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VIPULANANDA

Literary Biography
, and
APPRECIATION

Here in this booklet,

More an excerpt than a book, there lurk all the-
poetic embellishments :-

beauty of diction, ,
the swing and the lilt and the cadence,
the sublimity, the strength, and tha elegance,
the nobility of form,

the ‘melody, the harmony, and the simplicicy,
the measure, the rhythm, and the balance,

the thought force, and thought content, and
imagery, and vision, and 2all and sundry arti-
facts that one may care to cull, and perceive,
and enjoy, and appreciate in any supreme
work of literary art.

The “Yaal Nool’ with its, admirable prefatorial piece,
is, at one and the same time, history, poetry, revelation.
It has a distinctive quality, beauty and form of its own.
It reveals the heart throb of a distinct cultural group
that lived some two thousand years before.

It mirrors not only its feelings and passions and
aspirations, but also its intellectual ~attainments, and
splendour.

In short, it tells the divine tale of a people in
noble verse and Mathematical formulae. Hence it is bound
to endure for ever and ever.

Read it and enjoy its lofty theme. The mathematics
of it need not worry you. Hence don’t be annoyed by it.

52, Nalliah Road, K. Kanapathipillai.
Batticaloa.



(1)
THE ENVIRONMENT

I HAVE in mind a seaboard - not an imaginary
one-as solid and as hard as a vast slab of granite; and
as crisp, crunching, and sinking as a mica sand strewn
sea-beach. Why has Nature created and fashioned this
coastline of marsh and sandbanks, dunes and headlands,
jutting out, here and there, at random, into the sea; and
Mangrove swamps and Typha quagmires? Aand why has
the Master Designer put into it a couple or more races of
mankind with mercurial temperaments and messy ways?
Nature must have been in a crazy mood when she helped
shore up this marsh and lagoon, and these ‘kalappuwas’
and ‘liwayas’. The motive so sinister !

And why put the woolly racks on the sky, the
curling surf on the bays: so frothy and so spumy?: puk-
ing and squirting, and spitting and frothing and lashing on
the exposed, mnaked rocks and -bluffs and headlands with
such terrific force and terrifying roar; and the breath of
life so haphazardly blown into- the hellbent men and
women?. In their unending stress . and effort — their elan :
style of life —'they struggle to eke a mean, low, wretched
existence, picking their grub 'and ‘poochies’ and worms
from the mud.and the ooze and the clay and the sand —
an altogether forlorn milieu.
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There is a folk song redolent of their yearning
~and craving. And thus it rums :~
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Note ‘the fierce unpadded existence’ of the rural folk.

. The entire dune often narrow, more often sprawling

and wide, . is covered with crawling, sneaking human
forms — more shadows than forms - no. better than the
‘shore crabs and the sand-hoppers and peewits that
abound — Tamils and Muslims, and Sinhalese and the
remnants of Portuguese wnavigators and traders — the
Farangies — , all shaken up by the same emotions and
feelings . and passions that have been ennobling, more often
depressing humanity : whatever its colour, whatever its
form and tempo on all the sea-beaches of the world. The
Eastern seaboard is, in a manner, ‘a microcosm of the
whole world — mixed emotions spilling over as on the
Miami  beach.

There is a peculiar psychology of the dune that

governs and predominates. And one has to live and see
and read into the vibrant atmosphere; and the - question
poses. Why this stupid drive? Why this senseless struggle ?
Why this stress? Why and  wherefore this strain? this

S

stupid rivairy? Why all this wailing, and weeping, whimper-

ing and war whoop? Why this gnashing of teeth, this
biting of lips; why this angry frown and the rage and
the growl ? The terror that lurks in, and has furrowed
every linecament of these - peoples — the blackguards and

ropues that have in all certainty deceived themselves? They
have hoodwinked themselves. They have been misled into
the decpest depths of error and horror. The stark mad
communalists that they are: they are sunk in ‘primitive
error’ — terrible and horrendous in form. and in deed

Teeth and claws, reeking rted ! S ’

Aren’t we aware . of this tremendous truth? There
is a poetic realism in the life and ways of these people.
Can we see it? Can we grasp it? Grip it by its slimy
tail? Hope we can, We look into that grand phenomenon
of nature : the evolution of the human mind : though eely
and slippery; the reward will be truly rewarding. ‘And, s0,
why don't we probe the problem in all true earnest ?
Circumspectly! Why have we failed to work our ways into
the workings of -its inmost recesses? This is the native
attitude. —

s savLwgs sflopss Q&8ss
QU RSHEHSEST ST S« '

T YaE® GTTSHHMEEG HLL. LNSTTLD
YT HSNEES YUSTH . :

Note the instinctive rivalry bred in the home.

Here the seasons come, and go. The rain comes
often in torrential downpours; the drought comes : often
and often parched - lipped and dried - throated; the squall and .
whirl and cyclone: all come galore mever in an orderly
way — the sun and the shower, the shine and the shimmer
and the dew! — they all come helter skelter ! Like unto
the weather, man has been born and bred in slime and
mud and mire: his senses so dull, his sensations and
feelings and passions .so voluptuous, so rich in satanic
greed and calibanistic: propensities : so flimsy so marasmic,
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so masochistic in feeling, flimsy in" form; so fickle in
thought : more a reed than a deep-rooted ‘palu’ free.

Here, in this swampy, slimy, sandy paradise has
the ‘Maker of all' created man : brought him into existence:
man and woman : ‘he for God, and she for God in him.

_ Here -has man come : fashioned and created an
ambience of his own. He has been brought to enjoy life:
given all the pleasures that natuce could assemble and give.
But yet he erred, he fell, and she too. And what a fall
was there my countrymen! Down, down, down he fell;
he descended into the deepest depth of perdition : into
Titanic glooms! He was despondent,- and she was steeped
in despair. Perdition was so very near. So it would seem.
A poetic figure! Endless fall! — Satanic and cruel and
crucial; and its final crunch, so bitter, so painful : brim-
full of heart-rending pangs and anguish : soul-tearing long-
ings and cravings and agonizing trends. An altogether
mythical concept.

Here I resort to Conrad’s portrayal of man’s — every-

man’s — inevitabe fall. ‘For suffering is the lot of man but

not invincible failure or worthless despair which is without
“end — suffering the mark of manhood, which bears within
_its pain a hope of felicity : endless joy. Like a jewel
set in iron’ .

Yes, sure and certain, there is bound to be ‘a hope
of felicity.” — An allegory ! -

What is this dog doing here ? it may be asked of
me. The answer is ready at hand. ‘I belong to this soil:
‘I've been born here, bred  here: Washed by the rivers,
blest by suns of home.” And ‘this heart, all evil shed away,

A pulse in the eternal mind, no less

Gives somewhere back the thoughts’ that the soil has
given : '

‘Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day’

dreamt on the tank ridge of ‘Sandhan Kerney.’

‘And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness, Io
hearts at peace. under’” an ‘East Coast’ heaven. —
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Pardon me: Have I mangled the poet sufficién-tly'-?
1t is not my intention to- do so. Far from it.

I have lived here- for some years — long, long years:
four score and more. That's the claim: I'am a 'son of
the soil: a justifiable claim : 1 belong to here: my
home. my fatherland. For generations we have been here.

So, whHy not grant me the liberty to comment on
things and events, essentially my own? Deny me not at
least that happiness, that pleasure, that joy, that freedom
to call it: ‘This is my own, my native land.” I have
begotten my psychological conceptions of it; my relation-
ships : tightknit; - closely bonded. I am of this soil: though
it may be muddy and ‘miry, boggy and swampy: more
often sand ! sand ! sand ! interminable sand. 1 have borne
ample testimony to my native, inherent trends : my prone-
ness to hug to the clod that bore me and fed me and
nourished me. You might say it is too mean -a self-drafted
testament : a blowing of one’s own trumpet. Let them say,
what they say. I am what essentially I am. I am a son
of the soil : true to the marrow. So is Vip-. The mud
stinks in my blood : in his too. We have been tillers of
the soil for centuries : Adham Kakka, Punchi appu, Kanda
Podi. - Greed and love of pelf cannot sunder us : though
guns may come and rocket-launchers may boom — we shall
go on for ever and sing the merry rhyme: ‘Men may
come and men may go, but we go on for ever.’ The
wotds may vanish, yet the immortal rhythm that resides in
the heart shall persist. I love to share and eat my bolus
of Karavahu rice “with them all.

THE CHALLENGE

AND NOW SHOULDN'T I, AND HAVEN'T I
the inalienable right to probe into the psychology, the

tragedy and humour of a people with whom Vip-has had
an intimate connection @ with whom I have lived and

moved and’ had my being? - Haven’t 1 and Vip-— eaten
with them, enjoyed with them, suffered with them, - shared
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with them their feelings, their passions; their thoughts;
walked their ways, swum their seas, forded their rivers,
mudded their paddy fields, sowed the swamp rice, sat in
their ‘watch huts, scared and shooed away the teals and
parakeets, harvested their corn? I am as much and as
plain a mud lark as they are. I am one of their kind;
one of their race. I have fished with' the Sinhala and
Muslim fishermen during the cuttle fish season ;. boarded
and sailed their frail fishing (barks) boats : my body
redolent of the fish of the broad BAY, and of the mud
of the sprawling mud flats, sand bars and sand spits that
skirted the BAY, the lagoons,  the ¢Kalappuvas’ and
‘upparus’ and *liwayas’. Iam flesh of the flesh, bone of
the bone, blood of the blood — to wit flesh and blood —
with every one of them.

‘GTeMID STGHLIGI YN GTEITLI S
staumLilevdn & Pulev, 4
@fey Gameisr o p g eresrGuimrr —
(@b stamib) @ovZwCui,” — ‘

1 have inherited the same virtues, the same sixis
of the flesh as they.. I have inhering in me both heaven
and hell

, And, so, I have a bounden duty to think deeply
of the several problems that bave chosen to bristle ; to

sprout, .to grow and flourish in this benighted shore T

am qualified to be a son of the soil, a brother among
brothers, a youth belonging to the famlly hearth and home:
good enough to stretch out both his arms and warm them
in -the fire, and share with them the masculinity of a
robust, healthy and vigourous life with a sane, even-handed
outlook and sense of justice.

7 They bave lived together : Kariapper, Punchisingho,
and Outschoorn and Kanthapodi. ‘They have no proud
dreams and no proud vain lusts. Often and often *they
are all downright funk and precaution.” — most of the
time; their entire life - span was a blue funk. Yet, what
a hilarious, laughter — provoking, joy — inspiring experience

—6—

of ancient times. The question is simple: the answer so
very complicated and brimming over with conflicts and
heartburns. Is it a symbolic faith.that you want to be -
governed by, or a realistic faith? Think it over, and
decide. Is it fiction or reality that you are chasing after?
Are you prone to be governed by the philosophy of
SYMBOLISM or the philosophy of REALISM ? A dreamer
or an awakened being ?

Have we a clear, definite VISION of life: of the
art of living? The other day while I was taking a stroll
in the lawn of the Pillayar Temple in my home Town,
my eyes alighted on a tiny hole in the ground about four
m.m in diameter out of which there emerged a black ant
about three m.m long and a m.m in thickness. It brought
out of the hole a tiny pellet of earth no Iess than a
m.m in diameter. It rushed out with the pellet, deposited
it a couple or two c.m away from the hole, and rushed
back into the hole. This very same work of digging a
hole was being repeated by some four or five ants. I .
watched them at work. It was going on with clock- work
regularity. No variation was noted in their activity. Repeat,
repeat, repeat

This was the conclusion I came to. They, whatever
we mlght say, have a des1gn a purpose and a clearly
defined vision. Call their behaviour by whatever name"
Regimen inborn, inherent tendency, instinct impulsion etc .;
the truth e¢merges: they have a VISION much more definite
than we have. :

Arten't we the descendants of the hardy settlers
and - tillers of the soil and the Thimilars and Mukkuwas-
who came here some five hundred years ‘ago, found a
virgin soil, cleared the jungle, tilled the soil and sowed
and later harvested the paddy, the maize and the kurakkan,
And haven’t we the blood of the grand old, hardy men:
and - women coursing in our veins, and pulsating in our
arteries 7
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And shan’t we  raise up that noble pilc — the
symbolic edifice of : ‘Law, order, Duty and restraint,
Obedience and Discipline” to enable it to regain its
ancient glory, its solidarity ? Solidity of purpose ? Hush !
Why still “talk over the waste of the ultimate slime ; for,
a new word runs between, whispering : Isn’t there a need
for such a unity ?-a oneness : a whole ?

‘Your good is mine, my strength is yours. ‘
Don’t 1 wake to greet you of a morning with an ever -
lasting smile wreathing my lips; and a wide, wideawake.
bond of love, of friendship. of fraternity and good-will
to hold you in my embrace of cordiality? in my hug of
-compassion and love.’

Shouldn’'t we. sce that our ‘House stand together
and the pillars do not fall?

These are the dykes; there are the ridges our fore—
fathers raised. ‘ :

_ We have to heap up more ecarth like the ants and
make them solider and reinforce them, firmer than ever
before. It has been said of yore:

‘Cgoywg B 2w

B ewr Q& 2.wiHn

Qper 2 wr G 2. Wb

Gy 2wys Cafrer e.wierer

Prosper you can ; prosper you will!
And you must | L

" Don’t these lines bespeak the peace, the happiness
. and ‘the harmony that shall prevail? Let us be free of
the fear of the now, and the fear of the hereafter. We
need bold thoughts to meet the world’s thoughts. And, let
us not be mealy-mouthed : We shall be outspoken and
truthful, — firm of tongue, firm of mind, firm of heart.

—]10—

(2)
THE PORTRAIT

Here is my candid opinion of THE PORTRAIT.
I disclaim my portraiture of Vipulananda. In the first place
it is far too inadequate.” It is horrid. But yet, I don’t
have the courage, the strength -of character to disclaim it;
to disown it. I can’t afford to dismiss it as utter rot.
Heart of hearts, I feel, it is far too precious, far too
valuable to be "dispensed with ; to be brushed aside as
pure and simple bunkum. None so far has attempted it.
Mine is truly a sordid attempt, and I couldn’t have helped
it. I am alone in'the field ; forlorn and almost forsaken.
I flap my wings in vain it would seem, and, the air
that I have displaced might fan you and make you feel,
and think seriously of the hard task I have had on my
hands. Now. then I have done with it. Take it, or
leave -it. ‘

I HAVE before me three photographs of Vipula-
nanda. One of them was that of Vipulananda when he
returned to Ceylon after he had been called to the Rama-
krishna order of Monks. The other, taken much later,
somewhere in 1950, when he was fully matured .as a
scholar ; and the third of Myl - when he was recruited as -
a volunteer soldier - of the Ceylon Light Infantry during
the Great War of 1914 - 1918, ‘

‘——11——‘



I cxamined them with great interest, with my
weather eye open for feature lines that might tell a tale
of the inner man, and help to paint 2 truer and completer
portrait of the man. I was disastrously disappointed in
my study of lineaments and feature lines. AIll the three
photographs fell far short of my expectations. They failed
to tell a tale of the real man in him. '

T have seen him as young, and youthful Myl —
Pundit -~ Mylvagananar, Bachelor of  Science of the
University of London. My mother paid him a social call
then, and had formed a genuine opinion of him. She said
that he was a: Pavpw’ Uy és usmggi. My father held
the opinion: &aedwmer: uwss s%. And Sri La  Sri
P. Vythilinga Desigar and Kunchithamby Vadhyar : his
teachers : both acclaimed with one accord - ‘he is a great
son of the soil: a truly rounded education be has
acquired.” His village folk: his kith and kin, - his friends
and admirers, one and all, without any exception, have
said: Here, at last, is a scholar of great eminence. Rev.
Fr. Bonnel had a penetrating insight into his - capabilities
and his erudition. I, in my own childish fancy, considered
him an impossible adamant: far too hard to penetrate
and go the whole hog unravelling the mystery : the what,
the why and the wherefore of Vipulananda : the mystic

and befuddling phenomenon. His personality was ensnaring -

and tantalizing, confusing, and confounding. He cannot be
fully perceived at one single sweep of one’s eyes. He is
the most elusive, delusive and unaccommodating personality:
personage. Our severa} judgements and estimates of him are
piecemeal : a multicoloured, multifaceted, Florentine floral
design. ‘They are like unto the conclusions arrived at by
the blind men who made their own opinions of the shape
and form of the elephant. Nonme of us -has a completer
and fuller judgement. He was richer by far than what we
thought him to be. And most of us are that. Even .an
estimate of our own self falls far short of what it, in
reality, is. A diviner and sublimer dust inheres in all.

The extra ‘something more® that we missed was the true

MAN. Now, after nearly sxxty} years the task has devolved

-12—

upon me of casting his form and substance in the most
adequate mould, and animating it with a breath. Can. 1l
do 1t ? He is rind, pulp and core compounded. His rind
is his outward; his feature lines, his veneer and lineaments.
Hix core is his inward. His flesh and blood and tendoans
und ligaments, his pulp. What vast dimensions! What vast
regions to explore. I beget the noble feelings of Hernando
Cortes who climbing to the top of a mountain in
Durien - Panama ~ saw the vast expanse of the Pacific
stretching before him in a never-ending turquoise blue.

No one who has seen Vip - once, can‘vforget his
form. [t is so clear, so definite, so very clearly defined.

The portrait—you can paint it. There he sits before
you. You can see his form silhouetted against a mirror :
dark, definitive and distinct. He reminds you of  the
solidity, the firmness, and adamant of a formless form —
the lingam - that massive form that impinges irresistibly
and forcibly on your perception. Substance, he has, but
his form eludes. It is even ilusory. It is massive ; it is
stupendous. It is solid, symbolic of a clearly defined
character. The bulk bluffs you.

And now the qaestion is this: Is the portrait
painter equal to the task? Let me catch Vip-in his
home - his living room, his- bed room and his library - all
rolled into one. That is: SHIVAPURI -thé home that
he built and that he -loved and called his home ; sweet
home — his only possession on earth, his paradisal retreat
whither he repaired and found a haven: calm and peaceful
and tranquil, in times of stress and strain.

Shivapuri still stands at Kalladi- Uppodai : a plain,
square, low building, square - built, simple in strnct}xrc,
divested of any architectural pretensions. There is an eight
foot wide verandah running round an interior - courtyard
about twenty feet square, adorned with a purple Nymphaea
(Qemsupbi) pond that has an arbour of Passifloras
permanently redolent with a bewitching, embalming, sweet

—~13—



‘odour. At the four.corners . of the courtyard were
‘pandals’ of enchanting Jasmines and Queen of the Night.
The verandah on the south has been enclosed and built
in s0 as to form two rectangular cubicles each barely
sixty squarc feet in area: the eastern one forming his
store room. The one on the west was his study, his bed
room and his library. ‘It was a miniature library stocked

‘with Tamil, English and Sanskrit classics, and some rare

works in Science : mostly the treatises of _EinStein, Max
Planck, ‘“Alexander, Rhadhakrishnan, Das. Gupta, Max
Muller, Radhakrishna Iyer, Mahatma Gandhi, Vivekananda,
Aldous Huxley, Christopher Isherwood and several other
modern- authors — belles lettres.

Vip — chose to read there; he chose to write
there. There he could contemplate, and in his idle moments
dream his dreams of a liberal and perfectly liberated, free
society of - casteless, creedless, ¢raceless’ human beings :
plain as a pikestaff. He was somewhat the frequenter of
Shivapuri and his cubicle : his tower of silence -— rather
his niche of tranquillity — where he read and thought and
wrote and composed his masterpicce : The Prefatory Song-
paean - of his YAL NOOL. From this retreat he burnt the
midnight oil, and outwatched the heavenly orbs that night
after night rose, sailld and set. From this cubicle of
silence he could afford to dismiss any one — especially the
unwanted, tormenting visitor who comes with ensnaring
and worldly problems. He could do it with a plump — No.

