Or, she wants to stay here
With all her pet deer,

As she has her eyes
Similar to these pets.”

“Her holy father desired, ”
Pryamvada replied,
“She should be handed

To a suitable husband.”

“Even in this ascetic life
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He wants her to be a wife
Of one having a desire
To accept and marry her.”

Dushyanta was happy,
That his desire was slowly
Reaching the other side,

Like fire spreading wide.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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06 (Sakuntala) Path Set For The Lovers

Sakuntala stood up to go
But Anusuya said “No,
To leave our guest here
It's no good and fair.”

To stop her from going,
Dushyanta was thinking,

But he felt that such an act
Would be a breach of etiquette.

On his part, it wasn't fair
To simply follow her,

A girl from a hermitage
And a daughter of a sage.

Pryamvada told her
“You’'ve to pour water
To these thirsty trees
Twice, as our practice.”

“As they had it one time,
Give them second time
And then you can go
Winding up this show.”
Dushyanta replied her,
“It may not be fair

To give her anymore
Trouble at this hour.”

“Tired her hands are
Carrying pots of water.
Breathless now she is.
On her face sweat flows.”

“With her freed hair knot,
She’s trying to set it right.
This debt of her I'll clear,

If you all deem it fair.”
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Like this, he was saying,
And passed on his ring.
They checked it to find
A royal sign engraved.

To clear their doubt,

He said, “It's a gift,

His Majesty gave me.
Now, her debt, it'll free.”

Pryamvada then replied,
“Your every kind word,
We all happily heard,
Nothing else we need!

A dual mind, Sakuntala had.

In their talk she was interested,
But was pretending to go,
When they said, “"Not to go.”

Actually Dushyanta felt,
“Why she doesn’t rebut
Either by words or look,
What else her eyes seek? ”

A voice spoke aloud
“All of you be informed.
On a hunting mission,
The King is in action.”

“Take care of all the lives.
Amuck, a mad elephant runs,
At the sound of the chariot
That came for this hunt.”

“It's destroying everything,
On its way, it's seeing.
It'll be a breach of peace

In this ascetics-living-place.”

“See how the deer pack run.
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To safe places one by one?
We, guards, with weapons
Have surrounded all places.”

As a King, his importance,
And the need for his presence,
At the troubled site, he felt.
So, he was ready to start.

He told them, “"Now we’ll

Take all actions to stall

Any destruction to the huts

Or any damage to the hermits.”

Regretting her friends said,
“Oh guest, we're afraid,
We cannot stay here

To entertain you anymore.”

“Kindly do come here,

As our guest, once more,
To receive our hospitality,
Without fail, positively.”

He told them, “No, No,
Not like that, now I'll go
But in your company

I was feeling happy.”

A blade grass had cut
Sakuntala’s both feet.
Some branches caught
Her bark-dress tight.

She called her friends
To stay at one end
Till she got relieved
From these bonds.

After this she followed

Her two girl friends,
With an eye on him,
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Counting the time.

He, on the other hand,
To leave had no mind,
And went out unwillingly,
But viewing her mentally.

“I cannot forget her
And should stay here
Somewhere near,
Again to see her.”

“How hard it’s to forget
And remove my thought
Of this girl, whom I love,
Though I must leave now.”

“I'm trying to walk onward,

But my legs drag me backward,
Like the chariot flag that flies

To and fro, in the wind that blows.”
The day passed on like this.

Cupid shot his flower arrows.

Their journey, thus began

In the path set by the divine.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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07 (Sakuntala) Return To The Base Camp

The King’s close friend,
The court jester found
Himself badly stuck up
In the forest base camp.

Talking to himself, he said,
“My fate has now played,
To keep me in distress,

In this forest for days.”

“The King is mad after
Hunting wild pigs, deer,
Roaming here and there,
Even in this hot weather.”

“The dirty water from

The mountain stream
We've to drink sometime
And eat food not in time.”

“Most of the time we eat
The same burnt raw meat,
Undergoing ordeals many,
Sometime in a way funny.”

“All my bone joints

Have become loose

After riding on horse

In rough roads for days.”

“In this kind of hell

Can a man sleep well?

The hunters’ noise, above all,
Adds more to this hell.”

“The drum beat sounds,
Barking of the hounds,
Pierce my eardrums
Right from early hours.”
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“Our adventurous King,
Was keen on chasing,
A deer in his hunt,

And somewhere went.”

“It seems, he saw a girl,
And lost his sweet will
Out of mad love for her
Once he saw her”

“Perhaps he’ll return never,
And will prefer to stay there,
To spend his time with her,
Forgetting his duties here.”

Like this, he was murmuring,
And saw the king coming
Back To the base camp

With no show or pomp.

Dushyanta heaved a sigh
In his spirit, not so high,

Having left his dream girl,
Who had robbed his soul.

“It’s not so easy to earn
The love of a dear one,
Yet, her gestures give
The comforts I deserve.”

“O’er an incomplete love,
To get it, one thinks how,
Another craves for it,
With pleasure still in it.”

“The load on her waist,
The work with no rest,
Perhaps kept her tired,

So, no attention she paid.”

“Her indirect eye sight
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Her replies so indifferent,
Perhaps, all meant for me,
Had Cupid pitied me.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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08 (Sakuntala) Rest In The Base Camp

Madavya, the court jester,
Showed his funny gesture,
To express his displeasure
On the king’s unusual behavior.

The discontented Jester blessed,
“I can'’t lift my hands, am tired,
And can only spare my words.”
“Let victory be always yours! ”

“Leaving aside straight paths,
You gave up royal duties.

I'm afraid, you may stay here
With hermits and your lover.”

“To tell you the truth,
This life is not worth.
Hunting animals daily
Is sickening me simply.”

“Listen, let us take rest
For one day at least.
Now no more hunt.
Only rest in the tent.”

For the much needed rest
King Dushyanta also felt.

“My mind is with her now.
I can’t even use my bow.”

He told his commander,
Bhadrasena, “Look here,
Madavya is too tired,
And is much worried.”

“To continue our hunt,
I've lost my interest.
Let us all take rest,
So, I feel it, the best.”

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

477



Bhadrasena said then,
“This jester has no brain.
A King only is meant

For the benefit of a hunt.”

“Waist shrinks, body thins,

Fat melts, masculinity increases,
Also aptitude increases,

No Anger and no fears.”

“The changing habits
Of the wild animals
A hunter can, in turn,
Step by step learn.”

“To say hunting is bad

It's wrong by every word.
Is there a fair game

Any other, like the same? ”

For this Madavya chided

And with anger he said,

“Here the King is normal.

If you want, go to the jungle.”

The King told the commander,
“The ascetics’ place is near.
This is no time for a hunt.

It's now time for our rest.”

“Now bulls are busy.
Their bath, they enjoy,
In the cool pond,

Of which they’re fond.”

“All the grazing deer,
Now have no fear,

The wild pigs in the wood
Quietly eat their food.”

“It's good time now,
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To lay down the bow,
Taste our hard earned rest
For a few days at least.”

“Withdraw the tired soldiers.
Also the weary hunters.

Let the drummers keep quite.
Don't disturb any hermit.”

“The nature of hermits is soft.
Under provocation they retort,
Like a cool sun crystal bit,
Under pressure, blows hot.”

Of all the persons then,
Madavya was the one,
Who, in his jubilation,
Welcomed this decision

Dushyanta told the jester,
“You haven't tasted anywhere
The feast for your eyes

That’s why you're like this.”

“For my eyes, as a feast, ”
He replied, “"On this spot

I see well your presence,
That makes more sense.”

The king came to the point,

“I saw during my hunt,

The best of all the jewels

One Sakuntala among the girls.”

The jester said, “I'll not allow
This to go any further now,
As she’s an ascetic girl
Who's beyond your goal.”

“You're a fool, " The King said,

“Will you not see, above your head,
The beauty of the full moon
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Once at least, as an artistic man? ”

“Moreover, my mind will never
Yield to such an unfair matter.

She was abandoned by a Sage,
There, in her very young age.”

“Like a beautiful jasmine flower,
Fallen down from the creeper,
She was left by a celestial-mother
And brought up by a Sage-father.”

(4
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09 (Sakuntala) Service At The Hermitage

The jester told the King,

And was again joking,

“One fed up with sweet dates
Went for tamarind to taste.”

“Tired with the palace girls,
You're now after a hermit girl.
Before you go for this,

You must think twice.”

The King said, "Among the creations
Of Lord Brahma, she’s the best one.
Had you seen her once
You'll not talk like this.”

“Rare things in the world
Were rolled into one mould
Life was given to it then.
Sakuntala is that one.”

“No unsacred fingers

Can dare touch her.

A flower not smelled.

A Spring time young bud.”

“A fresh honey not tasted
By anyone’s lip in the world.
It was so fresh and raw.

A good pearl with no flaw.”

“"Who's that sinless man
To taste her beauty, born,
Chosen by Brahma now,
This, who'll tell and how? ”

“Better go there soon
Before some holy man
With oily unkempt hair

In the jungle, catches her.”
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Tilting to the other side
Madavya like this forced
The king to go to the spot
And quickly settle it.”

The king said, “Her father
Has gone out somewhere,
So, she cannot decide
Being an ascetic bride.”

“When I looked at her,
Her look was elsewhere.
Her smile did reveal
Something to foretell.”

“Her actions were full
Of shyness to tell,

She indicated her love
But hiding it somehow.”

“She went a few feet.
Acted as if her feet

Were cut by a grass blade
And stood under a shade.”

“Then she said her dress
Was caught in branches
Of some bushy tree

And she tried to get free.”

“Such acts may be excuses
I feel, to give me her feelers
That she really likes me.
She turned and saw me.”

“"What reason I can say
If I go there any day?
Can you suggest one?

I'll go there alone.”

Madavya replied, “You can say
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Tax due on rice, they should pay.
You went just to remind them.
A valid excuse, this time.”

“No, it doesn’t look nice,
As the hermits’ blessings
In fact, are more valuable,
Than the tax receivable.”

Two hermits saw the king.
About him they were talking.
“For the benefit of the world

To take up this role he is bold.”

“To protect subjects is his role.
Perfect rule is his goal.

Desire is under self-control
Such a king is so simple.”

“It's a fact he had brought,
The whole world in his net,
And he’s like a thunder

To his enemies, no wonder.”

To him they gave fruits,
Paid their due respects,
Gave him the message
Sent by the hermitage.

“We need your presence,

To protect our fire sacrifice,

As in our Head Sage’s absence
Demons create a lot of nuisance.”

He said, “You've honoured me,
For this duty, by inviting me.
To serve you, it's my pleasure
Soon I shall go over there.”

A messenger brought the news

“The King’s mother invites
Him for a function most religious
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That'll be held in the palace.”

In a dilemma, Dushyanta was

Of the two, which one to choose?
He told Madavya, “You're,

My mother thinks, my brother.”

“So, you go to the palace.
Do the duties in my place.
I'll remain in the forest
And serve the hermits.”

“About Sakuntala, it’s a fun,
A matter not a serious one.
So, don't tell my parents
Or, my other queens.”

“As a mismatch for me,

She’s more like a deer,
Which're her close friends.

So, what I told are only jokes.”

He was afraid of the jester
Who may worsen the matter
So, he had to tell a lie

To keep the love affair low.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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10 (Sakuntala) Visit To The Hermitage

Dushyanta, the strongest king
With his men was guarding
The place of fire sacrifice

With no untoward incidence.

One hermit commented,
“The King’s bow-sound
Kept at a far distance

All the fighting demons.”

“So, the entire fire sacrifice
Resulted in a grand success,
With the vigil kept by him
Without fail, all the time.”

The King on the other side,
Was mentally so worried,
That all his thoughts were
On Sakuntala, his lover.

“The penance power is great.
A girl is under another’s feet.
Yet, I'm like running water
That can go back never.”

“Oh Cupid, churning the heart
Of mankind, for you, is an art.
Your arrow, how sharp is?
Yes, I recollect; I know this.”

“In you, Lord Shiva’s anger
Is still remaining as a fire
Like the fire below the sea
That never ceases to be.”

“Or else, how'll you burn,
The lovers under the sun,
Like me who have faith
In your known path.”
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“Oh flower, an arrow you're.
Oh moon, cool you're.
They're not true,

We the lovers knew.”

“The cool moon spits hot rays.
Sharp are those flower-arrows.
This way only feels a lover,
In his love-life every hour.”

“If you attack a charming girl
With your flower-arrow still
I'll welcome your action,
Despite my sleepless inaction.”
“Hundreds of ceremonies,

With care I did, more or less,
Today, against me, you did try
To shoot your arrow, why? ”

“Hermits give me leave now
As they’ve fulfilled their vow
By completing the sacrifice

In our protective presence.”

“Sakuntala may be resting
At the river bank, braving
The midday sun patiently.
Let me go there silently.”

“The bud one, she plucked
As flower, just blossomed,
And wet milk drips out
From a broken twig bit.”

“The timely gentle breeze
Mixed with smell of lotus
And the cool Malini water

Will cure her love-fever.”

“The white river sand,
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Her steps on this sand,
The front one, the back one,
Lead to the bank, one by one.”

“I'm seeing the heaven.

Also I find she’s the one,
Lying in bed of flowers,

With her maids serving her.”

“Let me closely watch her.
Her friends are fanning her
With fresh lotus leaves

In the cool river breeze.”

“Perhaps, she’s feeling hot
In this burning summer heat,
Or, she’s not well, as I see,
What could the reason be? ”

“Oil massage o’er her breasts,
The pale stem of the lotus

As a single bangle in her arm,
Causing her hand no harm.”

“The lover’s fair body
Reveals her real beauty,
Though it suffers pain,
For some known reason.”

“It's true, the summer heat,
Attacks one, as in army front,
But her maids’ excellent service
Is beyond this summer force.”

Pryamvada and Anusuya,

Were talking about Sakuntala,
That the reason for her sickness
Was the King, nothing else.”

In the same way, he also felt.
“This kind of fever is hot
More from the moon’s heat
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14

In the body, that spreads out.

Straight Anusuya asked,
“What's in your mind?
None can easily guess
But it’s under stress.”

“We look at it like this.
It's only love sickness.
That’s what we feel.
Truth you must reveal.”
“Any medicine will act
Only when the actual fact
Is known, which reason,
You must now explain.”

Sakuntala said, “It's true
I'm not well, but no clue,
At this stage, I can give
Nor, any reason I've.”

The king felt once again,
“Her cheek is now thin,
With her sagging breasts,
And staggering waist, ”

“Tormented with love she is,
Though her beauty never fades,
Like the withered Madhavi leaves
Shaken by the blowing winds.”

“She’s too young to tell
Them the cause of her ill
But her hungry eyes
Look into my eyes.”

“My coward heart
Doesn’t still react

To her inner feeling
But it’s just bungling.”
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Though Sakuntala felt shy,
She told the reason why?
Each word came out

From her deep heart.

“The very moment his sight
Fell on me, I'm not alright.”
“My love with him causes,

In my heart deep distress.’

The King was happy to hear
This kind of reply from her.