Here he was secure from the annoyances . of his
relations, his countrymen and his friends. -Here, ‘he was
plunged in idleness and liberty. He sought liberation here ;
for they were the certitudes of happiness. Here, he could
obtain idleness, liberty and peace in abundance. His total
- concern was freedom from taunts and impediments and
constraints of any sort : social, and political. And no one
dare interrupt him in his cogitations and ' ‘contemplations
“and triumphs — his literary triumphs and achievements.

His thoughts were often and often deéep and ponderable

and ponderous and resounded and reverberated like the
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crack of a thunder clap, and they were designed, as. it
were, to completely floor you in your effort to spar his
powerful punches.” His arguments volleyed and thundered;
every thrust told, and every point scored off. And what
he dealt by way of argument was up to the knock. He
was at the same time capable of making an elegant speech:
soft, gentle, dripping honey-sweet. [angtiuomer Gués]

Like unto a collosus he took a firm stance in his
library: one foot rooted in the . ancient classics, and the
other sunk in the lore of the modern mathematicians,
scientists and philosophers. His romanticism had a special
smatter of its own. It was sound, sane and bright, tainted
by a ‘bakti’ mode which he had begotten by dint of his
constant contact with the classics. He was a scientist; his
taste was that of an artist. Being seldom sunk in religious
orthodoxy he held his own special and liberal views on
men and matters and the ways of man-on life and its
scarifying problems. Lost in his traditional tumble-down.
piddling notions of caste and creed and narrow orthodoxy,
he often times found -it mighty difficult to extricate himself
from the thorns and hooks and prickles of entangled thinking.
Yet having extricated himself from every one of the ensnaring
circumstances, he was, sort of, qualifying himself to be a.
horse for a single harness; and so he had chalked out his
own path and pursued his own course.

While he was in his little cubicle in SHIVAPURI
he had to wage a constant = war against two evil fo_rccs:
mere pedantry and panditry on the one hand and stark
ignorance and superstition on the other. He was between
the devil and the deep sea. He was as it were placed bet-
ween the philosopher and the theologian who were engaged
in a disputation: Does God exist? ‘The theologian said:
‘the philosopher resembled a blind man in a dark room,
looking for a black cat which wasn’t there.’. .

The philosopher replied: ‘That may be, - but ..
theologian would bave found it One wastes time seeking
for answers for such silly questions. Vip-was haressed often
and often by such silly interrogatories.

— 15—



Vip-was par excellence a thinker and a scholar and
a. poet of rare attainments; and best of all a practical
social reformer and mathematician. His entire life between
his twentieth year and 55th year-35 years in all-was huddled
with active thinking, and disciplined acting. He pursued
every little fact about bis environment, examined every turning
point in his intellectual career most assiduously and
meticulously. The mango and margosa trees merited his
attention, and so did every motif of the Yal-NOOL. He
was thus a man of his words and a man of deeds, which
ranged from cooking food, planning lessons, delivering lectures
to learned audiences, composing poems, thinking mathematically
on the music of the Yal, and writing. Managing and
running schools and orphanages were only his step out

activities. He lived in contemplation most of the time; he

lived in his manifold deeds. The structure and form and
the use of the Yal occupied a good portion of the tether
end of his life. His forbears .were lotds of the soil; and it
was his wonted boast that digging and delving the soil was
the noblest of professions, He was invariably full of noble
thoughts and superabundance of feelings: more creative than
otherwise. He used to say with pride Qargeuppr®
Cormien_& Gi-2.@pHSTH T pausHSG PLISdy.

His mother was a devotee of Goddess " Patini; his
father had in him the making of a martinet. And the young
gargantua was shaped #@nd moulded by him. He had the
burning desire to- make of Myl-a scholar of rare excellence.
And, so, he had plans to give his son the best .of education
available in normal circumstances in those distant days: the
penultimate lap of the nineteenth century, and when H. C.
Wells was struggling to obtain a London B.' Sc. Degree, he
secured one with great ease. :

He had an amiable vanity for he was fully aware
of the depth of the knowledge, that he bore. And, if at
all he might be said to have erred, it was certainly not
his fault but the fault of the great regard he cherished for
learning. What did matter for him above all things was
learning. He was educated in a fitting manner as it suited

—16—

his natural trends, inclinations and quality. In other 'V\{ords
he was a born scholar: not a made one;. and_ he sublimed
A poet.

He spent the early years of his boyhood getting.his_
lessons in the Wesleyan Mission English School at Kalmunai —
his native town; and he had his secondary education attend-
Ing the foremost Jesuit College in Batticaloa — St. Michael’s
College under the distinguis‘hed tutelage and wise guidance
of Rev. Fr. Ferdinand Bonnel. — His sense of justice was
estimable, but his bumanity is more worthy. Later in his
educational career, when he was attending the Teacher’s
course at the Normal Teachers’ Training College and Techno-
logical Institute he had the opportunity of meeting Dr. Joseph.
The Doctor inspired Vip—, and he admired his deep .and
original knowledge of mathematics and mathematical thinking.
In Colombo, in the midst of some of the best teachers‘ of
science Myl—was in his elements; and imbibed of the nght
attitude to events:. that of the acquisition of the scientific
attitude towards life and its manysided problems. He was
A generou's, thinker, liberal in his attitudes. He had an
inveterate hatred - for fanatical and partisan and lopsided.
thinking. Few would have been his match - in politeness,
prudence and in wisdom. Even such a smashing debaterand
critic as Mr. A. Thavarajah - found in him a formida})le‘
nppbnent. There were occasions when the masterly Shavian
that Thava. was, floundered before him and was floored. It
was no fall: only a friendly flout. '

He was general manager of schools. This voluntary
task never disturbed his leisurely ways, and seemed to have
flattered his love for power—his Nietzschean urges. He was
reasonably just and mild, more often moderate in every one
of his dealings. He had, of course, his censures—mostly
apparent—for - some have dubbed him anti-this anti-that.
Thus, he is said to have earned the acrimony of the other
managers of schools. But he was never anti—christian,
though he was bitterly opposed to proselytisation for he was
of the opinion it ate into the vitals of the nation, and
destroyed the national native spirit.
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Besides his library—his living cubicle—he  sought
intellectual enjoyment and tussle in the company of the senators
of the Colombo, Madras and Annamalai Universities, the
scholars of the Madurai Tamil sangham, and of the Arya
Dravida Basha Sangam of Jaffna. His accredjted admirers
were such eminent scholars as Dr. U. V. Swaminatha Iyer,
V. P. Subramanya Mudaliyar, C. Rajagopalachariar, Dr. I.
Jennings, Venkataswami Nadar, Pandithamani Kathiresan
Chettiyar, S. Natesan, Pulavarmani E. Periyathambipillai,
S. Ambalavaner, V. Nalliah, E. Rasiah, Dr. Sabapathy and

‘'several others. He had many admirers, friends and co-workers:
well-wishers galore,

, Books were his dearest companions that helped him
to while away his lonely, weary moments. It was, as afore-
mentioned, a small, but compact and precious collection of
rare classics, histories, belles lettres, scientific treatises, mathe-
matical works and philosophical works. They were well
chosen, well preserved; and there they stood before him,
in a neat, patty array: heroes all in their several fields —
friends, well- tried, and . guides, faithful and !dependable.
They cheer you, they comfort you in hours of despondency,
" of degradation, of loneliness and of sorrow; closely ‘bonded
friends, guides and companions. They can never fail you,
they can seldom forsake you in your hours of need. They
are your boon companions. And you cling to them, and
they cling' to you through thick and thin. They  help
‘incatnate your thoughts.'

Voramous, wise, eclectic reader that he was, he had
_ developed a discreet taste, wide and universal : expansive,
~somewhat desultory. He was never a slavish adherent to
the opinions of others. Even if he borrowed the ideas of
others he made them, he moulded them into his own.
He had his own style — his characteristic mould. He
reincarnated them. He wrote in a special style ; he spoke
in a richer, more luscious tone. His speech, his spoken
word, his writing: .all bad a new mode; he gave  them
a mew dress : all his own. Like Montaine ‘he tasted the
pleasures of literature, and never glutted a wholesome
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appetite.’ When' he read he rcad  avidly and took the
matier in big bites, and masticated and gulped it down..
And all these he did as his mood led him. He was
guided by his feelings and propensities like unto a fawn,
untcthered and left free to rcam and browse as his senses
and taste led him. In consequence- he  had  developed. a
wholesome taste and a keen appetite. He read such books
as pleased his humour. He read with great ease ;  he
read, he contemplated, he mulled over, he discussed, he
held discourses, he commented — in short he appreciated.
He read and enjoyed reading the great masters of art.
He went on endlessly -discoursing, clarifying knotty issues,
disentangling problems and dismissing illogicalities ; thus
he sorted out the rational cores of the problems. He
meditated and contemplated until the thought content had
taken a native trend, and become an intuition. Then, in
the final analysis, the clarified ideas, like clarified butter,
became his own. And he stamped it with the imprint of
originality ; and perhaps he felt this is my own, my
native ‘thought.

“His criticisms,_ his interpretations, his comments,
his commentaries, his exegeses were marked by a- special
stamp of subtle humour — Grrésflu Gprés — meysafu
mewwemyemiia). Once commenting on the meaning of : —
smsHS ugwhS — he made his own comments perfectly
original. This is what he said to Sri Rajaiyanar — a Tamil
Pundit of rare merit and abstruce erudition.. Vip — posed
this question to Navaneetha Krishna- Baratiyar ; by way of
elucidation of the meaning. '

How many ‘Ga::r&aiv" poles, has a conch shell ?

It has two poles: @@ Carigaar.

‘Now, how many polcs ‘or points has ‘a convenuonal
lotus flower 7 -

Pause ! Pause! Five angular protuberances : the
petals. ’ ‘

How many poles ?

Five. @pgs Gsmysaer.
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So, is the meaning clear ?

Yes.
How ?

Qw Csrysst = siis HE
ops Csrysear = ugie 38

It is a mathematical conception : a pictorial representation.
Some averred he was, when discoursing. far. too domineering
and schoolmasterly in his attitude.

Far from it. He was to all his students and
listeners very, very sympathetic,

He had and he owed a special tender regard for
learning. He never did study to earn money, to swell 'his
purse to serve as an emblem of power. Queen Money
had very little charm for him. There were times when
stark penury stared him in the face. He hadn’t sufficient
means to run the ‘ashrama’ and ‘Home’ the following
day. Yét he was in spirit and outlook, a millionaire. He
thought big, he talked big, he contemplated suffused in a
noble mood, when there weren't a few ‘fanams’ to buy a
bottle of kerosene for his table lamp. And yet he felt =
prince among men. He was constantly gay, 'brimming over
and bursting out with uproarious laughter — never so grave,
never so serious minded, neither was he flippant and
flimflam, and frivolous. In consequence he had no . defeats
in life’s encounters, for he seldom or never figured them
out. And seldom was he dominated, snared, enslaved and
heavily trammelled by the printed pages. He read books

that served as his guide : both in health and sickness. He .

faced both penury and malicious visitations in a mood of
equanimity. He was to all intents and purposes, even -
minded.

The Anklet Episode’ was constantly on his tongue.
And from the moment he took up the theme and started

reading it and contemplatmg upon it, armed with a tuning

fork and Mr. S. Ambalavaner in constant attendance he
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sat and measured the mystical mathematical properties ' of
the uncient YAL. He was something, and he made some-
thing of everything he chanced upon.

The LAWS of  Nature are yet profound and
ponderable and ought to have an inestimable reputation.
We have to obey them, every one of them — their anarchy
and anarchical ways shall cease . to be. The laws of the
Prince are no less respectable., They are man - made. Yet
they have their value ; their worth. They have been tried
and tested, and, in the long run, found to be correct and
useful, and faithful.

The Anklet Episode’ was his classic: the theme
of his research on the music of the Tamils of some two
thousand years ago. A noble array of poets was mustered
upon his shelves. He studied them ; he quoted from every
one of the ancient Tamil classics — the ‘Pathu Pattu’, the
‘Eddu Thokai’, the Pathinen ki:1 kanakku’ w1th the
greatest ecase and facility. Among the moderns Subramanya
Barathi occupied his total attention. Shelly and Keats and
Rupert Brooke were his never - failing companions. Mathew
Arnold’s <Sorab and Rustom’, his ¢ The Forsaken Merman”™
and Tennyson’s ©Ulysses’ - held him in thrall. Milton’s
« Paradise . Lost’ and Shakespeare’s masterpieces became the
themes of his ‘Mathanga Choola Mani’ —a work on the
artistry of the Drama : the Tragedy and the Comedy:
the first of its kind on ‘A CRITICAL STUDY OF
SHAKESPEARE’S DRAMATIC ART.

His YAL NOOL begullcd his tranqullhty It is to
be f{rank, ‘a conundrum of’ literature : being neither a'
poem nor a research work on ancient- ‘Tamil Music and

‘on the YAL. It was to sdy the least a pilaff that suited

his varied expansive taste : encompassing in its character.
It has science in it ; it has art in it. It stirs, it informs,
it excites. It is a discerning and  informing piece of art.
He sees, he creates ; he reincarnates. He is comprehensivc
and multifaceted. His interests are a multeity. It informs
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you, it impels you to dig ‘and delve and go in quest of
precious facts. Its preface piece is epic poetry of a very
~ high order. It possesses the sterling qualities of ‘Paradise
- Lost” — the Miltonic Grand style. The YAL NOOL Preface
::s' poetical in form and attains a very high epic style. It
1s the outcome of clear intuition and candour. It is the
expression of a deep impression. The main body of the
book is a mathematical riddle and it makes a genuine
attempt to probe into the technicalities of the structural
form and function of the YAL:

It would seem ' Vip — studied so that he may
make a book. The YAL - NOOL was a by - product. It

came his way. He read, he studied, he thought, he
contemplated and then he put pen to paper, he scratched, -
and with some scratches of .his pen he produced the

marvel of a PREFACE — ui8sm0. He read and he wrote ;
he wrote and he read as his mood led him. He found
bimself with his theme. The Muse took = the pen out of
his hand and wrote for him. It might be {said without
exaggeration that as he wrote the inspiration was on him
for his vision was as sharp and clear as that of an eagle
winging into the ethereal blue — the height so high, the
vision so clear.

The ‘prefatorial piece’ reveals a master craftsman,
alone and unmatched in literature — in modern Tamil poetry.
It might be said of him as of Montaigne: He ‘spoke to
paper as to the first man he met’ He had acquired an
offhand art of writing. He put down his thoughts and
promptings as they came, and as’ he .chanced upon them, as
they bccu_rred to him. They just flapped their wings and
came and soared and he had them at ome swoop in. his
~ grasp. Once he had put them on paper he never corrected
them. You could hear the scratching of his pen, and as
if the paper would bhave said; ¢ Gently! gently! Master.” I
feel it all; I know it: the vehemence and weight of your
heavy musings’. If at all he attempted to correct what once
he had penned, he merely scored; he altered to diversify it:
to .improve -on it. He never effaced it. That was his way.
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He composed every sentence with punctilious care.
livery line of wverse he composed held his full attention, in
thrall. He composed in perfect faith. It was no shilly - shally
work. It was in true faith a complete task — a triumph — the
Muse being the task - master. He grew in spirit and dimensions,
and his art grew, and the ‘Preface’ turned out to be a’
perfection in art—the art of a prude: a form of self
expression.

When we read it, we cannot fail to discoverin it,
a singular familiarity which we would never have had with
any other writer. He had made the YAL, brought it back
to life, made it speak; and the YAL had made him. It
was his creation. He had breathed a fresh breath into it:
an elan: mysterious vital principle — elan vital. It had
become an object of beauty; and none who has a sense
of poetic taste can deny it. The preface — @& — let

“alone the mathematical tables: so very ponderous and awe.

inspiring — was consubstantial to its author. It is admittedly -
a many - sided masterpiece of art. It is ' no common place
criticism to say: ‘he was all too conscious of the nobility
of his art’ when he composed the Prefatorial piece. This
is the consensus of candid opinions.. :

His Life: A piece of art: noble, complete, and
unstinted. He lived the life of a prince. Nota spendthrift:
not too niggardly, not too stingy, not too miserly. He earned
big, he spent big. He had everything gargantuan about him.
Born in big times, he grew up a bigwig, amidst big
surroundings, he had a big look, he thought big -as if on
a mountain ; he felt big, and ia consequence he earned a
big name. Yet, he was artless, naive, unimposing, unosten-
tatious — paivety was in his nature. Simple: was the word.
Never did.he obtrude in any circumstance. He sat at the
last: but he was brought to the front and turned into a

V. I. P.

In demeanour, ‘in candour, he was a prince; a Roman
senator. He dressed well ~draped in an imposing rich and
pretentious toga; he preferred to wear a pair of patent
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leather brown shoes. He had a selective, fastidious taste ;
had an eclectic appctxtc for the classical stye of John Milton,

Ilankoadxgal and the eminent Tamil commentators — Scnavarayar,
Hlampooranar and- olhers

It has been said: ‘It is a rarer thing to discover
@ man than a continent.” It. was true of Vip— What
lurked in the inner depth of a man: what yearnings what
longings, what urges, what cravings:. it -was far too hard
to find. He was inaccessible to even a keen student of
human nature. In this respect he was an egoist — a being
with the. seif concealed in the deepest depth of .its being,
He' wished to live his Ilife to the fullest. He craved to have
all the privileges that life was capable of provndmg He had
a mastery over self-knowledge. These are my needs; these
are pot — that was his way. Yet he was sympathetic and
kindly towards the world of men — men of deeper urges,
promptings, impulsions and cravinge: prud homme: good man
-and true. He claimed to know for certain whence he came,
whither he was bound, what he ought to do, what be owed
to himself, and . what he owed to the others. Most men
seldom have such clear notions of themselves and of the
others : thelr multifarious outward facets, the inward multeity
of phases of their personality. In other words: the what
of them, the wherefore of them and their whereabouts — all
were concealed.

Havmg a foreknowledge of himself he was quite

certain of what he should do, his concern in human life,

what his achiements ought to be, what his ends ought to
be and what the means. His entire life was a big task: a
noble one at that. He had come into the world to unravel
the mystical signiﬁcance of the YXL, of the musical fugues
of the ancient Tamil people who lived some two thousand
years ago. The Anklet Episode had the secret of . it hidden
in twenty-ﬂve lines of the Arangetu Kathai. Very few,
and in fact, no commentators had heretoforc commented on
the true significance, the meaning of the theme.
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He did investigate; he did research on the abstruce
thome, and he had achieved his goal almost free of any
doubts and void of ambiguities and affectations. He is
deemed, by some experts, to have hit the true mark.

Besides his true scientific attitude of mind, he was
an introvert. He plunged into himself. He had an inward ;
he had an inner vision. His virtues, his viczs, his merits
and shortcomings were there before him in a crystal clear
ethos: in his mind’s eye. He knew that what he was doing
was right was worthwhile one’s search. He eschewed the
wrong, though he had his share of both like unto any other
human being placed in similar circumstances.

He was essentially human: muscles, tendons,
nerves, bones, feelings: basic and otherwise, thoughts and
notions — perceptions of a sort, understanding and what
not! Thought was his preponderant quality. He knew how
to relate and correlate events; to put a thought upon a
thought. His inward was preponderant, being immensely
bigger than his outward. He was orderly in his ways, and
he paid much attention to the propriety of dress; for the
attire bespoke the man. It revealed his inner self. So he
dressed to suit the occasion.