All the doubts, once he had,
At one stroke, were cleared.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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11 (Sakuntala) Face To Face Meet

Sakuntala came out
With the real fact
For her sickness,
Her love, it was.

Her friends, she then asked,
“If you agree, tell me a word
How to get his attention?

My mind is under tension.”

Pryamvada saw the king,

“He’s not properly sleeping,
He seems to be very weak.
This is how I see his look.”

The king also felt like that.
"My wet-tear-cheek took rest
O’er my hand every night
But the hand slipped out.”

“This is the hand that pulled
The bow, but never failed
While its golden bangle
Became, in turn, dull.”

Pryamvada and Anusuya

Then told Sakuntala

“Let us send a love letter.
This idea sounds better.”

When she was hesitating
They told her, “Better sing
A song in the name of king
With all your feelings.”

Sakuntala replied, “I can sing
But my heart is shaking

As it should not be a joke,
For someone to mock.”
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Dushyanta thought again,
“Why you’ve this pain?

Why this fear in you?

To hug, my hands await you.”

“How can I ridicule you,
When I'm craving for you?
Gems are searched for!
Gems search no where! ”

Her friends chided her,
“Self-condemnation is unfair.
Against the cool moon light
Who'll take umbrella at night? ”

The king stared at his lover
“My eye lids wink never
When I just look at her!
I'm sure, it's no wonder.”

“I can see in her face,

Shyness appearing in trace,
Her raised eye lids towards me,
In fact, show her love for me.”

Sakuntala sang, "I know not
What's in your heart?
Pity on me, have you?
Ever I wish to be with you.”

Dushyanta then came out

He spelled his mind out.

“The moon, the day destroys,
Not the lotus flowers.”

“It’s true, Cupid burns you.
Yet, my dear girl, it's for you
He completely destroys me.

And doesn’t leave me free.”

Her friends invited him,
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“You're most welcome.
Will you give a solution
To this trying situation? ”

He told her, “Oh beauty,
Why do you worry?
In your body’s heat,
Your bangles may melt”

“Hope your friend’s fever,
By now, is over.

Like this Dushyanta

Told Prayamvada.

Pryamvada then replied,
“The medicine on hand

Is readily available for that.
The king can cure it.”

“Like this, she’s laid up,

As her love for you is deep,

So, your duty, it has become,

To give her a new life, well in time.”

He said, “I'm blessed

As both of us desired

The same thing to happen
With the sanction of heaven.”
Cheerful Sakuntala smiled,
But pretended and said,
“Stop, he has other duties

To attend to in his palace.”

“Love makes one mad, ”
He said, “You make me sad,
By not believing my love,
While in my heart you live.”

“You’ve many lovers”

Anusuya said, “She is
Too innocent to move
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And properly behave.”

He said, "“Many queens
May decorate the throne.
But, I'm sure, her name
Only will bring us fame.”

Happy Sakuntala was
On hearing this assurance,
And her friends two,

Both were happy too.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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12 (Sakuntala) Heart To Heart Exchange

Sakuntala slightly reprimanded,

And from her friends demanded

An apology for their impertinence
To question on queens in the palace.

The King smiled and said,
“No attention I've paid
To take it as a mistake
Don’t worry for my sake.”

Her friends, on hearing this,
On some plea, left the place,
While she was in the scene,

Along with the King alone

With no previous guidance,
It was her first experience,
With a man of her choice.
To speak, she lost her voice.

He said, “"Don’t be afraid.
I'm here by your side.

I see you're so tired.

And seem to be worried.”

“Your sweating body needs
Cool air from wet lotus leaves.
To keep it cool, shall I fan you?
It's a pleasure for me to do.”

For this, she was reluctant,
As it was a discourteous act
Against a man of dignity

And a noble royal authority.

He said, “In this hot sun,
Your slender body will burn.
So, don’t leave this place.
You must take my advice.”
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She said, "I blame my fate.

A situation it did create,

Where I've no qualification

To seek such a top association.”

He thought, “The strange Cupid
Had his selfish object fulfilled
But he doesn’t allow girls

To suffer any kind of pains.”

“When lovers come close,
They wish to disperse,

For fear of surrendering
Their bodies, though willing.”

When he pulled her dress
She shouted, “This is a place
Where the hermits stay,

So, keep to decorum, I pray.”

He consoled her saying,
“"Why are you shouting?
Your elders are too good.
You'll never do them bad.”

“The daughters of royal sages
Prefer Gandharva type marriages
And their elders approved,
Thereafter, had it regularized.”

A few steps, she went ahead,
But turned back and said,

That his unfulfilled desire
Shouldn’t make him forget her.

He said, "Oh my dear girl,
In my heart you'll be still.
Though you may leave,

It'll crave for your love.”

On the way he found

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 495



A bangle on the ground
He took it in his hand
And had it examined.

It would have fallen
Back when she ran.

He kept it in his heart.
It consoled him, he felt.

For the bangle, back she came
He showed her the same.
When she asked for it,

In her hand, he inserted it.

His touch jolted her up.

“Oh my dear, hurry up.”

Like this, she cautioned him,
Lest someone might see them.

In the wind that blew,
A dust just then flew,

Towards her, close by,
And settled in her eye.

It irritated her eye.
He said, “I'll try

To remove the dust
If only you permit.”

She hesitated for fear,
He may go so near

To do something else,
Taking this as an excuse.

But he caught her face,
Opened her eye by force,
Blew away the dust

With his mouth just.

Her inviting lips quivered,

Her body also shivered,
Her face, when he touched
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But her modesty prevented.

She said, "My eyes are free.

Now clearly I can see.

This act of your kindness,

I can’t repay, since I'm helpless.”

“Not necessary, ” he replied,
“Your face smell, I had,

Like a honeybee enjoyed
Lotus flavor and satisfied.”

To leave, it was time for her.
She heard her foster mother
Cautioning her of the night,
The time for return to her hut.

Behind the bush, he hid.
Forced by her, this he did.
She went back to the hut,
With her heavy heart.

“With smart eyelids, pretty face,
She turned back face to face.

Her fingers guarded her lower lip,
That couldn’t express any tip.”

“Though I lifted her face,
She too showed her face,
I couldn’t give her a kiss,
This chance I did miss.”

“Where can I go now?

I'll spend my time how?

Will that chance come again?
Together when we’ll remain? ”

“Evening rites will start.
Demons will sneak out.
The sacred fire will burn.
They will spoil it, in turn.”
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“It's time for me to go there
And guard their sacred fire.”
So, saying he proceeded,
To do his duty as a guard.

Rajaram Ramachandran

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 498



13 (Sakuntala) The Trouble Started

The friends of Sakuntala,
Anusuya and Pryamvada,
Brought flowers from garden
As their daily routine.

Anusuya said, “Sakuntala
Married King Dushyanta,
Who's now in his palace,
Leaving her in this place.”

‘I've a doubt, how far
He'll remember her

In the political situations
And other compulsions.”

Pryamvada said, “He's great,
And will never do like that,
But how her father will take,
Here, when he comes back? ”

Anusuya replied, “Yes,
This marriage, he'll bless.
As without his efforts,
It was arranged by Gods.”

It was at this moment,
Sage Durvasa went
And knocked the gate
Of the Sakuntala’s hut.

She was preoccupied
With her past deeds,

So, she didn’t respond
When the Sage knocked.

He was terribly upset
And cursed her for that.
“You arrogant girl,
You'll face trouble.”
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"I stood at your door step.
But you didn't open it up.
You've forgotten all others
Excepting the one of yours.”

“Never will you remain,
In the memory of his own,
Even if the past events,
Are taken to his notice.”

Both her friends begged,
“Oh Sage, pardon this maid,
This is her first offence,

Of ignoring your presence.”

The Sage said, "My curse

Will never become false.

If any of his jewel is shown
Back his memory will return.”

She had the royal ring
Given to her by the King.
So, they were happy

At the Sage’s mercy.

They decided, “Let us keep it
Away from her, as a secret,
As it'll be a shock to her

If it goes into her ears.”

This way, the trouble started.
Her bad days were ahead.
The innocent pious girl

Faced the first ordeal.

(Note: Durvasa was a hot
tempered Sage and gave
curses to anyone, who
disrespected him)
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14 (Sakuntala) Preparations For The Journey

It was time for the dawn.
Behind the western mountain
Went the cool setting moon.

In the east, came the rising sun.

Sage Kanva'’s disciple got up
And the time, he checked up.
The reddish sky showed,

The morning had just arrived.

Lotus flowers in the ponds

Were cut off from their bonds
With the moon, felt like maidens
Cried for their separated lovers.

The dew drops sucked

The early sunlight, so red.
All the thatched huts woke
With the dance of peacock.

The black deer stretched
Their bodies and stood
Near the sacrifice altar
Waiting for their master.

Friend Anusuya thought
“O’er the King’s contact

With Sakuntala, in secret,
Anyone can easily comment.”

“I got up this early morning.
What's there to do? Nothing.
To perform morning duties
Why my both hands refuse? ”

“Happy may be the Cupid,
For joining my friend,
With a man, a deserter,
More or less, a cheater.”
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“The curse on the King,
Perhaps, is now acting.
May be he’s innocent.

Not as I earlier meant.”

“All those tall promises,
He gave my friend once,
But why he hasn't so far
Sent anyone for her? ”

“If we send to the king,

His own wedding ring,

He may, perhaps, remember
The secret marriage with her.”

“But how to send it?

Will any hermit take it?
She’s now in the family way
And is carrying his baby.”

“The situation is so critical
There’s no solution simple.
Her father should know this
To avoid, later on, any fuss.”

Pryamvada called Anusuya,
“See, before sending Sakuntala
To her husband’s palace

A celebration is taking place.”

“Just now I saw her father,
Blessed and informed her,
“Don’t worry, with proper escorts,
You'll go to your husband’s place.”

“From the sky a voice came.
It mentioned your name.
What happened, it revealed,
Saying, it benefits the world.”

Anusuya said, “I'm happy.
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At the same time I'm sorry,
To think she’s leaving us,
Though for her own place.”

“We should all celebrate
Now this happy event
By decorating her

In a grand manner.”

Amidst the hermit-wives,
Sakuntala sat on a dais,
Decorated with flowers,
And other ornaments.

It was a pleasant moment

For everyone to comment.
Elders sprinkled holy water,
With raised hands blessing her.

“May you be the queen
To adorn the throne! ”
May your fame shine

Among all the queens.

“May Gods in the heaven
Bless you with a son!
May this God child

Rule the entire world! ’

Sakuntala cried and said,
“Among all, I'll regard,

In my life, as the best,
This very pleasant event.”

“When another occasion
For a similar decoration
Will come, to be done
By my friends again? ”

They consoled her,

And requested her
Not to shed tears on
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Such a happy occasion.

The show came to an end
And it was time to send
Her with proper escort

All the way, through out.

A boy gave her presents
Like bangles and bracelets.
They were in a tree hole,
Meant as gift for this girl.

She gave it pots of water.
So, it gave the gift to her.
She looked more beautiful
After wearing the jewels.

Sage Kanva then prayed,

“I pray to the forest God.

To her place, I'm sending her.
For her happy future, bless her.”
A disciple, Sarangarava

Of the Sage Kanva,

There, was called in

To lead the mission.

Sakuntala again wept
“With my heavy heart
I'm leaving this place
Which kept me in peace.”

Pryamvada replied her,

“In this parting hour,

I see, not only your eyes,

Also this forest shedding tears,

“The poor deer left grazing.

The peacocks stopped dancing.
The creepers shed their leaves
As if they had lost their lives.”
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Sakuntala asked her father,
“When that young deer
Delivers its little kid

Will you send me a word? ”

Kanva replied, "Why not?
Sure, I'll not forget it.”
Upto the lake, he went.
There, he had to halt.

Their long journey this way,
Started on an auspicious day,
Amidst all the weeping eyes

And the parting good wishes.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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15 (Sakuntala) The Journey Continued

Kanva told his disciple,
“You entrust this girl
To the King and tell
Him about our goodwill.

“Tell him that her deep love
Came naturally somehow,
Without our instigation

Or other’s persuasion.”

“We're pious people,
While he’s above us all.
Let him treat her as one,
Among the other queens.”

Sarangarava, his disciple,
Understood the principle,
And agreed to convey it
To the King, when he met.

Kanva then advised her
“Sakuntala, my dear,
You must take care

Of your conduct there.”

“Do elders’ work properly.
Move with queens friendly.
You don't speak rudely,

Even if the King is angry.”

“Treat your servants kindly.
Don't talk arrogantly,

Out of your rich pleasure
Or your valuable treasure.”

“This kind of girl only
Is fit to head a family.
Others are black sheep
In any family set up.”
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Gowthami, her foster mother,
All the way accompanied her,
Before parting her father,
Sakuntala again shed tear.

Kanva said, "My dear girl,
You're like my eye ball.
Don't shed any tear

Or go with any fear.”

“You’re joining the King.

A son, you’ll be having.

You'll be busy very soon.

And forget this pain by then.”

“When shall I be here,

With your goodself, father? ”
She asked him anxiously
Holding his hand tightly.

He said, "My dear child,
With your dear husband
And my grandson, later,
For rest, you can be here.”

Gowthami said, “Let us move.
It's time for us to leave.

Your father has to perform
His religious rites in time.”

Sakuntala told, “Oh father,
Your busy duties will never
Allow you to remember

Your separated daughter.”

“But I feel the separation
In my case has already begun.”
Like this, she expressed

Her sad feelings at the end.

Kanva consoled her again
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“Near our hut, your grains
Have not sprouted yet.
My sorrow, how to forget? ”

He turned back to return.
Her friends came to join.
All the three walked back

Tears drenched their cheeks.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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16 (Sakuntala) The King's Court (I)

The Sage Kanva's party,
Met in the hours early,
The chief guard of palace,
At the gate’s entrance.

They wanted to meet,
The King in his court,
The chief guard waited
For the King’s command.

A poet sang, “"With no rest,
You do work for the rest,

Like a tree swallowing the heat
Giving its shadow to the rest.”

Next poet sang, “"More wealth
Means more relatives on earth.

But the people consider the king
As a relative, more than anything.”

The King was so pleased,
With their flowery words,
He forgot his tiresomeness
And felt of his freshness.

From the air, a song came.
It sang, “A thief bee came
For fresh honey, kissed

Mango flower and sucked.”

“It was so happy then
Like the fresh lily one,
But soon it forgot

That fresh honey taste.”

The King was absorbed
In the song that floated
On the air to reach his ears.
His heart, it did pierce.
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It was from his queen
Hamsavati, the one

Dear to the king once,
But later not in that race.

He said, “I'm in the dark
When I just look back.
Something inside, I feel,
What is it? I can't tell.”

The chief guard said
“Oh King, there’s a maid,
At the gate, with hermits,
Who're her escorts.

“They’re from Sage Kanva.

Her name is Sakuntala.

They want to meet the King

And tell His Majesty something.”

King told him to bring them all,
Straight to the sacrifice hall.
The hermits and the girl

Stood in the main hall.

Sakuntala felt something,
And to know the meaning
Of her right eye throbbing,
She was then enquiring.

The King asked them,
“Is there any problem
For which you're here.
Tell me without fear.”