We are bound to pierce below his surface and look
for the true man of letters and poet in him. We have to
‘anatomize his body and spirit’. ‘Tomorrow he will
peradventure be other than what he is today.’

He was religiously inclined: his mother being steeped
in the cult of Goddess Patini even to superstition. Silapathikaram:
the Anklet Episode, was his gospel of the sakti cuit. I am
myself no cultist of any sort ; but, being a Nature worshipper
I esteem his bakti — devotion in respect of Pattini — a Sakti
cult.

Vip-had a unique intellect — the product of a
unique education, which his father had planned for him.
His education was a gift. It came his way — he didn’t
ecarn it. He was lusty, healthy and blithe and cheerful,
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but for a constitutional ill-health : high blood pressure
and the consequent paralytic stroke that struck him like
unto a thunder clap at the age of fifty five, and
completely floored him. And thus he met his end. Often
and often he was jovial ; often times he was moody, and
melancholy, and in a depressed condition of mind. Until
the very close of his life his mental health was perfect
and in full trim — he was smart and alert. He could cast
up a full twelve months’ accounts of a school and hostel
and orphanage in a single night, assisted by his able
lieutenants Mr, V. Murugupillai and Manikkam. Seeni
Master (Swami Natarajananda) was always with him, and
succeeded him as the General Manager of Schools. Rev.
Fr. Bonnel was par excellence his spiritual mentor. His
Head Masters and school masters formed a formidable
array of willing and devoted workers. All of them in one
accord laboured hard, in the field of education as planned,
motivated and conducted by the Ramakrishna Mission. On
festive and state occasions, like for instance the visit of
his Excellency the Governor of Ceylon, he carried himself
with due dignity and decorum and conducted himself, and
spoke with measured accent and articulated solemnity and
gravity like a prince —much more dignified than a
minister of state. By and large he was a collosus, and he
strode, as it were, the earth like a collosus. On such
occasions he was a Triton among the minnows — G540 56
urllL $8& smedriCGurew — Quppen.. When he was in
full kit: in his toga and Roman foot-wear he resembled
Vallabai Patel, the iron man of India. In form and
expression his semblance was that of Hon. Sir Srinivasa
Sastri. In his school administration and discipline he was
no more no less than Hon. Sir C. P. Ramasamy Iyer.
In philosophical disquisitions and discourses he was an
equal to Sir S. Radhakrishnan ; in astuteness and logical
thinking he was C. Rajagopalachariyar himself ; in his
profound and thorough knowledge of the ancient Tamil
Sangam works he came very near to Doctor U. V.
Swaminatha Iyer, in poetic talent and artistry and Roman
dignity and virtue he was master of himself There was
none to equal him. His mathematical knowledge and stored
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up information came up to the upper limits of Radhakrishna
lyer and his admired mentor and text book writer Gowri
Sankardi.

In normal life, placed in normal circumstances, he
was as meek, humble and simple as a child. Some
misguided parents who had spoilt children — mostly im-
possibles — had a mistaken notion that he could work
wonders ; work miracles by transforming, ‘nay transmuting
and transfiguring their spoilt, sophisticated ¢cases’ into
normal intelligent beings. Even Brahma the creative spirit
couldn’t have cracked such hard nuts. How can a lesser
being perform such a herculean task ? Can Vip-bring about
a4 complete metamorphosis? Only creative Nature is capable
of performing and bringing about such a change: working
such a mirabile dictu-wonder of wonders.

He was frank and open and outspoken in the
matter of expression of opinions. As he advanced in years,
past his fortieth year, his candour bloomed forth : his
virtue : his strong point was his imponderable silence and
calmness : his Nestorian qualities. In debates and dis-
quisitions he never lost his balance of judgement even
when placed in the most turbulent and eruptive of circums-
tances. He was as calm and contained as a graven
image — not a lineament bespoke any emotional change in
his smooth carven form. Should he chance to fight a
duel or engage in a joust of argumentation he held to
his own point, maintained it, and might be said to have
stuck to his gun tenaciously. His mood, often complacent
and kindly and full of pity, flowed through his eyes in
the same way as a kindly feeling flows through the tail
of a dog.

A unique intelligence needs be shaped by a unique
cducation. And a unique idea occurred to Headman
Samithamby, his father ; and he sought to provide the
right type of education to his energetic and intelligent
Gargantua with his limited resources. He sought for the
right type of teachers among the available wiseacres
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Pornocrateses, of his days, first in his native village, then in
his na'ive town — Kalmunai —then in his provincial capital,
Batticaloa ; and then in Jaffna and Colombo. Even South
India was not too far to explore. Men with a sound
knowledge of Tamil Literature and Grammar, Mathematics
and Science : Kunchithamby Vathiyar, Vythilinga Desigar,
Rev. Fr. Bonnel, Dr. Joseph offered the much-needed aid,
and wise direction and governance. ‘We have yet to travel
a long way on the road to the proper study of mankind.
“The proper study of mankind is man.” These ideas
occurred to the father of Myl — And there was bred in
the son an innate love of liberty — of liberal thinking.
His contacts — even his boyhood contacts — were the wise
men and men of prudence of the community. He had an
idea of a well organized community, that ought to grow
up in a liberal ethos void of all social : caste, religious
and racial barriers and hindrances, and handicaps. The
Tamil Pundits and scholars were sadly lacking in the
liberal type of Education, being caste ridden, creed oriented,
and narrowly prejudiced and superstitious. In a special
sense they are fundamentalists. Hard-boiled orthodoxy
governed and guided all their actions, all their behaviour
patterns. All virtues — but not elastic enough to suit the
times. The thought occurred to Vip~in the form of a
question : what, in fact, is a human conclave or community
that sprouted, took firm root in a rural mores? Here was
a notion that fully beguilcd his attention, and occupied a
cherished spot in the focus of his attention. His sympathies
grew, his outlook widened, became expansive, embraced the
entire human race: not narrow sectarianism, and moribund
racial and caste and religious concerns and interests. He
bhad love and sympathy and a deep concern for each and
every member of the human family.

His habits were mostly benign, and productive of
the good and useful — They were highly productive of good
ends and were as such highly pragmatic. He seldom stunted
the pleasures of either mind or body. He smoked cigarettes
once in a blue moon. He chewed betel and nuts when he
was in an enjoyable jovial and leisurely mood. He found
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unending satisfaction in being free and idly lolling or roving.
When he chewed betel and nuts he eschewed tobacco,
Mxpericnce, he valued above all. He borrowed knowledge
just as a miser borrowed money and dispensed it in a
nigpardly way. An avowed classisist, and & sworn lover of
the classics both of ancient Greece and of Tamil Nadu, he
was never the adviser of hack literature: the chap-books
and ballads. He disavowed all bad literature. He had an
affected, full-toned, gutteral South Indian intonation in his
manner of speaking. But scholarly tall talk was his natural
tone : deep-chested, guttural, and throaty, and affected : it
tended to be grave like the gurgle and babble of a swiftly
flowing, and tumbling highland spring. He was a keen lover
of a reputable diction carefully chosen and husbanded. The
right word in the right place: the one word for the one
idea. He was master of a chic prose style: terse yet
floristic and adequately embellished, with a sweet cadence:
a lilt and a gentle motion. And phrases and clauses came
piling in an unendng train, rippling, roaring and booming
like an ocean breaker crashing against perpendicular coastal
cliffs.

Being a respecter of reputable traditions he was a
believer in dignity, pomp, genuinely deserving, well-merited
fanfare and ceremonial events and rituals. Impartial in his
judgements, fair in his conclusions he disapproved of what-
ever went against the traditional ways of a people:
especially extraneous pressurising customs, manners and
beliefs. He was at the same time very tolerant of new
notions and welcomed new ideas and progressive thought
contents. He loved to read and discuss G. B. Shaw’s plays
and prefaces: ‘Heartbreak House’, ‘Back to Methusella’,
sSaint Joan’, Aldous Huxley’s ‘Ends and Means’ and
Bertrand Russell’s ‘Philosophy of Math:matic’s’. He relished
the views expressed by Shaw in his: ‘The Black Girl who
went in search of God’. At the same time he read
Alexander, and approved of the physical culture — ‘My
System’ — of Muller, Thus he gave the highest respect to
the learned whether they be of the East or of the West.
He abhorred Oriental hypocrisy and cruelty and the far
too flippant and frivolous ways of the Occident. He paid
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the highest regard to Dr. Ivor Jennings and his views, and pays
regard to his ability to administer and manage universities.

Perfect in friendships, he had his friends well-tried,
and he clung to them tenaciously. He chose them circums-
pectly; and having chosen them he reposed immense faith
in their sincerity and candour, and went with them through
thick and thin. He was very loyal to the ruling group —
the state —to the point of abject adherence to its policy,
but he was no chauvinist : cringing abjectly to it and
adoring it. He acquired and kept friends, like a true lover
bis beloved partner, forgetting all flaws, and pardoning all
sins of commission and of omission. Wherever nessary - as
in the cases of Arumuganavalar and Pandithamani Kathi-
resan Chettiyar — he never stinted to pay glorious tributes
to their profound learning. He adored to a point of high
adulation Sethupathy Manner — a prince of high ranking
generosity and patronage. His opinion of Raja Annamalai
Chettiyar is all praise — just and reasonable. He was perhaps
one of the few topping philanthropists of very high esteen:
an eminent lover of university Education and of Carnatic
Music. Vip—’s admirers and colleagues and co-workers in
the cause of liberal learning and education and erudition
were far too varied and too many to mention. He forgave,
overlooked the. ignorance and inefficiency of the raw,
fresh abecedarians — beginners — in their studies with far too
much charity and generocity. He forgave their faults and
forgot their flaws not seven times, but seventy seven times
or even more. He was a sworn companion, and a friend
m need — let alone being a mentor — to every one of his
pupils! Thomis, Majeed, Dickie, Galagoda, Rosairo, Thaju-
deen, Rajagopal, Sundaramoorthy and others. They helped
form his grand cosmopolitan crowd —- his closely bonded
family — democratically organized.

He was no mean lover of spirituality. His esteem
and regard for Sithanai kutty of his native village — he
hails from nowhere—, for Yoga Swamigal of Jaffna, for
Thiruvannamalai Adigal, — Ramana —; his mentor and guru
Sri Ramakrishna was limitless. He cherished a very high
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regard for cvery one them. Vivekinanda, he consid-ercd the
wreatent social reformer, patriot and savant of the nincteenth
ventury like Bkhart and Swedenburg — western sadhus of a
very high order — mystics par excellence. Brother Lawren_ce
was hin example of a loving and sincere devotee. Friar
t)amien and St. Francis : true lovers of mankind. Thes;_e
including Sakiamuni were the knowing, illumined or Bodhi
type of souls. He admired Kabir and Tagore.

Apt as he was in his illustrations, citations, an(?
quotable quotes; he cited the verse: gmmwnaba:su.m-... ete.
m his lecture on his pilgrimage to Mt. Kailash an'd
commenting on it, he brought before the eyes of his
devotees an ineffable, ineffaceable picture of Mt. Kailash,
‘The audience shed tears of joy as though they were trax_ls—
ported to the Himalayas and were assembled in the wide
icy cold corridors : the terrace that ran round the foot
of Mt. Kailash — that stood symbolizing the permanency
of the ‘cosmic soul’. He was swift and subtle and cutting
and witty in his repartees. Even learned pundits qual'(ed_to
stand before him and face him in a debate or in maintain—
ing an argument. His humour served ‘to lit up the dull
corner of an argument.’ ‘

Should you chance to travel by train between
Ceylon and Madras in the 1920s, 1930s and 19408 you
would have met an ochre—robed Sadhu frequently on the
move. That was Vip—. And when he travelled he had
his wits sharpened, his sense of humour sobered, his ways
cut and dried : fixed habits, fixed conversation, selected
words and close-fisted spending. In his own, his native
land, he was a familiar, singular personage — much respected,
deeply honoured, almost to the point of adorat'ion. He
differed from everyonme of his countrymen — especially the
village folk. They lionized him and he spurned them nqt
and rated them innocent by reason of their ignoranc.e: the!r
commonplace, self-regarding, self-serving ways, thgu‘ undi-
minishing lethargy, their squalor and their sordid de'me-
anours. He cherished a special and sympathetic and kind-
hearted regard for his countrymen, though he had an
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abhorrence for their crude, uncultured, peculiar ways and
th.e low, mean way by which they addressed each other
with a characteristic drawl in their intonation, often ending

in a throaty ‘ka’. He deplored their dull stay-at-home
habits, their absence of a clear vision in life:  mostly
letl?argic and unenterprising and dry-as-dust dull conver-
sation, exclusively bald, narrowly provincial, ‘garbage’
diction. The drawl in their tone was suggestive of a lack
of .vision in their attitudes and a stalking pessimism in
their lack of aspirations, and in the frequent use of obscene
words : far too racy bordering on bawdiness. In their
heated discussions there prevailed a smattering of bawdy-
house indecency. Hearing it, even a Sir John Falstaff or
a Long John Silver would have blanched and shuddered
and gone out of their breath. His village folk were dcpriveci
of outer contacts, continental touches, and model stylistic
behaviour. Whatever contacts they have had with the porth
were mean and dirty : devious; all dupery and dud. They
were far too smared and duped. They felt like fish out of
water when they sojourned in foreign lands or when they
got out of their rural surroundings. They suffered from an
inferiority feeling. Theirs is the story of the country mouse
that took an abode in the town, and in consequence
suffered untold hardships.

' When they happen to prolong their stay in the
midst of the town rabble they get heavily shotten with the
burde'n of chance visitors in the town. They were the
parasitising casual visitors — the sponging and  sucking
horde — the ‘avjgmair g ST,

. He was very squeamish as regards the selection of
the right kind of food. His food changed with the sky
overhead. In Bengal the main dish was sweet curd, mashed
potato, ‘chappathi’ and leafy vegetables. In Tamil Nadu he
h.ad a varied diet of beans, ‘subje’, curd, toasted bread
rice, ‘payasam’ and a variety of fruits. In Ceylon hé
enjoyed the delicious buffalo-milk curd, samba rice, tube
beans, sambar, dhosai, Idli. He had an eglatarian taste
that varied between the bitter—sweet of ‘@umd’’ and the
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sguelchy mash sweet of kolicoot bananas. Despite the
tmmense care he took in the selection of his diet, he
suffered occasionally from constipation and he had to resort
to the use of an enema syringe to have an easy and smooth
motion of his bowels. His weak point was his tummy;
his strong point was his brain. He shuttlecocked between
the two and his cravings, feelings and thoughts helped to prop
up his poetic talent. He was a man of varied tastes, varied
activities  that kept him busy as a bee by day and by night.

In writing this account, what have I done? I have
just followed his example. I hold the pen and I follow it.
And it goes and moves and scribbles and scratches the
paper like a broody hen just let out to pick the grains of
maize. My mood is on me. It dictates, and I write. These
arc but mere rambling, desultory thoughts that come my
way as my fancy leads me, and takes me.

It was said of Vip-that when he travelled, things
came his way, thoughts came his way, episodes came his
way. He encountered adventures ; inspiration dawned on
him. He was enthralled and ensnared by it. And he took
his pen and he wrote motivated by the deep-seated
promptings of his inner self. His subconscious self led
him, guided him ; and he went on scratching and scribbling
criss—cross. All was in a mess ; but he could decipher it
even at a distant future occasion. They were his mental
traces — his engrams — that guided him to compose the
picturesque many-sided masterpiece: the Prefatorial Piece :
wumrudgb of the YAL-NOOL.

Once in the 1930* — that is how it is recorded in
my memory — it was a full moon night when Vip-in
the company of Pulavarmani E. Periyathambipillai, Messrs
S. Ambalavaner, V. Nalliah, Pandit S Poopalapillai and
the writer hired a boat and went sailing on the bosom of
the Batticaloa Lagoon somewhere half way between the
[lephant Rock and the Dutch Fort. The moon was half
way up in the sky, the stars were eclipsed. The moon
beams were so very powerful that even the Sirius on the
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Orion could not be easily visible.
the distant Bay, and we could see it palpably moving,
gliding over the Dutch Bar almost imperceptibly and
insensibly. A gentle night breeze wafted it into the lagoon
as we went sailing in the direction of the Mamanga Pillayar
Temple — grisgenr Gamelep.

A thin haze hung on

Perfect silence prevailed. The motif and the mood
was this :

HApwesr Qaveired ymserey GCumeoL Pub,

s158nECsdm aay apsiar ssey P

e B Qerégyp — Folk song.
The barking of dogs, the lowing of calves, the tinkling of
the bells on the necks of the calves, even the human
voices, and gentle serenades of Portuguese lovers had died
down. A solemn silence held sway. The boat cast anchor,
And we all listened intently. There came surfacing from
the oozy depth of the lagoon some musical notes, not
unlike the notes that issue, thrummed on a Japanese
Mandolin. The Sadhu poet listened in rapt attention. The
idg_a of composing a ‘prefatory piece’ for the proposed
YAL research paper came to him irresistibly ; and it was
insistent. In fact the opening lines : fo arafiGe, Aoy
of#Ceu ! issued from his vibrant lips — thick, full up and
voluptuous. The idea in its incipience came to Vip —. And

the YAL NOOL was born.

He culled the inspirations one after one. The ideas
came crowding. Vellaivaranar came into the scene. Vip-
collected the facts, collated the thoughts ; but he didn’t
care to sort them out. Otherwise why should he put so
much dull, drab, abstruce mathematical thinking into the
otherwise inspiring theme of the Mermaids — the seven
musical notes commencing with ®s88%r. Vip — was a
born voyager ; and when he sojourned he never posed in
his research thesis: never paused to ask the why and
whither he was bound He strayed from poetic form into
a complicated intriguing mathematical inquiry, and sub-
consciously entered the world of the physical properties of
the vibrant notes born of the strings of the YAL. It
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would seem he got lost in a maze of equations and
problems : tones and tonic effects — tonic sol-fa. Vip-had
hegutten an untiring, admirable, persistent attitude of mind
«opstantly on the alert, somewhat sceptical and critical.

b He granted every man the right to hold his own
oplnion. So he wouldn't brook any act of violence on
whatever pretence — such acts of violence as disturbing,
subverting and disrupting a person’s religious faith. He put
it down as the greatest crime ever wrought by man on
man. In a world where one is certain of one thing, and
that is the uncertainty whereby events change and change
and constantly change, why worry about dogmas, doctrines
und Egamic codes ? Take them as they come your way,
disengage yourself from them should you tire of them and
not need them and their service. That is the best policy.
You seek, and you shall find it. ‘Truth and falsehood,’
vays Montaigne, ‘have the same visage, the same port,
taste, proceedings. We behold them with the same eye.”

The world appears uncertain ; it appears illusory.
Man is a botched, bungled and parti-coloured piece of
art. We make the world good ; we make it bad just as
we desire to : dappled grey, hectic red or gloomy and dusky.
We view it as though we do so through a kaleidescope,
and we get variegated pictures of it.