Sarangarava replied
“We feel honoured
By Your Excellency

And your kind enquiry.”

The King asked, “What’s your
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Great Master’s order?
I'm here to carry it.
Let me know it.”

The message he then read,
“My daughter, you married.
Without anyone’s knowledge.
Now I agree to this marriage.”

“She carries your baby.
Now accept her lawfully
As your wife openly
And ceremoniously.”

Gowthami also said,
“Elders, you avoided,
Nor she consulted,

But you both married.”

“How can others say

On this affair anyway?
Who can advise you

When it's known to you? ”

The King doubtfully said,
“A kind of scheme is laid
Before me to trap me.

This is what I now see.”

Sakuntala felt his words,
As fire fell into her ears.
She waited there to hear
More from him further.

“How do you say this girl
Married to me at my will?

By a mistaken identity

This has come up for scrutiny.”

When she heard this reply

She felt let down badly.
Was the King talking
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Or his ghost talking?

“When the power is up
Man’s head reels up.

He changes his word.”
The disciple then said.

“I'm taken to task severely
And also unnecessarily, ”
Like this, the king said

As the royal head.

Then he saw her deeply
And thought doubtfully
“Is this girl before me
Really belongs to me?

“I'm unable to reject,

Nor able to accept,

Is it true, what I hear?
I'm not very much clear.”

“What’s the meaning

Of your silence, Oh King, ”
The disciple finally asked.
For that the king said:

“Oh you holy men,
Please carefully listen.
I'm trying my best
To recollect the past.”

“I don't remember
To have met her
Anytime in the past.
This is my word last.”

“Now pregnant she is.
How can I accept this?
I'm not her husband,
As you all demand.”
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Sakuntala’s turn came
And she told him,
“With an open heart

I played my part.”

“By nature, we're plain.
Pious life, we've chosen.
We trust a good person.
You're cheating a woman.”
“A sacred agreement,

In which you took part,

Is now broken into pieces
On some silly excuses.”

The king closed his ears
With his two hands.
“Stop this nonsense.
Talk something else.”

“You're a disgrace
To your high race
And wish to degrade

My position, ” he said.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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17 (Sakuntala) The King's Court (Ii)

To show the king,

As a proof, his ring,

She lifted her finger,
But alas, it wasn't there.

The ring had fallen
In the lake when

A bath on the way,
She took, that day

The king ridiculed
And mockingly said,
“It's a good example
For a cunning girl.”

She tried to tell him
Events of that time,
When he was too close
To her on those days.

“There was a young deer
That entertained a fear

To drink the cup of water
When you gave it there.”

“It accepted my offer
And drank the water.
You may remember

This incident earlier.”

He laughed and said,
“Words of this kind
Young girls do coin
To cover up men.”

“You Respected King

What're you talking?

In our hermitage she was living.
She doesn’t know cheating.”
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Like this Gowthami said,

For which the king replied,
“In the nest of other birds
Cuckoo bird lays its eggs.”

“The girl tribe is like that
In tricks, they're experts.
When they try to cheat,

Wise men cannot take it,

Sakuntala said in anger,
“Oh you so inferior,
You're a well closed

By hideous grass lid.”

“With the yardstick of yours
You try to measure others.
You think others will do

Like what nonsense you do.”

He said, “For her false plea
She throws fire on me.
Aspersions on me to cast,
It's not fair on her part.”

“It's natural for a girl
Wounded like her to yell.
My life-book is open

To be read by anyone.”

She replied, “In that case
Are you the only one wise
Who knows everything,
Others know nothing? ”

“Are you the only one wise
Knowing the fair rules?
The shameless dropp out girls

They know not fair rules? ”

“On the fame of Puru race
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And his honey-like words
I fell in the trap he threw.
Now, I'm called a shrew.”

“To control, if there’s no rein
The feeling speed kills a man.
Cunning lesson she didn’t learn.
Like the royal cunning lesson.”

Like this, the disciple observed.
The king opposed his words.
And said, “If you're a speaker
Of truth, I want an answer.”

“If I'm what you say whatever,

What's it I gain by cheating her?
In one word the disciple replied,
“Downfall” — This much he said.

The king said, “The Puru race will
Never seek their downfall.”

“Oh King, why this exchange

Of words, it looks strange.”

“We've told what our guru

Has asked us to tell you.

Now we're leaving this place
She’s now left to your choice.”

She shouted, "“What's it?

In the hands of a cheat

My marriage is undone.
Why leave me here alone? ”

“How will your father

Again accept you there
When the king blames you
And the shame fell on you? ”

“This is your husband’s palace.

So, you serve in this place,
Spend your time here.
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Never try to come there.”

Like this the disciple said,
But the King then refused
To retain her in the palace,
Warned and said like this:

“Why are you giving her

False hopes to remain here?
A person of self-control

Can he touch any other girl?

“Which one is a greater sin?
To touch a wife of next man,
Or abandon a wife as wrong?
May be, we're both erring.”

The head priest said at last,
“In my house, let her be kept,
Till she delivers the child,
With the mercy of God.”

“A forecast says, your son,
Among others, the first born,
Only will ascend the throne,
And rule the world, in his turn.”
“If she delivers a son,

With such divine signs,

In his body, better

As wife, you take her.”

“If signs aren’t there,
We'll then send her

To the Sage, her father,
And she’ll stay there.”

The King agreed to this.
But she cried like this,
“Oh mother earth split
And take me inside it.”
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With the Head Priest,
She went out at last.
The King thought of her
Yet, he wasn't clear.

A strange thing happened
When she openly cried,

Up a Goddess* took her
And disappeared with her.”

The king said, “It is better
We close this chapter,

As already decided

Let it not be reopened.”

He retired to his chamber,
But still didn’t remember,
All that had happened,
What she had narrated.

(*Menaka, her celestial mother)

Rajaram Ramachandran
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18 (Sakuntala) The King's Ring

The palace guard chief,
Caught hold of a thief
Tied his hands behind
And at him, he shouted.

“Oh thief, this diamond ring
Has the sign of our King,
Where did you steal it?

I'll kill you for robbing it.”

“No Master, I didn't steal it.
Near the lake, in a hut,

I live there as a fisherman,
With my wife and children.”

“One day, a fish I caught.
Its stomach when I cut
I found this precious ring.
To sell it, I was trying.”

“At that time, I was caught.
I'm not a thief, in fact.

If you don't believe me

Kill me or leave me.”

The chief smelled the ring
Fish’s smell, it was giving.
“This is a wonder really.
How it went into its belly? ”

The chief gave it to the King,
Who saw his own ring,

And his memory, he got back,
In that, had his flashback.

He gave gifts to the thief
And ordered the chief

To release him at once,

As the ring came, by chance.
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The King’s heart melted.
This, he never expected.
How badly he treated
His wife, he regretted.

He became too restless.

He spent nights sleepless.
He hated everything good.
He was scantly taking food.

No minister went near him.
Royal court missed him.
Queens yearned for him.
His past almost killed him.

There was no festival,
Annual or periodical,

This caused displeasure
To the public everywhere.

With no royal jewels
And proper dress,
His look was stale.
His lips looked pale.

Luster, his eyes had lost.
His breath became hot.
His mouth didn’t speak.
He became very weak.

Yet, the people opined,
That his beauty shined,
His grace was still there.
His charm went nowhere.

To Madavya, his friend,
About his grief, he told,
“When the darkness left

The past memory I got.”

“Cupid again threw
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His flower arrow
That makes me feel
For that innocent girl.”

Sakuntala’s portrait,
Madavya brought,

For the king to see

To keep his mind free.

“Oh Madavya, her face,
Her appeals, her tears,
Appear before my eyes
And bring me now tears.”