The world —the physical set up —is, in its essence,
matter, which is indifferent and neutral. Not that life is
good or bad, but there dwell good and bad in life, just
as we make them. All troubles emanate from the human
brain. They enter the world by way of the brain of man.
They can be converted into blessings should we so desire.
‘The world is ours ; our own: we make it or mar it. We
create it after our heart’s desire. And these words from
Macbeth are significant. ‘There is nothing good or bad
hut thinking makes it so. If you have lived a single day
you have lived through all days; and you have lived
through eternity.’ In a single moment there resides eternity,
life is, as it were, a dream, and we have to live through
it. The world is in a sense our fantasy : ‘maya.’
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There is no finality in existence. All things change
There is no end to change. Permanency is no other than;
change. In change there dwells permanency. Permanency js
an illusion. It is illusory ; it deludes. It is the mind of
man that does so. Nature is changing. Even the so called
LAWS of NATURE change. All things are caught in the
whirligig of time. Nature doth devour all as time marches
on. All things are born in time ; ali things are devoured

by time. This is symbolized by KALL —a metaphoric

representation of Time. Kali is symbolic of a permanency
in change — incessant change. |

Hence : Live rationally, understandingly, impartially
meaningfully. It may be arduous to live neutrally ; unbiased:
yet you have to live with great ardour and zest. Time and’
space — Time runs fast: whither ? We know not ; and the
‘wrath of God bangs over our heads.’ Change ! Change !
Don’t we ascribe our ills to the Divinity ? Can we discern.
the forces of nature? Being entangled in them, how can
we ? Can we perceive the purpose of the Divine (Nature)?
When the epidemic is upon a people we see in it th;
wrath of the Divinity : an unfair judgement.

Art itself is creation. It plays the second fiddle to
Nature : to the eternal change in the universes

With the tuning fork Vip-sat and measured the
change. He feit deeply that he had a personal obligation
to the Prince and to the Society to which he belonged.
While he worshipped at the altar of Art he never flouted
the achievements of Science.

He had his greatest regard for Albert Einstein and
Max . l"lanck—-the Quantum Theory of the latter and the
Relativity Theory of the former. He esteemed them the

greatest of Modern Seers — Rishis unsurpassed, and un-
surpassable.

. Pleasure is mankind’s chief concern. It is the
hcdqmst doct.rine. And today it holds good in all walks
of life especially in the western world. Vip — says: Yes

10 this philosophical approach to life. Seek your legitimate
share of pleasurable feeling in life’s passage through the
world. You find your share of it in both the Sciences and
the Arts.

He laughed uproariously a good part of his life ;
and that blatantly in the company of his boon companions:
Mr. E. Rasiah, V. Nalliah, S. Ambalavaner, Dr. Sabapathy,
District Judge Vythilingam. When he had matter for laughter
he laughed and shared the laughter with his friends and
visitors. He wasn’t niggardly in this regard. When weighed
down and depressed in spirit even on very sad occasions
such as the passing away of his beloved nephew — O.
Kulandavadivel. He remained perfectly silent, bore the cross
all by himself, and shed not a tear.

His unshakeable faith was that if a man were to
be wise be must be full of joy. He loved the age of the
prime of life, of youthfulness and delight. He was a fully
matured man at the age of forty : matured, prudent and
brim-full of youthful wisdom. Forty was the age when in
normal circumstances maturity commenced, and it went on
mellowing till one reached the ripe age of four score years
and a little more. In other words wisdom and prudence
dawned at the age of forty, and ripened into a fully
mellowed ©sweetness and light' at eighty. He disdained the
truth about death. The notion of death irked him. He
shuddered to know about the inevitable natural change ;
and once it came nigh he was fully prepared to face it
with fortitude and composure.

He might have been influenced by the view that
death was a light infliction, though at a distance it
appeared to be formidable. The thing is this. One has to
learn to die in a state of perfect peace and tranquillity.
And once one has fully comprehended this view of death
one need not be a slave of death. Says Montaigne : ¢ We
care so much for life that we continue to care for death.
It annoys us, it frightens us. We have to dismiss it with:
Let Death be. Leave it alone. Don't annoy Death, even if
Death annoys you. That is a wise saying. It is the doctor
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and the curate that make Death appear far more formidable
and terrible. Vip — would have loved to confront Death
when he was enjoying his most marvellous literary piece
and in the vigour of life. ’

; His STYLE: His poetry is typically classical. He
clung to the grand style of Milton and that of Elango-
va.dical. His prose was far too heavy with lengthy, long —
winded meandering periods. His vocabulary, his diction —
both poetic and prose-was far too cumbersome, heavily —
laden with a classical trend. When he commenced his YAL
PREFACE he adopted a pictorial, highly embellished and
or.natc style. The diction was flowery with colour effects
His description of the ‘morning in paradise,’ in no wise'
fell short of the ornate, highly ebellished grand style of,'
M_ilton’s, ‘Morning in Paradise. Put the two pieces: the
orlgin.:a.l and the translation side by side, and a trye
connoisseur would have found it difficult to distinguish the
one from the other. The semblance would certainly have
beleaguered him, perplexed him and won his admiration
awc_ and adulation. Vip-brought the pross of the great’
Tamil commentators to life. He dressed his prose with its
queer garment : namely, rich, noble diction.

' He spoke as if he was in the presence of a
Prmf:c,-——right before the Royal Throne commencing :
Lorrt_._@smu) SB8w wasr Cryxu wereryeudaQer ! It was a
soldier~like marching prose, measured and distinctly timed.
Every period told bearing every argument to its rightful
Place and to the precise point. It was Julius Caesar’s
prc_>sc—pithy, mellifluous, sinuous, winding, cutting and
chic : far too elegant at times, flowing like a mountain
torrent : gurgling and murmuring, at times like a woodland
brook. When he argued, his words flowed free, loosely
strun‘g and bold as a chain of pearls. His was not a
pulpxt oration, it was not pedantical ; it was not frair-like -
it was not lawyer-like. It had a martial ring: commanding’
arresting, demanding on the attention of the hearers. ’

_ He. seldom used lecture notes when he lectured to
the university students. Such lectures were more or less
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artfully rigged up in printed-matter form. But yet he spoke

the word ; and the word did tell. Each word was enthroned

in it rightful place. He was none of your harlequins or
ap-box haranguers or fracas rousers.

When he put pen to paper he picked and he
vhose his words : the right word to convey the exact idea.
tle found neither monsters nor witches in the world — no
chimeras, no sphinx, no Hipsibas no cantrips He found
Nature smiling, laughing, placid, uproarious, and thundering
hoarse in all its fury. He found Mature decked, bejewelled,
with stars and clothed in all the rainbow colours. Such
descriptions as are given by varakavi Barathi in his ‘unrgs
oréd g’ filled him with joy uwnending and ineffable.

Here are the lines :-

‘amit! &gl uflBews @lar UL dep&s
asslwr Guu QMeer! glam!

sreiramie. ulb S euerers Huwevryger!

6T & s euigeud! o1 S%w Swemeu!

Bulér @bysedar! — Qenpd Qumer &mu1Fd
dlc . Garenr_ser! — Qanbenns GgrerpCio
afEP0s swsd Beyser! — urgwe !

Bl Qurueam&ssr! — g_Lm, Se

aewrenr Quomery) Qg slwr s wen!
T55%n QFberw! UsLLLD SeLULD
g glwr! — aflu Qumpb@umd gysin!

S Qurdmstid WsEHEL swsd
Caremflgear &L.Qumafils Qumrphseaguii o
HMEy PaETmssr! srewry., HHG

shisd GulmBed Smid uw SEGD
Q. sw! gent! amg GorsSigeyib
@ $@uear! @alsBrear! adnenms Sarey@uwib!

Just note the jovial joust -— the loudly blatant embroilment
of colours. There was no one who enjoyed, experienced and
sppreciated the riot of colours so thoroughly as Vip —. We
are richer each one of us than we think — And Vip — is

00 exception.
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Vip-'s literary baggage, both poetry and prose
was far too sophisticated ; the stuff in it far too heavy ;
and when he wrote it, it was mostly in crumbs it was
tasty and appetising. They fell, as it were, from his table
by the wayside. Like the seeds sown by the sower. Some
fell by the wayside, and the birds of the air came and
picked them and ate them ; some fell on stony ground and
were lost, some fell among tares, burrs and brambles, and
they sprouted and grew and the weeds grew much faster and
smothered them ; only a few that fell on fertile ground,
sprouted and grew and flourished and gave a good return,

This parable applies to. Vip-’s literary baggage.
Those of his light articles, that were picked up by the
way-side papers, chap-books and magazines and periodicals,
were published as newspaper and magazine articles. Mr. N.
Nadarajah had made a collection and list of them and
published it in the form of a brochure. It is of immense
documentary value. Vip’s editorials in the ‘ Prabudha Barata’
are mostly philosopical and topical disquisitions and cogita-
tions. But, although most of them had had such an impact
on the general public, the learned and scholarly crowd
held a special regard for his Shakespeare Criticism — his
‘Mathanga Choola Mani, YEL—Nﬁf)L, his Arumuganavalar
Eulogy, his gri®earenfl — Paradise " Lost, Tennyson’s
‘Ulysses, Tagore’s Poems. Among these the eminent many-
sided masterpiece — ‘the YAL NOOL Preface’ — tops the
list as a work of rare literary excellence, that would vie
for establishing his eminence as the author of an epic
piece, par excellence. His embellishment of style was the
supremest in the ‘YAL Preface’ Yet his literary baggage
was far too heavy to bite, to chew, to masticate and
digest. In his ‘Brpwsefi’ it would seem he picked up
pearls from Mathew Arnold’s *Forsaken Merman,” Milton’s
‘Paradise Lost’ and Tennyson’s ¢ Ulysses, and assembled
them so as to form a pearl-embellished pendant.

(3)

VIPULANANDA
ON

LIVING POETRY

Then Vipulananda spoke. His theme was ‘living
poetry’ — o udmerer wmri_ev. It was a .discS)urse on poetry
that inspires — that awakens the spirit in man: fhat
awakens the slumbering soul: that imbues the soul into
the fleshly form, gives it a name and a for.m o makes
matter live. For he who bas no poetry in him is cold
and wooden, his feelings and warmth would hz}ve been
extinguished -and buried in ashes. Such as he ‘is fit for
freason, stratagem and even murder’.

Vipulananda's was an endeavour afld an cffort to
live through living poetry to revitalize h1m§elf, to exter-
nalize himself.. And he did do it. His audience and he
himself were one single closely bonded whole: and the
WHOLE was a living entity — an event. It was a dlsf
course on the discovery of the spirit, — the energy, Ehe
‘elan vital’ that resided in the written word. At tl.|e Peglt):-
ning was the word, and the spirit was imbued in it: in
every aspect of it. It was the infinite breath — the breath
that breathed the living breath.
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Vipulananda spoke and his discourse was the
motive force in supreme poetry: its moving effects. It is
intended to please, to instruct and to exalt. Vip-knew this,
and used to lay stress on these functions. He didn’t go
far; he didn’t go deep into any of the sangham classic
forms: the °Pattu Pattu’ the <Eddu Thohai’ and *Pathin
en ki:l Kanakku’.

He eschewed the so called, conventional ‘CLASSICS’.
He had chosen as the basic theme — the principal topic —
a simple naive piece from Subramanya Barathi. It commen-
ced with the awakening, stirring words: ‘Sé@s Qsilursg
st e esadwg Csuys Csy (@)%rsGsGer’. The theme
was ‘kannan en kathalan.” Kannan, by the way, is the ‘Peter
Pan’ in Tamil poetic literature. Like Puck in ‘Midsummer
Night’s Dream, he plays his pranks on all and sundry.
Vipulananda commenced rendering the verses in their correct
cadence. His voice was vibrant, full-bass : deep-chested, It
was not affected, not forced, not artificial. It was in perfect
ease; it was artless; in a condition of npaivety like unto
the babbling and murmur of a mountain strecam. Everyone
fistened. The entire audience like one single mass of paddy
plants swayed and surged, now breathed deep, now almost
breathless: not a squeak, not a whisper, not a whinny
not a whimper, not a garment rustled, not a comment
travelled from lip to lip. All listened in rapt attention,
wrapped in perfect silence. A pin could have been heard
dropped in the pauses.

He claimed cach slave of sound, at a whiffle, as
when Solomon willed : All sorts of sounds, meanings, word
pictures, vibrant notes, movements, surges and gurgles came
crowding in riotous swarms. All came flying, and like Abt
-Vogler he built a noble pile, a palace straight: a forest
deep and dank and dark and dismal: a demon and a
desire to lust; ugliness and turpitude and then the sacred
Name — a sound flung and a fury that destroyed the evil —
turned it into airy nothing. It was the all-powerful spell :
Swm@y ! The Divine Name.
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Thus flowed the chant of the heart-stirring, soyl-
inspiring, inspiriting paean, It came melting as it were
one’s feelings, it flowed a brimming-over stream. The
audience was caught in the whirl and hurled to left and
right. It was altogether a ‘fluviatile® appreciation of a
literary master-piece — modern, simple, rural, heart-touching,
inspiring, animating, reactivating: it was, all in all, a
Pandean pipe. He recited it; he paused; he rendered it
meaningful : commented aptly on the theme: the sound
effect, the pictorial effect, the elaboration of the notion :
the thought content : the sublimity of the total edifice of
thought. It was like Abt Vogler’s ‘Musical Tower’. It
soared, it rose, and towered and reared its form into the
dome of the sky like a monumental polyalthea. Its towers
were star—crowned and star-adorned. A mighty effect, a
Gargantuan endeavour, an enduring attempt : a formidable
mental and emotional exercise : so full of meaning, so full
of suggestion, so full of feeling it was. It touched every
one of your passionate urges, your power of vision, your
sharp sense of hearing, your scent, your sense of warmth
and your sense of cold, your ability to relate and correlate
all your medley of senses: your feelings. Even your
instincts and deep seated ancient impulses your crowd of
intuitions had to be harnessed and employed to the fullest
possible extent if you are to enjoy and appreciate the
master-piece of art that the poem, in truth, is.

Dims Gzsfurs swiigs! — what an assemblage of
harsh sounds : a forest of sounds fit to suggest the impenet-
rable and tangled and ensnaring form of the forest: as
dark as pitch and as viscous as tar. Should you enter it
you are likely to be lost in its labyrinthine ways. It is
in short an ‘gyefl.” The harsh sounds come galore. Note :
2 dilmds Gxiys Csiq QUngkl5C8mr ! The ‘th’ sounds thick
and viscous and like a darkling gloom wrap you, appearing
to dissolve in shreds and tangles like the evening gloom.
You are caught in it, almost submerged in it. — ‘I am in
darkness, enshrouded in the thick of the gloom. I know
not where to go. I go in search of you.’
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, Cardinal Newman’s : ‘Lead Kindly Light’ assimilates
this idea.

. Help me ; guide me in order that 1 may take at
least one step in the right direction. I am in dire need of
your guidance in this hour of gathering darkness. I am
confused ; I am confounded. | crave your indulgence! I
crave your pardon! Do kindly lead me! Send me onc
single ray of light! One glint of the ray of hope! One
beam that would serve to guide me and put me on the
correct path.

&8 pogperLw FRse — Liew

TEMESF soasdr S saflsdr — aHsU
LSS SO SUD DM DEGID QT ST — HEIG
umy maibg oo BHHxT.

The long vowel sound ‘umyg.’ and the rustle in
‘parrpg’ carry a deal of suggestion, that .of the gently,
gurgling flow of a babbling stream, tumbling over stones
and pebbles, and flowing through gullies and gulches. There
is a lot of controversial interpretation of the line: ‘Gugs
PH mmd wenrkGd yssmdr’ — flowers that kindle the flame
of sweet odour in the core of the heart. It is more a
feeling than a mere odour. It moves the heart; it stirs
it ; stimulates it ; animates it ; activates it, envigorates it.
It tunes it, thrumbs every string in its configuration, and
raises it to sublime heights — beyond measure.

Again there are soft words and hard words:
words evoking gentle feelings, words provoking rage and
anger, and revulsion. Do take into account this line: ‘ yyms
@Qup o Psmio wrdvadr® The gentle wistful, passionate call
of the deer: so full of charm ; so gentle. And this line
that follows is uproarious and disturbing: ‘agsae @ued
uyae yodsdr® Tigers that grow] in rage and repeat the
growl as if learning to growl. '

Then in alternate order come the soft, sweet call
of the birds: the ribbon-like form of the serpent.
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‘Grod sias Qerdgubd LD — MG
Beam e LPSPHBSGD uTEy —

The harsh sounds, the soft sounds, and the frightful
head to tail sinuous curl and stretch of the snake: what
a crowding ! what a fracas of sounds and sights! The long
‘g’ in ‘BeawG.’ awakens a fecling of terror and disgust
in our hearts. And here we beget a feeling of hope and
despondency inextricably intertwined — at one moment - the
feelings are in a condition of flood, at the next 1n a
condition of ebb. Big and small creatures help form Nature’s
wealth of living forms. Big and small creatures live and
move cheek by jowl: The roaring lion, the terrifying
elephants and the “creepy crawly, slimy frog’ and snake
move and live and have their being. A sigh of relief:
Nature is not always gory in teeth and claws. The frog
dodges the heavy thumping thud of the feet of the elephant.
‘Every word employed by the poet to express his thoughts
and ideas ‘has the stamp of immortality.’ Howsocver
small a creature might be, it has a special niche on the
earth — its favourite habitation and home. The poet has
found himself with the theme.

serafldams Qarear dvuyh PEISD — I ST
F555PEH SBEEGLD WThw — I H6T
waraflar@up® laTinTeser — Qema
QPLL.TSWS® UgGEGH Seudr.

The theme is steeped in the glamour and. colour
and sound ; the grandeur, the ugliness and depravity alike
of a Divine Romance.

‘How can I, O Lord, survive this ordeal ? My limbs
tremble and quake through deep anguish !

My eyes grow dim. Dzjection in its crucllest form
overtakes me: mentally and spiritually I am
wholly undone-! :

There! There?! There comes before me a hprr.ible
form : a veddha: gruesome, fearful, terrible and terrifying.
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And the poet goes on thus:—

sre s Genipg lporCeardar — @ |
Caudmas Qsraa® Q&TdvGar_er — o ¢rerd
Qail b Qaraw@imflu e fssmer —

The maraudcr veddah made shamefaced advances. Wasn’t it
disgraceful conduct on the part of a male?

sO Ye, maiden so lovely, so graceful

T've fallen in love with you,

1 am almost infatuated.

1 feel like embracing you.

Why then shrink in maiden coyness ?

I shall fetch for you chunks of meat so jaicy,
cooked in gravy,

I shall bring you the choicest of fruits, squelchy
and juicy ;

Your beauty intoxicates like sweet toddy matured
and fermented.

We shall eat ; we shall drink!

We shall make merry !

Now what do you say,?

Hot, hot words ! Scorching! Scalding ! She did
gather courage. She said:

<Hope rose! I clasped both palms in prayerful
supplication ; and said:

sy | 2w Hig.uid S pQaeveir — erdor

SG5Fs Qsr@aw Qsre Caewim — 19per

saneywe; Qeuged L Queandoy — o pe

sanenH urtdPrend GCwT ? —

What a heart-melting appeal! What grand suppli-
cation !

So touching! So full of idealistic utterances !

«I've already been in love’s grasp.’ '

¢ Another man has me in thrall ;

«How dare you think of me as your lady love?

Is it fair, Noble sir?’
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The veddah nature comes uppermost, and finds
expression in these cruel words: as hot as a red-hot rod

of steel pushed into the ecar. —.

‘g, FTsPrmsda GauawGer — Beur
Serp Gaem@uoy., safiGw ! — B
Qursamst umpu sadrd GurGe !’

Your beauty has enraptured me. I’'ve been intoxicated
with it as if drunk in fully matured toddy. Impetuosity hds
gone up my head. I am mad !’