“How she would have felt
When I didn’t accept

Her words till the last,

To think now, I'm upset.”

“How badly I treated her?
Who would have taken her?
Perhaps, her celestial mother
Could have now kept her.”

“Friend, when I left
Her in the forest,
After me she ran,
Back expecting me.”

“At that time, this ring,
I gave her, assuring
That my messenger
Will bring her here.”

“As my absent memory,
Betrayed me very badly,
I was harsh with her
Unmindful of her tear.”

“Oh Ring, why you let down her

By falling into the water?
Here, why have you come again,
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When she had already gone? ”

“Before me, when she stood
With unfair words, I abused.
Her portrait now, I've praised.
Like this, why I'm tried? ”

“Since I had lost my sleep,
I had no dreams to keep
And enjoy her presence,

Why, not even in my dreams.”

Rajaram Ramachandran
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19 (Sakuntala) The Reunion At Last

On his way to the hermitage
Of Maricha, the great Sage,
Dushyanta saw a little boy
Handling a lion cub like a toy.

An ascetic girl was shouting,
“The lion cub you're hurting.
Don’t drag it like that.

Be careful, it may bite.”

“A naughty boy you're
You show no fear.

So, they named you
Sarvadamanan, it's true.”

Like his own son
The king felt then.
This feeling ran,
As he had no son

The girl shouted again,
“Leave the cub, son,

Or else, its mother will
Pounce upon you and kill.”

The boy didn’t care
But laughed at her.
He continued to play
Without any say.

The king eagerly examined
The boy’s right hand.

He saw all signs of royal
And felt them unbelievable.

He advised the boy
“Lion cub is not a toy.
This is sacred place
Devoted for peace.”
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The girl replied him,
“Oh King, this game
He plays quite often
Not as hermit’s son.”

“I'm surprised to see
This boy appears to be
Similar to your face,
This, I can easily trace.”

“He’s from the Puru family.
Of late, he’s too naughty.
His mother is the daughter
Of a celestial mother.”

“She delivered this son
And here he was born

In her late father’s hut,
As forced by her fate.”

“Sakuntala is his mother.
And this boy loves her.
Where has his bracelet gone?
It works like a talisman.”

Somewhere on the ground
It was searched and found
By Dushyanta, the king

With no miracle happening.

The girl said, “It’s a talisman.
That can be picked up by none
By chance, when it falls,
Excepting three persons.”

“The boy, his mother
And also his father,
When others take

It'll turn into snake.”

“It never turned snake
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When you tried to take,
So, you're his father.
I'll inform his mother.”

Sakuntala came out,
Slowly from the hut.
She was surprised

To see her husband.

“Oh dear, how harsh I was
But now I fully realize.

I'm fortunate to see you.
What I say now is true.”

When he said like this,
She accepted his words,
Saying, “It's our fate
That kept us separate.”

The little boy was curious
To know, who he was?

To explain the kid, she tried
But her voice got choked.

It was a glorious end,
An occasion Godsend,
That brought the family
Together again happily.

Sarvadamanan, their son

As Bharath was later known

It was by this famous son,

This country, Bharath was born.

The End

Rajaram Ramachandran
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25 Chant The Name Of Govinda (2)

As long as a man is fit,
And is able to support,
One can as well see how,
His family shows him love,
But none of them cares,
Out when his body wears.

His family will enquire
All about his welfare
When he’s alive still,

But even his wife will
Run away, when he dies,
In fear of the corpse.

In games and plays,
The childhood days,
Unaware, pass away,
The youth goes astray,
In his lust for woman,
Also his days are gone.

One’s old age passes,
Counting these losses,
O’er the past actions
As well as reactions,
So, none has chosen
To be lost in Brahman.

Find in your life,
Who's your wife?
Who's your son?
Of whom, you’re one?
Wherefrom you came,
And what’s your aim?

Life in good association,
Will free you from delusion,
That will, in turn, again
Remove stress and strain
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To settle in the path divine,
More towards your salvation.

Rajaram Ramachandran

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 528



A Bud Crushed Under The Foot

The day’s newspaper shook my heart.
I can only shed a tear on my part.

A heartless father shot his daughter.
It was like an animal slaughter.

Her love for a boy was the cause.
She married him as her choice,
Not with her parents’ consent
That led to their utter dissent.

Her father, to teach a lesson,
He invited the boy in person,
For a talk in a public place,
Just to break their alliance.

Her mother became serious,
Her father became furious,

When the talk failed at last,
As the kids stood steadfast.

Father had in his pocket hidden,
A pistol normally forbidden,
Two or three rounds he shot,
And gave the boy a chase hot.

The boy escaped with a wound,

But the girl fell dead on the ground,
Her life sucked up by bullets three,
From the pistol that flew free.

Oh God, when this gun culture,
From this earth will disappear?
Why a father Kkills his daughter,
O’er such a simple love matter?

What for he bred her for years?

Had their eyes dried of tears?

Many lost lovers history has seen,

Now one more added, fresh and green.
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(A news from 'Times of India' of 8-10-2005)

Rajaram Ramachandran
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A Colorful Conference

It happened one fine morning
Seven colors held a meeting.

Each one told its importance,
After its own earthly experience.

Violet said, &quot; My natural color
Really beautifies a violet flower.&quot;

Indigo said, &quot;I come from plants
As extracts to dye silken clothes.&quot;

Blue said, &quot;In the sky or sea
There you can just find me.&quot;

Green said, &quot;I'm green in crops
That grow fresh in the fields.&quot;

Yellow said, &quot;You'll find my colors,
In the garden of yellow sunflowers.&quot;

Orange said, &quot;I'm in orange fruits,
Also I shine in marigold flowers.&quot;

Red Said, &quot;I'm in the blood
Of all beings created by God.&quot;

Like this every color came forward
To blow its own trumpet sound.

Suddenly the sky became dark
After a powerful lightning spark.

Thunder with its deafening sounds
Roared threatening these colors.

All the seven colors out of fear,
They hugged tightly each other.
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As one rainbow they became.
Up in the sky with one name.

As a colorful rainbow in the sky,
They showed their &quot;Unity in diversity

Rajaram Ramachandran
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A Cow Tells Its Story

A cow was tied to a peg

But allowed to go on its legs.
Its rope moved in cycle.

It grazed inside this circle,

More grass was available,
Beyond this limited circle,
But the rope in motion

Laid the line of its action.

In the place of this cow,
One’s life also fits in how?
Life is tethered to an object
That controls the subject.

How many have the courage,
Or, more strength at any age,
To break this stale bondage

That shackles at every stage?

An opportunity comes once
In one’s life, by chance.
If it's missed by an error,

Then, it's lost forever.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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A Day For The Lord

'Oh, Lord! By morn, I blossom,
And by eve, I wither,

Then, of what use, I'm? '

Cried the fluttering flower.

'Oh, No! Beautiful Colors,
With sweet little honey,
And enchanting fragrance,
Haven't you, in plenty? '

'Isn't a bunch of yours
Makes one beautiful garland,
To rest O'er My shoulders,
Also a bouquet in My hand? '

'Don't you bear the fruit,
Rich in its sweetness,
That others may eat,

For their own happiness? '

'You'll adorn My bosom, '

At the end, said the Lord,

' When, by morn, you bloom, '
As He smiled and consoled.

Like this came, in turn,

To know its meaningful existence
One by one, of the Lord's creation,
As He heard its grievance.

The tree, that offers its fruits,
Takes the heat of the Sun,
And a shady temple, it builds
For the Lord, to live in.

The Cow gives its milk,

For the Lord's over head bath.
The Worm offers its silk,

For His embroidered clothe.
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The Deer spares its musk,
As a perfume, air borne,
And the Elephant, its tusk,
To beautify His throne.