Hearing these words, bashful and utter rot, she
shouted : *O! my Lord ! Kanna !’ ; and she fell unconscious
and lay prostrate on the ground.’ Not much time elapsed.
Moments slipped off. She regained consciousness ; and
opened her eyes. The veddah man had vanished; she said:
I see Thee before me rearing thy form like a mountain
pine. The nucleus of thy knowledge I cherish in the sacred
precincts of my heart. It was a flash thought : *GpTésfw
@sré@’. A conquest of the SOUL by the Paramatman. It
is the greater, sublimer awakening process. ‘I have been
enthralled !> Sublimity doth lift us near the greatmindedness
of God. We go solid for the sublime.

Thus continued Vipulananda — his discourse on
living poetry. sawey CaLdr RG Qur @gstr — Loewdl
weinewy ! eTew sLILE @I — erlar wrpalss wHs HmaT
awrifl! A perfect Conquest of a perfection in the ‘being
process’. The philosophy in it is essentially vedic — the
fusion of the lifeforces: the elan-vital’. The living forces —
the conscious efforts coalesce and get bonded in spiritual
harmony : sublime existence.

Well, philosophy apart; the art and the genre in
the march of events, the poetic techniques that the poet
has employed: the form, the contents, the motion, the verve,
the motif, and the rest of events’: the surge and the swell
of emotions are. all suggestive of a mighty ocean breaker,
that having had its momentum in its incipient form, in
the ocean’s bosom, gathers momentum, goés on and on,
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gathering force, gaining form, growing formidable, and on
reaching the rocky cliff on the shoreline bursts and breaks
into foam ahd froth and spray. And what an expression
of nature’s forces: the gathering momentum in wind and
water! This was the ¢form’ that the poem had taken ranted
as it was by Vipulananda.

And Vipulananda gave due and just expression to
all the hidden forms and latent potentials and possibilities
that were contained in the poem — an artifice of innate
forces. Here was a true reprasentation of poetic rendering
and poetic appreciation. — the receptive life-force meeting
the creative life-force, and cventually coalescing into a
single whole: ‘poornam’ —a perfection in existence.

Let me introduce and resort to Abt Vogler's
metaphor once again.

Each one of the keys in the receptive and creative
modes — motifs — ¢ was zealous to hasten the work, to
heighten their master his praise.’

«Their movement, their functions, their- behaviours
were so marvellous, that while one key buried his brow
with a biind plunge down to hell, another key burrowed
awhile and built onthe very basic foundation of things.
(moola prakrti) Again they came into sight, having laid

the foundation so very firm and solidary in nature’s will —-

externalization.

The appreciatory effort, nay endeavour — wpwH@ —
is an edifice founded onan adamant that shall not crumble
and go into flames. It is solid for all Nature.

It would seem ¢Another key, so very obedient to
the will of the musician, another, yet another, go and raise
the rampired walls of gold, as transparcnt as glass’ —

<Each key was eager to do its duty and die and
give its place to the rest. Each note runs ; performs its
task like a runner in the race, and having lit the flame,
gave room to the others to do the same.’ -

In the case of Vipulananda: winning an appreciatory
sense : serene and blessed, is a Gargantuan task. It has to
be wooed and won. It is the task of the lover. In the
end it is a triumph and a success, unalloyed.
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(4)

VIPULANANDA
HIS
MIND and ART

Elsewhere 1 have said this: 1In every creative
process there are two involvements: an upsurge and a
design. And behind every form is the upsurge, and
configuration that constitutes the design: And the motive
force or urge is the craving to be. It is no other than the
intent to be — the will to be. The maker .or designer of
a thing has, as the first product in the process of making,
the fundamental task of ¢seeing it."” — that is to say having
an overall or total view of it: a true vision of it. He has
to view it in and out, from all angles of vision; investigate
the external form ; the lights and shadows; penetrate it,
have a glimpse of its inner structure, its inherent content,
jits potentialities; see it in the light, see it in the shade;
watch it by night, watch it by day; touch it, feel it, hear -
it, taste it, smell it: in short get an. insight into its form
and structure, its geniality and its genetic qualities. He has
to make a dent in its outer form, a stir in its inner person.
He has to grip it, crush it, dismantle it, and having
dislocated it, broken it, turned it into pulp, he has to
redesign it, restructure it after his own heart, his own
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sweet will ; his heartiest feeling. He is bound to give it
a form and a name.

Herein resides the art — creative in its trend —,
‘and here it has begotten a new form: the artefact.

Vipulananda’s opening lines of the YAL - NOOL :
¢ samenrefl QemGsreords’ etc. — I am not bothered about
the technicalities involved in the making of the YAL, the
number of strings it had, the manner in which the musical
notes were produced — I have fallen in love with every
one of them ; I have been ensnared and entranced by the

poetical preface that adorns the ‘YAL NOOL’. I have,
I repeat, fallen in love with it; become ecstatic and
infatuated, and beguiled and cannot proceed any further :
I have been intoxicated and impelled to beget the feeling
of John Keats after he had been inveighled, enticed and
entranced by the song of the nightingale:

‘Was it a vision or a waking dream?
Fled is the music!
Do 1 wake or sleep?’

Please desist from asking me what the YAL NOOL
is. Why it was written; its purpose. These interrogatories
do not concern me. 1 do not read poetry for profit. I
read poetry for poetry’s sake; for its didactic design; the
joy it gives. And I care not to ask: How much is it
worth? It is a stupid question to ask. Art does not go
crying, hawking its wares in the streets: ¢Art for sale;
buy it; dirt cheap’: Itis not a commodity to be bartered.
No further arguments please ; simply because I am incapable
of finding answers to such inept questions.

What a miracle is Shakespeare’s ‘Othello’? And,
what a marvel of a universe resides in Shelley’s ‘Ode on
the Grecian urn’! Every piece of Art, every creation,
everything felt, thought out, made, moulded into shape and
given a form and assigned a name, has a ¢soul’ in it —
a creative spirit lurks in it. But yet one quaint charac-
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teristic of art is this: that having, created ‘a thing of
beauty?’, the artist annihilates himself. For having imparted
all that he was, all that he is, to his object of art, he
has ceased to be. He lives in his creation which resides

in eternity.

It would seem I am harping on the same string,
What else can I harp on? I have only one single unique
string that bas filled me with hope and bliss.

Let me hie back to the lines from Vipulananda’s
«YAL NOOL’. ’

¢ Qumereler surL.yrdgemCGearib; T el B
sarefl p L1y g sw@alaus @0 @GCanro ;
2,6Carib, urRGaimd, HITH & & 60 g0 b
arBCainio, Wesrtewrd wWRYPCaad, BHamayRAGamp,
aésupmGrimb, oL wr ST SESAT WD
Rsmsunta QPbamrssd B @wCud —
2550554 GeriuGumd, od@raw 2myiGumb,
ABSHQur® b smmBaurid aluiygGauribd,
st Heop prelp CeiCar A B Hiveow,
s s PuyparCar sri LY bs ews &L dwé
Qgergy wmb Ge#iGambd.’

@ — @b — @b | SLICamens!

Here I am reminded of an occasion when Vipu-
fananda was taking a class in English Literature and dealing
with the poem: THE FORSAKEN MERMAN. by Mathew
Arnold. Vipulananda went into ecstasies over it, endea-
vouring to bring out the exciting yet silent pathos that
suffused the poem. —

<Call her once before you go, Call once yet

In a voice that she will know, ‘“Margaret!
Margaret!” — gwew! @oasd! ,

Children’s voices, wild with pain, Surely she will
come again ‘

Call her once and come away,

This way, this way, '

—51—



*“Mother dear, we cannot stay.”

The wild white horses foam and fret,

Margaret! Margaret! — Regret! The pitiful call —
‘ Mother dear, we cannot stay.

‘Margaret! Margaret!’ is suffused and clammf
with regretful pathos.

And reciting every stanza in his deep-chested, full-
throated, gurgling voice, Vipulananda did draw the hearers,
every one of them, into the waves into which he bad
plunged. Tears would weil in the eyes of the hearers,: as
he went on rendering pathetically in a tonc of commiseration:

¢ Margaret hist!
Come quick, we are here.’

But hope seldom springs eternal in the human
breast. Despondency sets in. The Merman and his children
are broken-hearted ; and the repeated warning comes more
and more insistently: — the burden of a sad song.

‘Come away, away children,
Come children, come down.

The soft tide that rolls seaward.
Faithless was she,

And alone dwell for ever,
The kings of the sea.-—

‘But children, at midnight

When soft winds blow

When clear falls the moonlight ;
When spring tides are low

When sweet airs come seaward
From heaths starr’d with broom,
And high rocks throw mildly

On the blanch’d sands of gloom
Up the still, glistening beeches
Up the creeks we will hie

O’er banks of bright sea-weed
The ebb-tide Jeaves dry.

We will gaze, from the sand-hills
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At the white sleeping town
At the church on the hillside —

And then come back down Singing, ‘There dwells
a loved one. But cruel is she.

She left lonely for ever
The kings of the sea.’ — very sad!

At the end of the rendering of the poem and the
explanation, what a calamitous overcrowding and musten.ng
of feelings! Sad, disappointing, heart-rending and pathetic!
Richly imbueing one with feelings: sorrowful and glooqu!
Can there be deeper depths of true sorrow, pity and anguish
than those brought out, cast forth as it were, in the shape
of the rolling breakers? An expanse of pathos!

“The wild white horses that foam and fret,
Margaret! Margaret!’

The last two words have become the burden of
the song, and the vibrant ‘r’s’ are imbued with sorrow
and evoke a feeling of commiseration. The sound fills our
hearts with gloom — dark, plutonic.

It took over two hours for Vipulananda to give a
full exposition and rendering of the great poem. Perhaps
he must have been induced to compose his prefatory piece
on ‘gggwsefi’ after he had read and appreciated this
poem. Vipulananda’s experience evoked a rare counter or
assimilatory feeling and a sense of poetic appreciation in
his audience. All of them were one with him.

AND NOW TO Subramanya Barati and the
new movement, and his poems that were intended to stir
the feelings of the Freedom Fighters. They flowed in such
an unending stream from his facile pen. Here was a new
theme with a new, quaint genre that brought about an
unexpected turn in the flow of the poetic theme that was
engendered in Tamil Nadu and was the vogue in the 19207 :
not petty, but merely provokingly revolutionary. While
one may be prompted by a desire to win one’s political
freedom onec need not employ violence of any sort. Win
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your freedom by reasonable means: lawful means: fair
means — not foul means, employing violent methods. ¢ Sat —
yagraha’ was the word coined by Mahatma Gandhi. ‘Love
of truth’ should be one’s guiding principle, to win freédom
by moving along the right path; the just path. In this
fight there shall not be even a shred of ill-will. The goal
shall be reached only by way of a reasonable understand-
ing — a perfect circumspect, — of all surrounding circums-
tances: mutual and loving kindness divestad of any
form of hatred whatever — void of ill will. Here, at
long last, was a noble aim, a sublime goal to seek. Should
you fight a losing battle you are sure and certain that the
total outcome will be an unalloyed gain. There shall be
employed no swords, no guns, no armaments of any sort.
The spirit of the fight, the motive force shall be good
will, perfeot understanding, the noble sentiment of: ¢love
thy neighbour as thyself’ mode.

Three thousand years and evem more of lucid
unhampered, unfettered, unregimented vedic thinking ha;
given birth to this grand and noble thought of ¢ Satyagraha.’
You fight not a people, not a nation, not a kingdlon;
not another state, but you fight for the maintenance of ;
noble cause: a great cause and a right and grand one to
wit. Said the great Mahatma in 1928: ‘He who would in
his own person test the fact of God’s presence can do so
by a living faith. And since faith itself cannot be proved
by extraneous evidence, the safest course is to believe in
the moral government, of the world; and therefore in the
supremacy of the moral law, the law of truthh and lowe.’
And elsewhere on another occasion what the Mahatma has
said has become the cardinal theme in all human thinking
Only he among men had the qualification and the tcmcrit);
and sincerity to make such a profound pronoumcement. '

— <There is an indefinable, mysterious power that
Pervades everything. I feel it though I do not see it. It
is this unseen power w.ich makes itself felt and yet defies
all proof, because it is so unlike all that 1 perceive
through my senses. It transcends the senses.’ —
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Here is a method that does not promote oOf
propagate killing. It gives life. Varakavi Barathi and those
of his school of thinking including Vipulananda had to
fight for, and maintain in their mental make up a living,
a vital principle; and that was to free mankind of the
shackles imposed on man by the imported, portable and
extraneous thoughts and ways of life. Man had been
reduced to a stooge and sycophant. Vipulananda’s and
Barathi’s were moral and didactic causes. They have append-
ing them a moral strength and stamina:a supreme purpose.

In the West, in the years that followed the Great
World War of 1914 — 1918, a much more treacherous and
revulsive change came in the genre, the manner, the tone
of the writings of both these verse writers. And of
Flaubert’s ¢ Madame Bouvary,’ the celebrated literary critic
Sainte-Beuve had written thus: ‘We find ourselves dealing
with a man of a new and different generation...... The
ijdeal has ceased, the lyric vein is dried up; the new men
are cured of lyricism and the ideal: a severe and ~ pitiless
truth has made its entry as the last word of experience,
even into Art inself. The chaiacters of the new literature
are science and a spirit of observation, maturity, force,

a touch of hardness.” —

Even more revolutionary changes have taken place
in the lyricism of Tamil Nadu. Subramaniya Barati was in
the forefront of the new movement, and there followed
other minor guys of much less poetical talent. Their output
was mostly of the hack type: sans inspiration, sans form,
sans motif, sans thought content. Then came a change in
the traditional themes:. @ymb, Qumrer, @etruib, of® —
moral — theme — appreciation of life — bliss: a quadruple
aim.

It was a change that swerved and slanted in the
direction of ‘realism’ and ssurrealism’. The material
adorned movement themes, the realities of life, and urges
engendered by such realities in the mind of man found a
prominent place. The Gandhian perceptions of non-violence —
a yet to be attained reality (waniSsib), passive resistance
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and satyagraha captured the imagination and guided the
actions, behaviours, the art of thinking, the pattern of
fecling of poets and writers.

Thus writes Namakkal Ramalingampillai -

&5 1 755 i

yss Qurary WGBS

F5HLSHT PEPwws

mioytd wrp Ceald.

wrSruledy G5 eorudady

Qsragyd Hos @adwGw

o PAQuery wrmd @ovdv

ahpb HooF Fdvgmer -

And here is another genre:

< Gl1pEGD P sewm Quuwit

dbss s @us s

erhimenr 2.umEG GCoit...... t—urg@srEer -
Such verses have a lovely veneer of their own, though
some of them lack in depth of thought. ‘

Howsoever appealing and simple in construction
these modern verses may be, they are lacking in the
classical verve of the grand style of a Milton or a Vipu-
lananda. Modern verse forms have a shattered fringe and
a dismembered, disjointed, crumpled configuration. Vipulananda
is perhaps the last of the great grand stylists. Here are
some instances from his translations of Shakespeare’s plays.

‘Quer afge Cu@amemwm eJweriih UL Meani
Ul Qe Qeswgand wrer QFliSaGear?’
— Romeo & Juliet.

‘ YHP@THGF FHSWIAUD IeHETS OBEHES
sTL.waé QaT@wgemn el WBasl 9nsCsTi
sesalrarpdls Soiab 1566 ORGH
FITOBAPL_GOT S FETLT ) 6T s O)F UILIGUGHT Wi,
@érew guib wraydpss CsTRHWSS @ Haurus
@QerePBss Gonrss wrd wrdr wsGsT Qararg
Oeraumea Barar@Qearts ueswerar g mleurit
Gt g1 mé» Qiern eww ewr BIG s wir 6ir G e (i e Gmm@m’;
— Julius Caesar.

Another mode -
ST b5 & Quear@ur f) 2607 $HCL sreanflud h Lewlls g
Spra esuat Quriysgs BrmBu ot
@bk 5 Q& ger s s gnler Gariadear wen eumt
Qpsg Qe GQsdub wrer e @ b 1 wsZewer
Queir — [P#r]

yeswenr afiawCuer e pQeCudr yemiaearGalgyib
pewey BHuIH OGS srQuerd &505
samenh afilfls Hawgdeallh yreareusTH &5 SD
aawew wphmm Guédrars Queawape G —

From: ‘Romeo and Juliet’ -

H2% srargaumfcds CxmrarmBmsr -
Romeo: @p@Gs! QurpQury ; B gawHasuid
AGPrECeTH wer &Gi Ly
CuQrmefl Qumarmsear afiewdd Qerepsss ;
9 5o,
20780 ufl® QuBrr &84
@safaop LHS® e Quir  fl&EL
UG aifg uTarewen ujesri G e !
aurgmril Be p@Quiféd wwadw .87 !
Cryr MueIQer Qarc&dar emLiguw
dawwd BarQerife alerhissd san®
sQ@all wWERS STPEI B pAT@D.
BCuw, :
@b soa Quirp &bE5T o SaTE
QepPm aruiter PeopQeuys sdved
wrL$ BBSsH wrGur seywrd?
arsar wLpsTir! 9! aareararGu !
ABuayer Havp & PGB & &8
gPwrd @Bur! Qumrp Qumrn wewrQGar !
SelQuifln urees welulsp olifls g
Qurif@sre @arefyh Quriflur S b sarer
wrs@sep wrHoh aprfe Geref ey
Crrs@aap T Hph GETEET Qe b SETT.
GuansGupn searm ST sT saErCaydsd
Hen B QeafQuer Guabamefl LD
Qpra@yss medert Y daid erisBarGg.
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Qevvei as$9H Csipser Quaeaiye
Gueaalger CuaG g eflwesr yth UL  Reni_
vl @G, QFdgeand wrer QeuSeaGer !

The translation is in no way inferior to the original. The

poetic mode of this piece of translation is superbly classy
and characteristically classical.

Note the soft sounds in:

Ghsmm Qouerp &Hsy o gard

G Dm ewruidar Renp Geuyliseral
wrL. $PmEse wWolur segwmur?

The harsh “g°’-and “‘p’ are suggestive of a
heartless stance:

wTLERMSSN wiGur e egwry,

QuéssSer wreawiw aRSss spn  @dadsdr
TS5%mS SpsHerairis yewsst Quppeteer. S skwé
G8hS5 B b wrlgh @QUuredd @& Shwr g wmels
ST SwellsRes per !

— eweir Qurenp wmer wrilersTH
araler Mifub wepssiel Gumws
Qer@y Gur GrEUGumr Qreyflm Ceurenyuyib
KPS K FTHL SHTUFTATSEED
wellSamib awalBgy wenllepy Gy
woG yré@g wiGarn @egiider
Qo Qsrefll wuuigy Wrssw QuAls
dmesuipn Qurpid wésb o %nsEEh
QenCsrey ypssy Fpdsu Srasb,
werareurt wen@wey weflwenfl FL_g
srsalp Hwés apager ey
Csaw Cgever Pws Geows @sTetrCp
B58Qwr ey HWOUD
FHwm s_e erpQerar BHoveytb
QeonCu gmeln Qsws Hvwmuledr
Qe HwunCorr F@aryp Qe g mi
Aaidwr SewppsCs wHLQewew ufger
wglu wrs wPsswn & Cew' -
— Merchant of Venice —

~e58

Vipulananda’s poetic appreciations were marvellous
criticisms and learned discourses. Take for instance the
theme: Subramanya Barati’'s verses and songs.