The Peacock gives its feathers,
To adorn the Lord's Crown,

As a seat of colorful plumes,
To the delight of everyone.

The Yak's long golden hair,
Bristled inside a silver handle,
Fans the Lord with cool air,
Mixed with the flavor of sandal.

The bamboo stick with holes,
Played in the Lord's soft hands,
Mesmerizes all the living beings,
Spell bound by the musical sounds.

The mother earth gives,
Gold, Silver and what not,
That all her bountiful riches,
Go to make His ornament.

Now came the man's turn,

For him to say, what to offer?
As nothing, on him, was grown,
Excepting his long hair.

Before the Lord, he fell and cried,
'Ho, Lord! My ego rests on my hair,
That, to Thee, when offered,

My 'Self' becomes pure and fair.'

'Why, unlike Thy other creation,
I've nothing, in me, to offer Thee,
Except my love and affection?

From bondage, liberate myself free.'

The Lord consoled the man at last,
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Blessing him, with His hands raised,
'Of all the creations, you're the best,
Yes, it's true, ' the most Merciful said.

'You're born with a pair of limbs,
Also a sixth sense, to think and act
For you to lead the lesser beings.
In the world of creations, in fact.'

'It's your hands, that move the flower,
To reach and touch My Lotus feet.
It's your skill, that makes a tower,
Of glory and success to its height.'

'With the power of your muscle,
And with the power of your voice,
For Me, you can build a castle,
And can sing ever in praise of Me'

'It's your love for all the beings,
That makes Me ever happy,
While your hate for others,
Keeps Me most unhappy.'

'Keep this world of paradise,
Spreading the message of love,

As beautiful as an abode of peace,
That's the best way for you to serve.'

Thus spoke the Supreme Lord,
Cheering all His creations,
And went back to His abode,

Showering His merciful Blessings.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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A Do-Before-Danger Fish

A do-before-danger fish,
Wasn’t willing to perish,
So, swimming up the river
It lived in safe deep water.

A do-while-in-danger fish,
To live long was its wish,
But was caught in a net
And its fatal end it met.

A do-after-danger fish,
Couldn’t swim and rush.
When the water dried up,
A bird swallowed it up.

A dull headed stupid,

Perishes like the third.
His precious life is lost
And thrown into waste.

The lazy one is the next,
Coming in the above list.
As a thief of precious time,
He had lost his life prime.

The smart one is the first.
In the list, he’s the best.
He's a successful person,

And shines like the Sun.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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A Driftwood I'M

I'm a broken, dropout, driftwood.

For any use, I feel, I'm no good.

I was, once, part of my mother-tree,
But I'm a fallen branch, now born free.

To her trunk content, from the nearby river,
She sucked up and kept a reserve of water.
She gave me all the nourishment
And kept me, ever, in merriment.

I shook my leaves, fresh and green,
When the cool air washed me clean,
As a sign of my life, before the world
To show, I was still in my mother's hold.

Children took me for a springboard,

And for a swim in the river jumped.

The village women, in their usual gossip,
Stood in the water to their neck deep.

With their buffaloes in water, the village men
Scrubbed the animals' back, eyeing the women
With a seen-unseen, cunning-gentle, look

As they were busy in the bath they took.

One night, the sky was thick with dark dense cloud,
That brought a storm, with the rain that followed.

The hands of the storm knocked me down,

And I was thrown into the river with my joints broken.

A driftwood now I'm, an outcast from my family,
In search of my future course helplessly.

Near the bridge, my halt before the whirlpool
Gave me a new experience, really wonderful.

The force of water tossed me up and down
And painted my trunk with foams brown.

A sudden flush of water pushed me forward,
And my onward journey again started.
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What a pleasant jolly ride I had thereafter.
On my back, the birds took their shelter,
As if a boat festival for them to enjoy,
Also for me to share their joyful company.

To a destination unknown, I went ahead
And about my future, I was unconcerned.
By now I was rid of my leaves one by one
As the blades of water shaved me clean.

Slowly, I got sidelined into a sluice gate,

I was stuck up to find what next was my fate?
The Supervisor brought his four men,

And pulled me up from the water then.

In the riverbed, I was lying, for days,
Left to be dried up by the sun's rays.
The passing dogs raised their legs,
And pissed over me wetting my sides.

A pair of thieves, one day, chalked out their plan,
Sitting on my back, for a night-loot clean.

For a place of gossip, the old men of the town,
Took me for a crude bench, by the fall of the Sun.

One day, I was carted and sold to a Landlord.
He kept me by the side of his house backyard.
To tie his cow, the milkman roped me around.
And what a convenient place he found?

The Lady of the house kept an eye on me,
To cut me into pieces and use me

As firewood, to save her fuel expense.
Which drove me sad and tense.

Thank God! The Landlord, with his taste
For the art, looked at me not as a waste.
He chiseled my edges here and there

And gave me a fine polish all over.

In his drawing room, as a piece of art,
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And a center of attraction, I was kept.
The visitors said I was so beautiful
That I was more like a sea turtle.

Whatever be my shape before their eyes,

To my good luck, I wasn't turned into ashes.

With the benevolent mercy of my Boss
I was saved from a terrible loss.

A tiny atom also has a role to play

And it has a place in the world to stay.

So, give every little thing its due importance
And allow it to have its own chance.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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A Fly In A Spider Web

It was a time-tested custom,
Indians built up a system
After the parent’s choice
Any wedlock took place,

Time has changed this.
Parents have no voice.
Earlier, ‘Marry and love’
Is ‘Love and marry’ now

A married-naval-man,
Satisfied not with one,
Spread his spider-net,
Wherein a fly took rest.

The spider danced awhile,
As a chance for it to avail,
Of the day’s prey that fell

And stuck into its net well.

The girl loved this man,
Not knowing his plan,
To divorce his first wife
And secure a new life.

She stayed in a hostel.
They often met in a hotel.
She insisted on marriage.
But he had no courage.

The matter went serious.
She became suspicious.
He came one fine morn,
With a chopper and gun.

His plan was to cut,
Her head and bury it,
But he became shaky
As she pleaded mercy.
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He took his pistol
And shot at the girl
A bullet hit her head.
At once she fell dead.

Their joyful love-play
Had not its long-stay,
As the spider ran away
After devouring its prey.

The Moral Lesson

One can love and marry,
But only after deep enquiry,
This, if anyone fails to carry

Will it not end in a tragedy?

Rajaram Ramachandran
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A Friend In Need Is A Friend Indeed.

Two friends went to a forest.
One was very much honest,

And the other one was very bad,
Daily, for their livelihood.

One day, they saw a wild bear,

Almost coming close, very near.

The bad man climbed a nearby tree,

But the other one couldn't reach the tree.

He lied below the tree, posing as dead,

As he knew well, bears touch not any dead.
Without moving his limbs, he held his breath.
The bear smelt his body lying in close to death.

After it went away without harming him,
The man from the tree asked him,

What the bear whispered into his ears,
When he remained with closed eyes?

'The bear told me not to trust such
Selfish friends like you, very much,
And also said that a friend in need,

Is really a friend in deed.'

Rajaram Ramachandran
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A Golden Cage.

'Oh, my sweet little parrot,
Tell me, what's the secret

Of your voice and beauty
That makes everyone happy.'

'A golden cage, my King
Gave you, at my asking,
With gay, for you to live in'
Said, a kind hearted Queen.

'When I was in the wood,

I had the choice of my food.
From the treetop I saw

The sunrise with awe.'

'In my parrot's colony

I had their best company.
They kept me in cheers
And saw, I shed no tears.'

'In the forest's open air,
I had everything to share
With all my companions,
And my close relations.’