While Vipulananda set great store by poetic conven-
tion and prosodic conformity. Barati was guided by sights,
sounds and spontaneity of inspiration and paivety of poetic
art. ‘ '

Poetry flowed out of Barathi’s pen like unte water
that gushed and spouted out of a gigantic gutter gargoyle
or a sluice gate when the reservoir was full to the brim.
For Vipulananda poetry was a carefully wrought out‘artifact:
something resembling a Persian rug, or a (?rccnan Urn.
And, to the same degree that Shakespeare differed fron!
John Milton in the production of poetry so did Barathi
differ from Vipulananda in their respective poetic c_ndeavours
and productions. Vipulananda’s stylistic devw'e‘ which he has
employed in both his prose and verse writings, be they
pnever so genuinely spontaneous and natural (@ueb) are
ornate, heavy, at times artificially embellished, and annoying
like the goings of a heavily loaded bullock‘ cart on a
bumpy road. Yet most of his inspired productions are not
lacking in precision, elegance and a rare Iuterary
flavour. Such features as his spoken words, his intonations,
bis deeply encoded stresses, his mellifluous tone, tempo ’and
fhythm have imparted to some of his poetic compositions
the richness of colour, tone, sound and diction that
characterise them. Note for instance the structure, tempo
and form of his: * pédv prawer’ *Quar Bp wadlas
Qumr?’; *wenfl wei’ Eulogy. His Tagore translations are
heavily ornate: ue5Gsndwé sameoer. THE GARDENER -
R. Tagore

— 7% WSS QuiGw

Cardwls USWaGH LD SE T

usHQuUITap ST D STulg) ‘
wugri CGuufad Qa@rdar urdam arTlrers
srQerel wyand GsL.ig@s&le perer
Gari il QerepParrt

@arenwn Frerp ed@meurt wearwdve)h
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Qu@erws LERsT gieoy Qsrew mmeh..,...
St plop semeniar Quaml umisS i
St ewryagGu Quergyerwn &

ol eafleopiss srsly wewitsHH
earaflenssd Qeuwyer GQediuaeSer.

Here is a Western bride in an Eastern- garb. This
translation is an endeavour; and in it Vipulananda did
task his life to compose a single superb work of art. He
did task his life to uproot the venomous weed of ignorance
that had run to seed in the garden of his community.
We can trace the ‘history of human dust’ in the life led
by Vipulananda. Dust thou art and to dust thou shalt
return. This most succinctly sums up the material aspect
of the life of man — ‘everyman®. There is nothing great
in such an event: dust becoming dust. But the history of
man js otherwise: When the dust gets awakened, gets stirred,
gets animated, and makes efforts, acts in a superior way,
overcomes obstacles of cruel encumbrances, circumstances,
and surmounting all material circumambient elements most
of them of a paltry, piddling kind, the dust triumphs. The
spirit triumphs over the flesh, and begets an object of
art, an artistic creation that shall endure through eternity —
an object of beauty. What if the flesh sickens, becomes
feeble and squeezes life out of it?: the Spirit triumphs.
The will to triumph must be couched under a different
denomination. It is ‘creativity’. Vipulananda, it would
scem, did endeavour to task his life, to compose a great
work of art —an ultimate good — that would endure through
the centuries. And so long as the recognition for art

endures, so long shall the YAL - NOOL umulgb — prefatory
piece — endure.

It is imxﬁortal!

It is eternal!

It was said of one of the great Huxleys that when
he was on his death bed, feeling for the last time Death

squeezing Life out of him, he had asked his partner in
life to fetch a full-blown rose flower and hold it before
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his eyes, his line of vision. And so she did. And he,

replete with ardour, gazed on it, and went on gazing upon
it. And apparently wearied and exhausted.and_ grown fuint
still holding it, she putthis question to him: Is it enough?

«Never! Never!® was the answer. And his life

departed unwillingly. The spirit of poetic art is immortal
and eternal ; and the thirst for it is unquenchable.

It was so with Vipulananda. Caught in the tight

gri i his gaze was full and suggestive
grip of a paralytic stroke
of an eternal poetic mood. And to MOTHER NATURE

Vip-might have said ere he closed his eyes: ¢ Ah, still delay,
thou art so fair!’
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(9)
APPRECIATIONS

BV BTAIVST HeVEY WmsBHeny

GupnPfuer alysunmi et
ope satuns 96l g g

Qsradlwe eupTsd eFasThH Lot
0p8s sy wrend

povelwm Leeud @lesFmib Laeurt
pres padpBw yeeud

Qerewelwh QupensFEIe UTET BTN SWHSSLD
Cariwgy SellSET® WPpSOTLD

uaslvl yeaarséE eempel wm&d
ugpSes Quw® wrpls uTeTLb.

S pTw Hodwwd UHulew
&0 JJeTENIITH Fenbhb S
G555 Cesmulpy Garygm Heow mi
ol flsenfi Qu@pma Qiouib wpb Sy
ugsi 80 ugeibd pOZVFT @t
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YET LITIEDT SYeTUnsD.
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ureuavit Cum ppid @TerGs Hseg
uenlp gau pmassulesr et GuTLd
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yaldg wpheur o PeuesTs
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TS ST SSb SGb eTewe.

Here is a four-lined verse, each linc being enriched
by seven, that is, four plus three feet. This is perhaps the
most popular form of poetic composition used at the
present time: the ‘ahavalpa’ being the most difficult to
compose. Most of the ancient Tamil poetic compositions —
so far as I know: Pathu Pattu, Eddu Thobhai etc. — are
mostly blank verses of the Miltonic type employed in the
¢ Paradise Lost’. I am no versifier; but my ear is sharp,
and can measure the tones and the sounds characteristic of
ancient classic Tamil poetry. I have very little regard for
what passes muster as verses in these chaotic times. They
are mostly crude compositions. The prose-like modern forms
have very little to do with true poetic composition. Vip’s
poetic compositions have a typical classic format. They are
slick and elegant and articulate.

Here we have an extract from the ¢ Anklet Episode’
dealing with Ancient Tamil Music.

70 - #Grtp QsTOSs Gsbapeps Gsieluiew
@Crh unlew BFoydse Ceaemmy.,
wereowul H SL s STT UTHLPLD
Quearemenulpn P_ps @uedler LTHLPLD
QuuisR%r prlp ossHdr G&mererd
&5 Qurfss urswpd QurpyoL-S
seargrd sTgh erfls &5 g%

S&nes s LUl awer ; HEBs, Hwuyid

S % wihaysan®, e euln Geg,
g% wael@md Herafls Cor,

Cuewg owopulef, Bps ossHdmT,
aubtym wglpH GFbumdvwrw g
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QS wrHuns, Yhismes

Quopep whs Qupl gasTs

uGwiy Qsdaafl usmd urinQuer,

Gre Grarss spPpow Pfss S
aparey ST wemaGuw wpenpeowudn Slbsmm
@afepswr@u gru® K penoujid

Gsmig lerfiGwp Gevuri@uer,

gus Ops Cadeds &_denagudeir

@)% B bLjeOL wew %oy ps OQsraTLTRG,
wrpGup urlw @wpep Qudlw,
@poCuh GsTy aaepe D euedlut,

awellayp Guealayd FLEU@LmTLD

04 - Quredws Gsrss LweamwGuirer.

These 25 lines from ¢Aranketu Kathai® are certainly
the most difficult to grasp because of the highly technical
nature of Tamil Music that was in vogue in Tamil Nadu
some 2000 years ago. Even the most erudite musicians of
the present time have failed to unravel the mystery
underlying and embellisting the ‘five great palais’. Vip —
has, assisted by his mathematical acumen, helped to read
deep into these lines. His *YAL-NOOL’ has helped make
an inroad into an area of knowledge where even the great
commentators have thought it prudent not to venture into
in details. It was forbidden ground up to his time (1943)
when Vip-ventured into this province, and attempted to
find the meaning for the Seven Great Palai’ fugues L&
uegr. It would seem that Vip. has helped to unravel a
great mystery which only the author of the Anklet Episode
would have performed.

1 have watched Vip-sitting at his writing desk hours
at a time, sunk, as it were, in the enigma that enshrouded
the — ¢ Dance Recital’ — of the ¢ Aranketu Kathai. And still
I feel diffident that even if 1 amass all the technical
knowledge that our musicians possess in Tamil Music [

would have failed to comprehend whadt Vip. has set forth’

in the tables qf numb‘ers that fill a _good part of his
¢YAL-NOOL.’
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Despite the fact we are most likely to fail to
comprehend what he has set forth by way of an expository
explanation, the palm goes to Vip—for his having helped
and attempted to give us an idea of the manner in which

the <Senkotu Yal’ had been handled by the ancient Tamil
Nadu musicians who lived prior to the second century
A. D. Vip-is confident that rthe Sakoda Yal and the
Senkotu Yal can be redesigned, reconstructed and that the

Seven Great Palai Fugues, urdul wehr, motifs, can be re-
produced re-patterned on them with sufficient accuracy. In
such an event we would be placed in the fortunate circums-
tance to listen to the very same fugues that were produced

when Madhavi, the star dance expert, danced before the
connoisseurs and courtiers and courtesans of the court of
the Pandiyan King.

In this respect Vip-’s achievements are inestimable.

The ‘YAL NOOL’, despite its technical character, would
certainly be adjudged a Musical research document of no
less significance than the archeological discoveries of Sir
John Marshal, of Mohenjadaro — Harappa fame. To res-
tructure the ancient yal that was in vogue some 1800 years
ago is undoubtedly a great achievement: partly a pose,
partly, nay greatly, a reality. Besides the introductory
«poetical preface’ to this great research work is truly a
highly embellished, and heavily ornate poetical piece. Every
single line in this preface — uruiiyb — is redolent of a
civilization that would, and could never perish or go
Lethewards into the limbo of oblivion. It has the vigour,
the form, the literary, and poetic embellishmznts, slick and
elegance and other aesthetic characteristics that would
outlive a thousand years, if not more. It is not a dry,
dull, odourless immortelle but a Blue Nymphea freshly
blown — product of a comprehensive culture ; definitive and
articulate and authoritative. It is above all didactic: intended
to teach. To produce such a great masterpiece, Vip-had to
pull himself out of a stinking slough — the social order
prevalent on the Eastern Seaboard of Sri Lanka into which
he was born and bred and by which he was nourished.
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It was the product of his sole endeavour. That is why 1
have called it: ‘partly a pose.” To start with, he belonged
to a herd with a definite ‘cthos’. But as he matured, his
individuality and identity gave him a special form and a
name. Thus he outgrew his herd trends.

The ¢Yal Preface’ is an undying contribution to
the lore on ancient Tamil music. It has intrinsic in it
remarkable powers of endurance which time shall not wither
and place shall never bury in its womb. It has that special
quality to inspire generations to come and reanimate and
Ievitalize ages that otherwise would tend to fade into dismal
forgetfulness. It has found a niche in the hearts of men,
for the introductory lyric that adorns it is much more

immortal than the mathematically sound fugue table that
fills several pages in the YAL- NOOL.

Just note the simple, inartistic artless format of :-

— o aralile HaaelsGa !
réCGeanGuw wHCwrL_rEGaumd ! —

These lines are as naive, as simple in form as
Aeriel’s song in The ‘TEMPEST’ and Milton's < Evening’®
in Paradise. Note these noble lines:

‘Now came still Evening on, and Twilight grey
Had in her sober livery all things clad ;

Silence accompanied ; For beast and bird,

They to their grassy couch, these to their nests
Were slunk, all but the wakeful nightingale ;
She all night long her amorous descant sung:
Silence was pleased. Now glowed the firmament
With living sapphires; Hesperus, that led

The starry host, rode brightest, till the Moon,
Rising in clouded majesty, at length

Apparent queen, unveiled her peerless light,
And o’er the dark her silver mantle threw ;...... —_

Can’t you capture the likeness that lingers in these
lines and that of the opening lines of the Preface to the
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YAL NOOL? You have to, do so, by all means, should
you endeavour to enjoy the beauty that resides in them,
Your effort will reward you, and you would have learnt
to appreciate true poetic beauty.

And as long as the mind survives on the face of
the earth, so long shall such lines endure and be perma-
nently etched in the mind of man in all climes.

FROM: YAL-NOOL-PREFACE
APPRECIATION

asieger Gamuler olissfld saflgsmind
Quriig sLday’ y@wbir BHIaQurer g,
B AlvligyerGer Hapss oSFwsHm S

nryws s pnb usyes 6l GleuT G,

The estuarine scenery has been depicted in the best manner
possible.

There in that golden land of Mattakalappu Township,
in close proximity to the Ainkaran Temple, occured this
miracle. Note the loveliness that resides in the two quatrains
that follow: his consummate artistry: his sinuous lines
running like breakers up the creeks and kalappuwas and
liwayas; his ardent spirit, his longing for the coastline
scenery. All these would have helped to formulate his
philosophy of -inner peace and joy. Please take note of
his masterly handling of words and alliterations and thythm,
It is a glorious Iyrical passage. Note the smooth gentle
cadence —

wressry wanflalsbils awhGgHd n wHwib
wers&reaw galuriu aearmullar Geusflé

faG gary Qer@hismy A%TWTL.® sHew@®
fleners S STt wevawssHd 9%y Q&mend wrow,
AP oL Ly Qermeluyd gyerser P Hepd P
enfloeniuiar @enQealuyn oy mOw Jear ssyTh
uesows s He%mGsmd @evwrwd Qumap® n
uren@Q@@s Cormeiilfes LipsmG@i ywarsry
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Spring has come'and permeates -the expansive, clear,
blue heavens;

The moon shines in all her splendour.

The westerly zephyr dances hand in hand with ¢the
calm and spangled sky...... And

The little boat floated on the bosom of the lagoon,

Even the Dewas would have longed to quit their
ethereal home and be on the earth,

Then come the swish of the wings of the birds,
the tinkling of the bells slung round the necks
of the calves.

It is almost midnight...... sleep prevailed; and all
that mighty heart is asleep.

The little boat floated on the bosom of the lagoon-
In it were the poet and his bard.

The atmosphere, the tone, the motive and the
theme so grand — the little boat was driven.

‘ Startled by his own thoughts the poet drank deep

of the enchanting peace and perfect calm.” The poet in
Vip. conjures up marvellous pictures — mermaids and sea—

Caaflawey wein Qumfeln Heopauds® suiod
Qewpsomsg BibLewgyer pjSHemmser guiew

Beavowdr Qeweler g Govessaniiowved Hpyuiew

Ao L@ g PEoyer ewss CBTH BT HH —
A shower of beauty |—

o arel Go

Pee; &fs Gau

wnéy Gealnr Gu
wdvey Bmw Ceurid
Fre pryg Gu '
s Fop Ger

undy umyg Gu
vua@gr L@ Geumb.

Poey o?#Ces wivey 8w Geumid:
s Sm Qeor uaw@pr Lr® Garid —
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Repeat, repeat and be entranced.

arewew oTphS JHS Qe ess Bib ur_edars
savar Qaoeard Gasl (s sallds LjweauelbSer
Seruer s Crréd Her @awHysS®S
- aarQarerpeogiGuer  @Qes  grhH  QUTGEETTE
Gaerr...... ;

Note the picture conpjured up.

aarp QurepSd erqpaut L podeTt

Boelmp Gsuwis Haqgi sgwseld

g sd@e eprupuri p8n Gpoamaiuyh
@fw wrifler gaily Quew Qumfeari

Their Form — Clearly depicted

@b yewellewr GupuL ihs un@plat gulseonT

sbBuneaiar Guoell gaguisdr &y WS uib
Gamswsiv CurpsyBsdr, Bhsdr wWH s ) .
GuraBu yarapyiaed LSHETT LeaowTT L'PG)JIT,‘

Qumerafler aurL. yTSHmpBeaumd; wran T
gearaflp Lighsm Fw@ealawd @u‘):j)@(o"mrr:

Their motive — Emotion astir-Seven e-moti
26%urhd urGCamhd 24Irs HTSMOEDHD

aaglaumd Wearart wWBPCarmd HBMS 1y A3anw

255 poGamd SeLursTi HZuslt wib

Qs unGar @Pbmarsmn BT awGud -
2.kd5 Osaphs GerPuBurd o s Yy riGumo
HH5HOwIB ofgo simpGaimid ﬁ’ﬂmﬁqu@mnfn'.
Bassr Peoppreln Geideumifp Hi ,r_ﬁ)&vmuj'a;
su@e s fywparGer sTiugbs ows sLE .
Qsdirgy wrey GeiGaumid. erih Qe emsulg Qeve
whs @ensuler eeTpem pujb FE& g Ga ., —

Here the poet sees the mermaids play their twang-
ling harps, and comb their green hair. Here has life a
dream quality. Here we have a fine riot of colour and
form — rich in colour, richer by far in form.

Note the enchanting effect produced by thess words
ending in ‘g’ —
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A@Caurid, L1r@Ceurib

sT AP wT@PaTid
eirewit o0& pGarrid

pens yfiGamid

5& payGeumd

@b aemrsgn BiawGub
Gsrid Gumid

efgib oo pGarrep
efwiypiGoumib

Q#riGaumd —

What a galaxy of sounds that resound with a
determination to act in various ways awakening the emotions:
a resolve to sing and dance, to wilt and wither, to enjoy,
to laugh, to be affrighted, to be abhorrent, to be enraged,
to be heroic, to wonder and to be awed! Vip- is no
shattering critic, no iconoclast. What a haunt of stir and
stress, of exhilaration and ebullience is his brood of dust?
He felt ill-at-ease among his prosy village folk. No wonder
he sought the company of the learned and the erudite. He
pelieved more in producing light than in heat. He was aljl
out to preserve, not to destroy.

Vip’s prose is redolent of the prose style of the
eminent Tamil literary commentators such as Nachchinar-
kiniyar, Senavarayar, Adiyarku Nallar, Ilampooranar and
others. Here is an example from Adiyarkunallar:

‘anlons Qs TIwES U &% uyen Lo wmer, Ui g
Qsndwss Qurifuier pr&@uw wHCurgy wps sk w
g sTsSIT® ol p sanC_ssiu®n GzdGe
Qarermy Suaflovsdud SwsTwdPear &L UTTTL QL
urids srws@Nuled e QsTar® T% 535G umrer;
gaew wrQpafler, Gsrawlerdary QUi & pLL@euT
Qarirs.’

e QLSS ey, s aerglyl Smseme ; e
QLS8 DHPPE T pri Qeh @@ (HLb. L LPIEHT, 6T Lpeum ul.
UanG 155 — udndows Qs S . Qealalearermpt,
Gasr @m agrsde. oasCadrs GsdGa@arsrpg
C@HTUIY SL.h AETLTHG W eTTUSE).
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QursP-erhig Gurasliuadread; ur Qe puig..
Qaran@-srws@Auiae oL QsTar®. Spew-z Menio.

And note this from Vip —

s&vadCur Seogwhpgs: puaGrr Qo ppsmL
ualdenfls Qppmlaler wTiST; Ysidr &HFILG BHTVSET
@ovaQuarayb, o HenDd & H@SLTH @) S@aeralb, &HDSEW
awmb uwer @ sQaeraud wdert earwéd Csl@awd sl
sHpHGIU sSTRSSDH &HsLLPUMHEDE DD OpSBar
paGard gib S8 eur pée s Liwides oG58 ST rmeauit,”—

Here is a period, a rhetorical exposition on the
ends and means of the learning process. It is one single
sentence — unbroken, uninterrupted ; the thought content a .
single stream of ideas tightly and neatly linked so as to
convey a complete thought — a perfect well-ordered notion:
void of frayed edges or bursting seams. It assimilates an
ocean wave which having had its origin in the middle of
the ocean moves on and on, gathers momentum, and in
the end bursts, as it were, on the shingly beach with added
force. It is a periodic sentence, for the subject matter
comes only at the end of the sentence — paver eTigb
wrss8r wrpsmsys vwn Yo FGsmi. Nature of know-
ledge: nature of the all too brief a span of humaa life.
Hence time is valuable. The greatest works, among literary
baggage, that contain the greatest treasures have to be
chosen for the purpose of study: for acquiring -a knowledge
of the opinions held by the literati: the most apt place
and time and device for acquiring knowledge: the wealth
that knowledge is likely to bring in the end — these the
seeker after truth shall take into account before commencing
his investigations as regards his true life’s concern. What
a compacted period!

It may be asked: what are the desiderata in prose
writing? A prose writer will have to ¢discover the right
word, the right touch and the right key, the right theme; the
right treatment. The word must be precise: that is to
say, there must be the proper adjustment of the word to
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its meaning. ‘The one word for the one meaning; You
have to seclect the right word amidst a muititude of
words’ — thus says Gustave Flaubert: —

‘You will have to use terms that might just do.
The problem of style was there — the unique word,
phrase, sentence, paragraph, essay, or song absolutely proper
to the single mental presentation or vision within.” The right
symbol: the right sign, ‘It is impossible to detach the
form from the idea.’ They are coterminous: one in extent :
space, time and meaning — like unto the body and the
mind: the inner cosmos and the outer cosmos.’

Says Schiller — ¢ The artist may be known rather
by what he omits.” Words come crowding in swarms,
and you have to pick and choose the right word for the
right notion or idea. Eliminate the unsuitable words, aad
at the end will remain the right words.

Here is another instance of the eclectic, meticulous,
elegant, slick, narrative prose style of Vip —

— @popée uirs Osavenry Yaw@sealer eperGer,
Comp wenary g @urgsralur@®u sreSfliyd Ll igars
5Cw pLps @B PHsppsPow werd scoveaieph &
Cumrwns. @Qurg souwiBew Q@ BTL-& JTEISD st
ULy mEI DG . Gpe wrBurmd gavanew Quert:
L@ whserd wr oG ur @ georfflugyn, @aos
wr&fwgyw, selcpaud ssHswsGlu QL msalf s
slvg Qasmifdwpp’ usalgrean@l KomwsDarert Hus
o7 glQueTeyib  pFrLs waT JUEBDH LGLE 3O
et (peir .

Qeveure_oleir LwEnss Gsmrewer eTetayid  evenflseir
758G hH &1 Qsran® st Qumpeldar wpp s Fib,
spLs sgRwTHu &t wihwel saEvawSCur® wgewT
wrpanr UGHSHWD, Qurph QETWE® WwEEPSSLLL@
ArE@&murd 2.0t HPESSL, @G GVRIRES Do
wrugSalurfu savewm@uisr s g, BésL e
wger wrpsoyQuisssn, Gesgar Q&M gL @ e er
sa@nemQurnée Csmuibo@ssgie Lpayn - SauuD
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Ty aeargb QupE &riiws S gy erGer GlormGamraiy.
SOTTE) JYLLSTES SnDLILIL.Y (5 G6HT DaT. —

Here we have two distinct paragraphs : two distinct -
sentences ; their form is a perfection in sentence formation;
their words and phrases have been carefully stringed. The
poise and balance of the period have been wrought out
marvellously. And here we have precision — FHREFQFTE
@& —, word economy, no idle unwanted flourish of any
sort, no ornate embellishments. But slic they are ; they
are elegant; they are chic, they are apt. They look as
though they have been two distinct formulac in mathe-
matics: sound and theme and thought content so accurately
balanced. ‘

Please do note this again:

— oriCspy  sremguigaiGor  oygsar Qeraede H
Hanps P58058% sssrebSAnss Homnw ariss
@ wQ@marsr o wrme Hud e sl yew B
erpeir. yeuGaumredw s HCew Qs wrqpagams BT
Qerpyls sTemOTd. YSTTL LTSS Cun@ géamb,
‘&Cuwr! @ésmel @y Qurp wpen CusrQgm ?’
erewr mIdD S  erid b GG,  wps S PpL
yoen Broifw g ser SruCspm  smen suigy srGer
Qousosss afsaCa F@smiwm N Cuasals@ib
pwpowus Qerodg@mi.” —

Fastedious is the selection of his appropriate and
rich words. — the diction is simple though ornate. These
forms and sounds are worth noting. They impart the apt
charm and the appropriate tone and mood to this extract.
Here is his high-ranking artistry.

&7 en ulgnyarGar |

Qg TeuHuiGe
FeGauraii & HCBew

g wGshy  &mrengulayeh Ger,

The long ‘gs’ do add a special vowel tone to the whole
extract. Then come the soft ‘eirs’ and ‘s’ ‘ '



— Qernadded yUws s
S0 D L% 5B 55 &1 65T
S urid@Gn Cumrb iy —

And this too can be noted as regards ‘form’. Two long
simple sentence-paragraphs followed by a paragraph enriched
with short sentences. This form not only gives the reader
sufficient breathing space to regain his lost breath but
it also provides him with an opportunity to assemble and
collate his thoughts and to compare notes. Vip-does not
make any effort to shut out the words of Sanskrit origin
just as Marai Malai Adigal does. Marai Malai Adigal is
a confirmed purist. He eschews all expressions of ariyan
origin. Not so Vip-. Note the spontaneous use of such
words as:
@Qurggrel @omrgse ;

and beautiful gems of Tamil words used in a natural way.
savemienw, @os, uFafgTaw® UrTwgSerdr, STa&DH
yshss, waRssuul®, oear ok, SowrugHal,
Wit s &P, dwudemeer, &Gsmiwmifst.

Here is an extract from Marai Malai Adigal.
Compare them.

‘@efl, @i eparuw oulag mrH Gurmplig gl
B H@LD LD H6lT SITGwT QUG QY6u T VeVt ; eTewr (p auib, ellesr ewflstr
s QuussiGleomillsd alLss aupssHaluipiGd  HHss
sgLoCor I 5%ws srewt wrlLwer. @diayuliser $& &b
%w send@ FL_Tal uNCaupmésdr @SS Csmer Pu
eir ed@TFTayd STEWOLILT Boud. (B@eTssb-
edfleyeopr P. 228.)

Dr. U. V. Saminahtaiyer is not a purist. Note the
flow of his simple nparrative prose.

Gy ewarpriiyp sralfiss sL_Cwr® swigh FRSWPS
Quergy b gempenw yer_wg b GC&Fmiprsesen_w LU
@oresraflunsasmargis QuiGumiserTh Hpulds s
urgrligl yspru®@e gior@w sreldiigh ulligerSSa,
@Quui saluuir QUEBRGYWETETgID aparns e ewhEHL-
QuEpBGYUT GosHy 2 BS5CsT@RW wreT S Feurerer
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LITGH cuvenrvannn. wsdwe hearpsd QFuirgy Fowpsas @pE
srs pLE®H emurgn@ens. The Iyer’s prose is natural,
lucid, supple and its periodicity is remarkable.

And here is a highly embellished ornate style from
R. P. Sethupillai -

@aFsiGd gdsgearer CapuTi et  HEISSDTSE
a.emigseun SWpi. aTEEGL Bonss Urb@uTerTau
@espalenr ‘ pansF gofQuarwreat AC0w; ea@Gsd RO
wgyis Bergpws BOw,® erermy uTQW FHUUTLLYH QensF
Caupy 6fl Gaugy ereirrgy merg ST L L1U® S 6T DS
S50ps8s Apriurs e flu @alsepd o HODE &HEGD
Tp S siGsEHd SBpssSPar el QuEpes GFded.’

Every one of these prose forms belongs to a class
by itself. It is either narrative or descriptive or emotive.
Commentaries are explanatory, logically composed criticisms
of rare excellence, and are noted for their clarity of expres-
sion, and richness of thought patterns. This remark once
made in defence of the long-winded archaic form of speech
of Desmond Mac Carthy applies aptly to Vip-’s prose form,
This is what Mac Carthy has said: ¢Once, when a friend
objected to his love of archaic forms of speech, he stam-
mered out that for his part he wrote for ‘antiquity’.
He could not bring himself to write a tame sentence; he
could never resist a fine old word. He delighted in
the vigour and quaintness of seventeenth century English,
and his mastery lay in using it to record homely intimate
experience.’

With Vip- all this is true. He loved a lofty
fanciful way of treating lofty events. He preferred
the old word because of its solidity: its definitive
thought content. It is articulate. He eschewed the newly
introduced, newly coined dull as ditch water expressions
and words. He chose to employ the old forms such as:
CurGw, wpwGer, w yars5Ce; sawalenh &TavGLiTib-

These imperfect verbal forms were his chosen-
1§ T —
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FTED Q&Taw®
SerQ@Qurpafer uIpss S 2y
T WIGEST LGhS 5D
2.t & mpb &b

W H®F WTnsamT IféSSHD
ComulQaw@sSad L9payh.

Here is an artistic way of piling up incomplete verb forms:
verbal nouns. It has a charm of its own. &b and o.b
are musical so far as the cadence they produce is concerned.

Note: srawsvmo
urig@g Gurld sdamb
ST MIBID -

There is much dull. in it ; much electric.

What poetic appreciation is —:
What poetic criticism is — .

I do not approve of arriving at the loveliness and
charm of a beautiful flower by tearing it into its parts:
calyx, petals, filaments, anthers, style, stigma etc. It is the
work of the systematic botanist: a floral morphologist. An

~artist has tolearn to see a ‘thing whole’ and appreciate
the form, colour and pattern, the order of its arrangement
and the wholeness and fullness and the ‘something more’ —

the shower of shimmering beauty that in its totality
resides in it.

A poem has to be appreciated as a whole: the
beauty of thought content, the beauty of form, the beauty
of colour, the sweetness of odour; the lilt, the cadence ;
the decorative ornamentations that embellish it and make
it rich in thought, rich in emotion, rich in feeling, rich in
its entrancing beauty, rich in its cerebral qualities and
thought content.

There is something enigmatic, something that be-
fuddles the connoisseur of art as he attempts to enjoy the

entrancing beauty of the Preface of the YAL-NOOL, and
wade through the decply ponderable ponderosity of the
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mathematical calculations — the brave horde of numbers:
the formidable array. When you prance through it as you
would when you . ride along a rugged road, you get the
shock of your life.

The poet is a product of his ethos, his environ=
mental MILIEU, his physical ‘and social relations, his
outlook on life, his inward intuitions, his outward expres-
sions — his perceptions, his feelings, his impulses, his
thoughts, his ideas, his urges, his aspirations, the goal that
he seeks, the joy that beguiles him. The poet is, in reality,
a thing fed and nourished wholly by his several environ-
mental factors: his ethos.

Let us take a plant and a poet. They are both
natural objects: the one no less animated  than the other.
And we are prone to ask the qusstion: are they basically
the same? Iso't there a fundamental similarity between the
two entities? And at the same time, isn’t there a funda-
mental difference subsisting and subsuming the two distinct
events in Nature? Both the plant and the poet are truly
of a piece. Both have growth and development. They
manifest a definite biological goal to seek. What recks
them both -is the problem of survival. Both occupy a
definite niche in Nature’s pattern of existence; a clearly
defined dimension. Looking at them, at first sight, you are
able to recognise them as different, distinct entities.

Both take in water, air, nutriment of a sort; they.
exchange gases, they select their own characteristic needs ;
they consume them, assimilate them, build them into their
own peculiar configuration. Each has its own inward, its
own speciality: its outward: an inner cosmos, and an
outer cosmos The poet appears to us to be much more
than a plant. In making this lopsided judgement we are
prejudiced ;  we are partial, we are in a partisan spirit.
One is vegetative, the other animate. The poet differs from
the plant considerably, at least in one salient respect. Each
one of them exists in its own right. But yet the plant is
not that near to perfection, to completion that the poet is.
The poet has emotive trends: he feels, he is prone to
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become passionate. He can think ; he can shape his ideas,
beget thought patterns; he can create strange, quaint, newer
and newer ideas. He has patterned thinking. He has all
these and much more. Like his cave-dwelling ancestors he
is capable of creating thoughts and making forms. In
brief he thinks, he abstracts, he feels passionately; his
experiences are richer by far, richer than ever before. He
is an individual ; he has a definite identity. He has come
closer and closer to the creative elan: the ¢elan, vital’:
the creative °life-force. In course of time as he mellows
into fruitfulness he would vie with the sublime power
that be. He is the creator of ART: of art forms that
have a survival value. And being a creator and having
been sublimed, he is at the same time an art critic. In the
absence of the critical skill how can he hope and aspire
to be a poet? The poet has to learn, to surrender the
divine variety — the art forms — to the divine unity. This
is what the poet sees:

¢All things by immortal power
Near or far
Hiddenly
To each other linked are.
That thou cans’t not stir a flower without tremb-
ling of a star.

Both the plant and the poet are biologically viable
things. They have come to live; they aspire to survive.
Why? They strive to become individuals; and the poet’s
striving potent is much more, infinitely more than the plant’s.
Both are the products of the ethos to which they belong;
from which they have drawn sustenance: physical, mental
and vital. :

Now let us be more concerned with the poet. The
poet belongs to his parents. He has his past in him; the
past of his ancestors clings to him. He is the child of
his. community, his village, his township, his country, bhis
race, his nation, the entire world community, He has been
chipped and chiselled and shaped and moulded by his
inward cosmos and his outward cosmos: his inward aura
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of forces and his outward aura of forces — to wit his inner
self : his speciality, nay his personality.

The poet's art is intrinsically his own, and it
belongs to his community, his race, his people, and his
social group. In fact it belongs to the world of connois-
seurs — those who are capable of tasting it selectively, and
enjoying it critically. His art consists of natural products:
his creations: rich in form, ornate and embellished,
perfectly rigged, and in no less perfect trim. It is the
property of the world community of the appraisers of
art. The proof of the pudding is in the eating.

His art is the product of his natural environ-
ment. It would seem that the poet is, to all intents and
purposes, a purveyor of thoughts, feelings, pugnacity and
wit, and of beauty and truth. The commodity of the trade
is a very, very valuable product. He has dreams to sell,
and he rigs them up into words, and signs, and they are
ready for sale. Should you crave to have them, you can
buy them. You can make them your own. Then you
would have grown richer by far.

A plant is a perfection in form and configura-
tion, and definitive in its own right. Sois a poet. Their
goals and aspirations, deeply inherent, belong to different
dimensions. The plant has to live, to propagate the species,
and prolong the process of living, adapting itself to the
several changing environmental circumstances. It has habits
and ways of immense survival value. In other words it
has to continue to be. To beget a definite form, to
function in a definite way. Contained in a mustard seed
is a mustard plant, not a tomato. Why? &U@ wiimer
sl P& Gamiiy!

The poet has ¢something more.’ He aspires to
be of a higher ‘motif.” He is artistic in temperament. He
makes : he creates ¢something more’ — a something, much
in excess of what he discovers in nature. He helps barber
and trim and pruse his own individual, characteristic
MILIEU — bis thing of beauty — a joy for ever. There is
certainly a greater sensibility, a greater awareness in the
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poet than in the plant; and it might, in course of time,
due to a planned course of action, mental effort and
uhccasing exercise of the senses and feelings, attain the
status of a feeling of grandeur and sublimity — this is the
subliming process - blessing - that a true poet goes through.

There were occasions when Vip-having been sublimed
rose far above the status of a scholar. He rose to the
enviable height of an epic poet — a classicist. But he never
did wrench himself away from Nature and commit at any
stage an act of violence. He was true to nature. His
sensibilities are a patent of gentility ; his thoughts and ideas,
though much more severely patented, help form the im-
perishable riches of the world’s assemblage of literati. They
seldom or never perish. They live. .

Vip-'s poetical compositions are his creations : they
belong to an age; they even might go far, far into many
more ages yet to come. They bear the ineffaceable stamp
of permanency. With respcet to the speciality or personality
of a poet this is what Scott James has said and it merits
our close scrutiny and study:

‘So in the last resort when we know all that we
can about the milieu, about the race, about the family,
about heredity, there will still remain an elusive quality
which is individual, distinctive, an element which the critic
must track to its source in the only place where it can be
found — in the author’s personality.’

In Vip-’s personality {we have a personage, all of
whose parts live, moving consciously towards a higher end —
a divine calm. He has a mind of his own which reveals
itself only in flashes; and which dwells undiscovered within
him. It is his hidden splendour — his <Self’. It is the
‘wisdom and spirit of the universe.

In the Tamil Literary world Vip- is an important -

junction. In him we discover two trends. Like Janus he
has two faces: the classic trend of the sangam period, and
the modern trend represented by Subramanya Barathi. He
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combines both these trends in his ¢YAL NOOL Preface,’
and in his ‘Mathanga Choolamani.” In the ‘YAL NOOL
Preface® he combines both lyrical beauty and classical
conformity. And these two arc so beautifully blended that
so far as thought content is concerned a blessing and a
tranquillity seem abroad.

‘The night seemed fanned
by an immortal wing’
~J. Masefield.

The ‘¢Preface’ bas passion; it is steeped in peace.
In it romanticism meets and blends with realism. And having
composed an immortal lyric Vip- felt himself in clover ¢
passionate, vigorous, yet brim-full of a sublime calm.

The great mystic Boechme has classified men under
three categories: the rind-men, the pulp-men and the core-
or-kernelmen. Some live on the surface of things, at the
instinctive level. Some have got to the pulp: the practical
men ; some others are at the core or kernel: the central
life: within. There are very few kernel men. Most men ¢
the practical men of the world, They are of the w 3,
and in the world. They are the so-called business of
the world. The core-men have a mystical apprel ion.
Theirs is the ¢spirit-life.” The mystics belong to thi  oup.
Going on Boehme’s basis of the division of men ) the
three categories, let us attempt to discover the ¢S 3’ of
Vip. Should you attempt to do so, you will ..ve to
have the true earnest of a genuine sceker after TRUTH.
Like unto a Chinese nature painter you will have to watch
the yew tree, for instance, by day and by night; in all
the seasons. And then like the artist you would have got
at different flashes of his many-faced personality.

You will have to watch him steeped in his various
moods: his instinctive mood, his intellectval or rational
mood and his mystic and transfiguring mood. Of course
you will have to pry into his several moods like unto a
Boswell into his mentor, Dr. Johnson. You have to have
the patience and prudenc: and interest of the Chinese
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artist, who with great effort, begets his artistry. When his
artistry gets awakened and rekindled his talent is at its
highest. Then .he loses himself in his theme. He looks
into the life of things: into the spirit of his theme; and
then he is ome with it.

Hence watch him in all his moods: his instinctive
moaods, his intellectual moods, his transfigaration and his
transports. Vip- was most of the time in his intellectual
mood. His transfigurations came out in flashes on rare

occasions. In his YAL-PREFACE we get a glimpse of
his transfigured self. In his mathematical reasoning he is
at the height of his intellectual mood. In the kitchen when
he supervises and assists the cook in preparing the ‘currieg’
and ‘payasam,’ in seasoning the food and adding the last
pinch of salt and mustard and onions and condiments he
is steeped in his instinctive mood.

While occupied in his educational activities: conduc-
ting lessons, kecturing at seminars he was shuttlecocking as
it were, between the instinctive and intellectual moods. His
mystic mood transfixes him and inspires him, and on such
occasions he gets transfigured and transported.