'Oh, my dear Queen,

What if, a cage is golden,
Or, I live in a palace fine,
Am I not now in a prison?

'Please grant me my freedom,
To fly free in your kingdom,
And sing in praise of you,

As I really love you.'

The speech of the parrot
Quickly touched her heart.
She released it from the cage
Thus freeing it from bondage.
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What a golden lesson

A big country to learn?

A small country needs

Its freedom assured always.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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A Granny's Story Of Three Sages

The granny's story of three Sages,
That goes on for many ages,

And this one everyone may know,

But a few may not, perhaps, know.

It's for those ignorant know-not-few,
Here goes this short story new,

That may be of interest to them,
And bring a total change in them.

The long years of Sages' penance,

One day ended with God's appearance,
And they got this wonderful boon,

Of their Heavenward journey soon.

They went ahead, with their body and soul,
Towards the Heaven, being their ultimate goal,
And halfway on their journey beyond,

Faced by a Lord's test, they stood astound.

A serpent, from the claws of an Eagle,
Picked up from a remote jungle,

Trying to escape, it did best to wriggle,
Only to fail again in its freedom struggle.

Why this cruel act, one Sage thought,
For its prey, another life was caught?
Why not God be kind and merciful,
To keep the holy order impartial?

As this thought disturbed his mind,
He fell down deep on the ground,
Halfway before the doors to Heaven,
Having lost his chance for admission.

The second Sage upset over it,
Cursed the Eagle for its cruel act,
And went back to the place of start,
With his long years of penance lost.
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''m no judge to sit on the Lord's will?
He knows what's best in His role.'
The third wise Sage thought,

And he reached the Heaven straight.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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A Lawyer's Joke

'Mr. Pleader, you aren't a fool
Just to violate the rule,

But you're a criminal lawyer,
Aware of the King's Order.'

'Only His Majesty's Royal Coach
Shall have four horses,

But why your coach

Was driven by four horses? '

'You're found guilty of this offense
What do you say for this in defense? '
The learned judge asked,

While the pleader coolly replied: '

'My Lord, count them not
By their heads, but

Lift their tails and see.
Then you'll set me free.'

Tails one, two and three revealed
The three horses he tied,

And the fourth one, a mare
Appeared very smart and fair.

The entire Court burst into laughter
O'er the joke of the lawyer.
It was needless to say thereafter,

The said rule covered also Mare.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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A Lesson To Ponder Over

I asked the hot Sun,
'Oh, you mighty one,
Why you rise in the East
And set in the West? '

It laughed and said,
'Oh, no, you're misled,
For I rise or set not,
Nor go or move about.'

'The Earth which rotates
On its own orbital axis,
Throws out an illusion,
Thus gives a false vision.'

I asked the cool Moon,
Thereafter but soon,
'Why are you waxing
And also waning? '

It smiled and said
'Sir, pay no heed
To this kind of lie
That your look goes by.'

'It's the shadow of the Earth,
In between the sun's path,
Cast over me, left or right,
Turns me dark or bright.'

I asked the hanging stars,
'How you twinkle across,
All over the night sky,
Brightening the milky way.'

They said, the Sun's light,
That keeps us bright,

In turn, we do reflect,

His rays, what we get.
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I asked the blue Ocean,

A different question,

'Why you create the waves
Which make much noise? '

It explained in brevity,
The theory of gravity,
That makes the water,
Rise and fall all over.

Why the classroom lessons say,
The truth in a different way,
That the Sun rises in the east,
And sets in the west?

That the Moon waxes and wanes,
While in full shape it remains?
That the waves are born

Out of the ocean and so on?

The teacher came with a reply,
When I asked him why?

The kids what they see,

Accept it simply, confusion-free.

Oh Sir, better teach the truth,
Right from their youth,
And let not, what is untruth,

Be taught from your mouth.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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A Melodrama In A T.V. Channel

There was a show of crocodile,
In the National Geographic Channel.
Crocodile is powerful in water,
But on land, it can’t run faster

As they couldn’t run fast,
Because of their heavy weight,
Crocodiles were seen watching,
Many deer on the land standing.

They waited for the deer

To come and drink water,

But the deer were too clever
To risk and go anywhere near.

A team of crocodiles joined
For the day’s prey to find.
On land first they failed.
Then in water they tried.

Zebras came, about a dozen,
To drink water, one by one.
The alert crocodiles then
Tried their luck soon.

On land, zebras can run fast
But in water they cannot.
To crocodiles-in-wait,

Water became their bait.

To escape, zebras tried.

They ran, not towards land,
But waded thro’ the water.
Crocodiles chased like a hunter.

It was a scene of hit and run,
That was not one of fun.

A ‘life and death’ for a creature,
If caught, it would lose its future.
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This drama went on and on,
With a question "Who'll win? ”
It was a battle of suspense
That kept us all tense.

The zebra that ran last
Could not move fast.
One crocodile caught
Its hind leg tight.

The rest attacked on its sides,

And tore the animal into pieces.
The water then became red in color,
With that this melodrama was over.

This is not a solitary event.
Millions of lives are meant
To keep other millions alive

And for the fittest to survive.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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A Miser's Tale

A renowned miser he was,
“"No"” he said for any cause.
To “Help, " he was averse

Thus earned others' curse.

The word “Pity” didn't find,
A place in his crooked mind,
No beggar made a sound,
At the bark of his hound.

A desert he was passing thro’

Once amidst hot wind that blew,

To a peg a camel was tied,
To drink water it tried.

The tub was beyond its reach,
It found none in its search.

He kicked the tub near its mouth,
Half the water went into the earth.

The other half the camel drank,

And shook its head as if to “thank, ”
He was proud he did a job great,
That was good, despite his ill fate.

One day he breathed his last,
The Hell sent messengers fast,
Took him to the Heaven first,
And then back to the Hell just.

He saw a leg in the Heaven,
Kept well on a chair clean,
Decorated with a garland,
Found dipped in desert sand.

To the surprise of the miser,
Said the Hell messenger,
“It was the God’s decision,
Your leg is in the Heaven.”
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“For the good job it had done,
A place in the Heaven it won.
Your past records go not well.
So you’ll now go to the Hell.”

Having no more credits to defend,
He went to the Hell at the end.
Yes, every little good job done,

It counts one step towards the Heaven.
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A Mother's Wings

To the Calf's call in a herd,

How its mother rushes to feed?
To the chicks' mouth wide open
How its mother feeds one by one?

To the hungry cubs in a den
How with food rushes the lion?
To the kittens newly born

How a cat feeds them on?

Under their mothers' wings

These new born younger beings
How the nature allows them to stay
Until they can run or fly away?

A bird or an animal cares not,
Once its kid stands on its feet
And it forgets next minute

Its own kid where to meet?

Not so in the human kingdom
'Cause there's more wisdom
That allows its bondage seldom
Broken into a blood of freedom.

To them the mother's wing,
A shield, a boon, life long,
As she cares, old or young,
Even if her kids go wrong.

Is there any known creature
More than a divine mother
An embodiment of love ever

What a God-given human nature!
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A Pair Of Points

For every action, there's reaction.
If you sow corn, you reap corn.
In pairs lives the world,

As good, bad, hot or cold.

If every one is good

And no one is bad,

How to judge a good
Between every one good?

If every one is man

And there is no woman
How a progeny be seen
In the men's world clean?

If every day remains hot
And the cold remains not
How the heat be blown out
With the cold that exist not?

If the world is full of hate,
And the love goes abate
How bad can be its fate
With all eyes ever on hate?

In pairs, all things coexist.
Behold, this is the gist
Of the Holy orders, just

One should know at least.

Rajaram Ramachandran
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