He represents both the last sunset splendour of
the sangam era and the peep of dawn of the Subramaniya
Barati era. In the YAL PREFACE ‘the old enchantment
lingers in the honey heart of earth’ and he is able to
discover the secret of the ‘starry dynasties at night.” A
mystic apprehends spirit-life. He is thrilled with life hidden
from the light of day. There is ‘a blind dense. with
revelation.” brim-full of a sublime calm.
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(6)

VIPULANANDA
HIS
EDUCATIONAL METHOD:

~ INSPIRATION,
ALSO COLD PLACID CALCULATION

In his ardour to teach he swung between two
extremes: movement and rest. He was at times as vibrant
with a dynamic energy like electricity, and more often as
adamantine and static as the massive, awe inspiring Mt
Kailash.

On one occasion after he had returned to Shivapuri
from his sojourn among the Himalayas and his pilgrimage
to Mt. Kailash in Tibet, Vipulananda delivered a talk,
shared his feelings and his ecstatic mood with his friends
and devotees and admirers in Batticaloa, gathered in a vast
concourse at the Anaipanthi Vivekananda Hall. And Vipu-
lananda went into ecstasies when he rendered, rather
chanted, this hymn. He <‘unbars his mortal house,’

He enters into a state of rapt vision ~—

varerwrd  weguld uelu i bs%rwuGsri

v Qumrefl  Sm B myib

@ mweis sawaluh Qe pujit

giargy Qurph G S@pFFa_ujb

Daver’ wroflews Gpasm Hodvujer Hw pLab yiRearp
soer aaveandar BHAwQ ST GTETLOGILD

Sp® Quup@arsfer pGs !
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When he drew nigh the end of the song he was,
as it were, lost in an ocean of, shall we say, ecstatic
feelings, vibrant with joy indescribable. His external bodily
expressions were those of a person fully transfixed, and
mentally transported and transfigured. His eyeballs rolled,
bulged and were lost under the beetling brows. Often his
eyes were tightly shut as in deep slumber. Certainly he
must have got the image of the whole of Mt. Kailash
into his seif, and his thoughts and feelings must have
been stupendous and bave gone to roost in his inner
being — vast, expansive, eminently divine, and resplendent
with ecstasy. «

Well, this was the sort of religious feeling that he
dwelt on, more than once, when his theme was poetical,
literary or educational. The audience in its entirety was
emotion-bound — emotion-tainted — and being fully ecstatic,
swayed from side to side, and mor: often was stock still
and was carricd on the crest of an emotive force. It was
a positive and apposite stance which genuine ecstasy brought
upon them. It will have to be noted that Vipulananda,
often and often, ‘went into religion and out of religion,
into society and out of society, not from the motives
which impel men in general but to feel what is all like.’
—M. Arnold.

Isn’t religion a matter of deep experience?
Not a mere garb to don? It is neither a theology nor a
theosophy. It is more than all this. It is a discipline,
a law, a yoke, a ‘yoga’, an indissoluble engagement.’
—Joubert. A wholeness: a poornam

It is self-imposed discipline: not a mere insignia;
an external symbol: neither superimposed by authority
nor even by sovereign power. One is free to
choose, to decide what one wants to be,

It is an unbridled urge, a longing, a craving to
cherish a perfection in thinking in one’s breast ;
an unceasing desire ‘to touch the stars, to
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possess the infinite. Divine moments, hours
of ecstasy when thought flies from world to world,
penetrates the great enigma, breathes with a respira-
tion, large, tranquil, aod profound from that of
the ocean and hovers serene and boundiess like
the blue heavens.’ - Joubert..

This is the sort of religion that his pupils imbibed,
nay bibbed from Vipulananda, and, which his vast audiences
now and again experienced and enjoyed.

AND HERE IS ANOTHER
INSTANCE
OF
VIPULANANDA ENTHRALLING

THE HEARTS of his hearers. University Hindu
Students’ Movement in Batticaloa headed by Dr. A.
Kandiah and Prof. C. Sundaralingam.

It was altogether a learned gathering, far too
august, erudite, grand, much more pretentious and ostenta-
tious than it ought to have been. Vipulananda was on the
dais. Prof. C. Sundaralingam was then a force among the
University undergraduates. He too was on the dais. Dr. A.
Kandiah, professor of the Chemistry Department, presided.

Cstensibly an irresolvable question cropped up. It
was this: which of the paths, the one chalked out by
¢Siddandha’ or the one indicated by ¢vedanta’ is the
greater? nobler? sublimer?

A very knotty point! A lot of wrangling, very
little sense. A Iot of steam emanated — mere scorching,
scaryfying, scalding effusion: all; of no effect: not productive
of results: not satisfying. There seemed to be no way out
of the tangle: no solution: no palpable answer. Prof.
Sundaralingam with his mathematical acumen and Dr.
Kandiah with his doctorate in Chemistry must, in all
probability, have seen stars. For here is a different and
quaint area brimming with the experience of thinking minds
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belonging to several centuries gone by. Only a Saskarachariya
wotild have resolved the issue. ’

The youth were boisterous, clamodrous. Why then
have we this confliet in Hinduism? Is it not an irresol-
vable knotty question? An enigmatic poser? The personal
and the impersonal aspect of the Divine Theme are involved
in it. Jesus, gave the answer once. It was this: ¢l and
my Father are one.” But none took him seriously then,
and none takes him into account even now, at this distance
of time. They say: He is very, very impractical. He has
not fully understood the ways of the world. An easy and
comfortable tenor to adopt when one  is dabbling in all
sorts of messy ways of living and thioking. -

‘ When you can’t follow his tenets such as: Go
sell all that thou hast, give it to the poor; follow me:
ahd bé a beggar; kill not; love thy echemy as thyself etc.
You can’t be a professing Christian. You are not prepared
to follow him. We, in a large way, want to saddle
ourselves with name and fame, wealth and pelf, power and
glory and so many other encumbering attachments: all
burdens unbearable. Vipulananda used to say: We are all
‘@ugwd swhs swagsar’. We are all donkeys carrying
each a pack of ‘kum-kum’: Cosmetic rouge, which is of
very little use to the animal — the beast of burden.

Vipulananda used another very popular proverb.
‘smevg gp Gasmifl gwr sant ‘
arard gng eugissd Cure@gmb '’

He who is incapable of climbing over to a roof to catch

a rooster, can he dare to make an attempt to climb up
into Vykuntham?

] This is what most of our preachers of religious
doctrines are attempting to do. So Vipulananda asserted :
T'hf? doctrines and dogmas are all rungs in the ladder to
divine experience. Should you feel like omitting one rung
and getting on to the other, you can try it. Should you
succeed in your endeavour, so much the better. That is

— 86—

all. Surely you can’t afford to knock down the rungs by
which you have scaled the ladder. Be it as it may, adopt
whichever way that appeals to you. Be it the Hindu way,
be it the Buddhist way, be it the zen way, be it the way
of the Christ, be it the path pointed out to you by Nabi
Mohammed. Every one of them has a deep-based bedrock
of pure knowledge — experiential understanding and pure
unsullied feeling. If you happen to be an outward looker,
hankering after offices, rituals and = exigeses — FL_BG&HT —
symbolism in religious thinking — should externals satisfy
you, then adopt the sidhantic way of discipline. If you are
prone to be an inward looker, plunge into your self, adopt
the vedic and sufistic way of finding peace, solace, and an
inward satisfaction. — a clearer, nearer and surer way to
spiritual bliss and mental harmony. The former path is
more circuitous than the latter. The former dissipates
mental energy, the latter conserves spiritual energy — mainly
psychic and consolidated energy — intuitional peace: inner
harmony.

Vipulananda’s purpose in inspiring his pupils to
adopting a religious way of life was to liberate them from
the crippling stranglehold of cast-iron, steely cold, bleached-
bone orthodoxy. It would seem that the majority of the
students who were from the North — Jaffna —and who
participated in the great conference were religiously orthodox,
hide-bound Saivites. There was nothing wrong in that way
of life provided it was not slim in its morality and serve
as a mere surface veneer. You can’t say one thing, profess
one discipline, but act in just the opposite way ethically.
You can’t profess to be an adherent to ‘ahimsa’ —
QaréoaTaw — and wring your neighbour’s neck or put a
bullet into him for any reason whatsoever. The conference
was apparently satisfied to the last man. How deep-seated
and genuine was the satisfaction, it was very difficult even
to surmise. In the wake of it came the horrendous holocausts,
shootings, murders and pillory ridicules. The conflict was
seemingly dissolved, the obstructing issue annulled. And
“shanti’ — peace-reigned supreme,
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Bakti — characteristic of natural religion — is great,
warm and pragmatically satisfying, edifying and soul-
appeasing. But ‘bakti’ must be intrinsic, genuine, natural
and should help ome to lead an ORDERLY, disciplined,
prudent life: not harming oneself, not harming one’s neigh-
bours; having regard to oneself, having regard to one’s
neighbour’s rights, his belongings, his feelings, his opinions,
his way of thinking. Know ye this, that your neighbour
also has the right to have feelings, sensations, sufferings
and sorrows; hopes and aspirations. He alos ran.

For most men religion is one thing and life
another. Never were they one: they were like Wemmick in
‘Great Expectations’: two persons in one. At the office a
business, so and so, harsh and stern, and at home a softer
person of a kindly temperament. It was in most cases a
split existence: a Dr. Jeykill and a Mr. Hyde existence. A
man will daub himself with holy ash and sandal wood
paste; he would be clad in ochre loin cloth, display a
shock of matted hair, and be adorned in a ‘rudraksha
mala’, a silver or golden shiva linga emblem etc. This he
would be at one instant, but at the very next he would
most unconscionably, without the slightest compunction, rob
a cooperative store, plunder an opulent, affluent person, or
even send a lethal weapon into the heart of his neighbour.
Vipulananda’s Saivaism or for the matter of that of any-
ism is a ceaseless profession of the great fundamental ethics
at the base of all religions. Tt is the *Querews Qamar
wsar B5° - gty wrissd —the way of love adumberated
by Jesus in his Sermon on the Mount. Man .today has
been driven from ‘bakti’ to a life of violence. It is a
shift from a life of devotion to a life of destruction.
Man’s mind has been fooling him and cheating him alt
the time,. ‘

Be it known that ¢to witness all spectacle with
appropriate emotions is the aim of all culturs.’ That
was the way with Wordsworth; that was the sentiment that
served as a sure guide to Vipulananda. He would wish
‘mot to teach lessons or impose dictates on his pupils or
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even to stimulate us to noble ends; but to withdraw the
thoughts for a little while from the mere machinery of
life, to fix them with appropriate emotions on the spectacle
of those great facts in man’s existence which machinery
affects on the great and universal passions of men, the
most general and interesting of their occupations and the
entire world of nature.” — Walter Pater.

Vipulananda is unique. He is of a class by himself,
He sees nature full of feeling, surging with sentiment, and
spilling over with excitement. He sees in the characters of
Shakespeare (see his < Mathangachoolamani’) the men and
women of the world. They are part and parcel of nature.
They are passionate; they are bubbling over with excite-
ment. He sees them in strange groups: Romeo and Juliet ;
Shylock the Jew: the lover of mouey, the lender of money,
the king among usurers. Shylock seces mouneys and no other:
how money can work miracles; he hates the Christian
spendthrifts. He is devoid of tender feelings. And yet he
argues: Hasn’t a jew the very same feclings, passions,
sentiments, hopes and aspirations as a Christian? His
argument holds good. '

In *Othello® Vipulananda saw a story of intrigue:
the story of ‘purpose, courage and valour” In Desdemona
he found *a symbol of man’s ideal, the supreme value of
love.” What a world —a work-a~day world of men and
events, of intrigue and diplomacy, of conspiracy and courage.
In “Julius Caesar’ he sees the ideal hero of Nietzche — a
man who fought, who conquered, who crushed the enemy,
who rode rough-shod over his fellow men, who was fired
by the one single ambition: to conquer, to consolidate ; to
build up an empire, to be crowned the emperor. He was
a collosus under whose legs crept petty men. All petty men
have to be mean, dirty, cringing slaves —a Nigtzschean
doctrine,

But then ‘what a fall was there my countrymen!
Then you and I and everyone fell” That was the part
played by all-powerful Fate. Caesar was assasinated. The
Empirc collapsed like a house of cards. Only Caesarism



survived. It wreaked vengeance. And, imperial Rome fell in
all her pomp and glory. That was a fall: the fall of a
nation, a powegr of might and main — a power founded
and structured on ambition floundered and perished.

Here, inthe fall of Caesar, Vipulananda saw feeling
mounting ; inordinate desire and awmbition rearing their
heads like mountzin pines only to be blown down by a
devastating thunder storm. Why care a tinker’s damn at all
about this rise and fall of petty humanity? Life has
certainly become a nightmarish existence should man —
whoever he be — fajl tosece the reality, *‘rtam’ of existence.

In his translation of certain extracts from ¢Julius
Cacsar’ what a noble place he assigns to ‘Death’!

ICHPTES FSwTenTLd
SehET STid QErmm g,

Superb is not the word for it. Though a Sadhu by choice
and profession, Vipulananda - lived through all the vibrant
throbs that assailed men’s hearts, Every chord was struck,
and every feeling was aroused eved to the height of
passion. The ‘ nine tastes’ — capacity to feel —found sufficient
and adequate material to cloy them. Even as a translator,
Vipulananda was not merely, literally translating the thing
from one tongue to another. He was much more than a
translator of languages; he was a transposing instrument,
transmuting emotions, feelings and passions. While engaged
in this noble task of transferring emotions and ideas from
language to language he was seated, as if it were, on a
mighty mount of feelings — feelings rich, varied; feelings
galore. But never did Vipulananda have a descent; neither
did he experience a fall, like unto Caesar’s, except towards
the close of his life. And his life was all too brief a
career ; he was, then, stricken and laid low by palsy.

Seeing him suffering and lying ailing on his death
bed simulating a graven image in mahogany, one would
bave been reminded of this immortal extract from *Those
Barren Leaves’ of Aldous Huxley.
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<And as the flesh sickens the spirit sickens, mani-
festly. Finally the flesh dies and putrefies, and the spirit
presumably putrefies too; and there’s an end... with all its
by-products; God and justice and salvation and all the
rest of them.’

Too frank, too true, and very, very brutally frank
an account like that of a child. I, for one, can go on
repeating these lines, for they remind me of the evanescence
of man, the arrogant Ozymandias — the arrogant big-bang’.

It should be said of Vipulananda in true earnest:
Effort he had; endeavour he did have, sholarship he had ;
ability far above the normal, he possessed: but he appeared
to be lacking in one regard that was so with most
scholars — he lacked in *absolute sincerity’ for he was
some-what of a pedant.

His people, his henchmen, his servile followers were
mostly of this class: all insincere men and women — his
‘parivarams’-of petty pedants who went under the garb of
‘learned pundits’ and vidvans. They were, some of them,
very servile and cringing in their attitudes. He was lionized
far too much so that they may gain their own ends. He
caught the infection from them — from those who taught
in his national schools. His, so called great admirers, were
hardly sincere and they — all of them lacked in frankness.
Many of them were self-seckers, self-servess. His candour
was to some extent smudged.
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(1)

VIPULANANDA
THE EDUCATIONALIST

Vipulananda’s cducational system was simple; yet
wholesome, practical and natural. Never did he preach, for
preachment was not his way. Never did he sermonize, for
he never even dreamt of persuading others to his way of
thinking. Never did he imitate the Public School system
. obtaining in Eton, Harrow, Rugby and other Public Schools.
He hated cant, he abjured snobbery of any sort; he
deplored pedantry; he discounted any form of formal
religious education. He was not dogmatic. Dogmatizing. was
not his way. He had no special doctrines to jnculcate. like.
the pragmatism of William James, C. S. Peierce and John
Dewey. He had a comprehensive culture.

His method of approach was perfectly liberal. Men
like Dr. Arnold of Rugby insisted on a clearly defined
formula for bringing up young men in a way that they
might be fit to administer the colonies as-the best governors,
governor-generals, Marshals, civil servants in the overseas
British Empire; at their best they were intended to serve
as glorified civil servants and administrators in a small
way. Leonard Woolf is an apt example.

Vipulananda’s scheme of Education was that which
Pornocrates adopted to instruct Gargantua; jand the Guru
in the Thaithriya Upanishad adopted to teach his pupils —
‘sadhakas.’
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In his scheme nothing was neglected: nothing
concealed. It was basic. It began at the beginning. Every
aspect of the pupil’s development — physical, mental,
spiritual — was noted, improved upon, given ample opportuni-
ties to develop and attain to its fullest stature. The body
was to be strengthened, the mind was to be so
cultivated as to be alert and sensitive. A fine edge
was to be set upon the pupil’'s wit. Orderliness was
the hallmark of a good student. Good order was always
maintained. The young student was to be disciplined. He
was ‘combed, curled, trimmed, perfumed and rigged out’,
for the dress proclaims the man. ¢ Then, after three hours
of lecture,: (lessons) the students went into the meadows,
where they played at the ball, most gallantly exercising
their bodies, as formerly they had done their minds. And
sport was as little an infliction as study. All their play
was but in liberty, for they left off when they pleased,
and that was commonly when they did sweat over all their
body, or were otherwise weary. Then were they very well
wiped and rubbed. They shifted their shirts, and walking
soberly, went to see if dinner was ready...

“Then came music; and last they prayed unto
God the Creator, in falling down before him and
strengthening their faith towards him and glorifying him
for .his boundless bounty.’ ‘

Thus was sketched an education which mightb
have befitted a great king.’ — C. Whibley

Rabelais approved this system. And Vipulananda
was no -less an admirer of it. This was the Ponocratean.
programme of education. It was simple, yet very
efficacious. It was of the liberal type, divested of all
dogmatism, and doctrinal entanglements.: It had a
tearing down of any surviving traditional veils and sancti-
ties: It was Naturalism in toto. No hide and seek: no
sordid conventions. Vipulananda believed in the Ponocratean
system of Rabelais and had ample faith in the Upanishadic
system too. This is what Rabelais has said:
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‘ Knowledge without conscience is but the ruin
of the soul.” Here is a great thought that captivated the
heart of the great Educationist that Vipulananda was. But
despite all these good points that may be noted in his
system there was patent one glaring defect, When the
system was put into practice the flaw surfaced, And that
was that he laid considerable stress on the ‘pandara
religious mendicant or sadhu-a begging friar. Sanni-
thana aspect of education’ that was prevalent in Tamil
Nadu in the 19205, Every orphan child that sought refuge
in the Ramakrishna Mission Boys® Home, which made a
haven of hope and an orderly ashrama for the child’s
evolution of its great aspirations in life, was a ¢ Sivanadiyar.’
He was at best a ‘pandara sannithanam’— a disciple
belonging to the ‘pandara sannithi’ — a hermitage. Perhaps
Vipulananda got this notion from the ‘pandara pillais®
or ‘thambirans’ and ‘pandarams’ — ¢Sadhakas® — of the
Saiva Atheenams of South India. The system in a way
bred hypocrisy.

To me — perhaps I am under a crippling prejudice
against the ‘pandara sannithana’ system -— this notion of
‘pandaram’ is revolting and revulsive to my good sense.
This is my personal feeling. Perhaps that is the sort of
system of discipline obtainable in all seminaries and novi-
ciates: Buddhist, Christian, Saivite or for the matter of that,
of 'any religious order. The youth — poor chaps — were
caught tender, and werc botched or bungled. It may be
that many a flower has to bloom and wither before a
grain is ripened. But what tremendous sacrifice at the
expense of many an innocent, free soul! The child in
some ‘Homes® was given a completely deformed, disjointed,
and dislocated training, and way of life. He loses the crux
of life, namely growing up in a freer and sublimer
atmosphere. His is a cramped way of life: the child
crushed so tender, and crumpled in its early childhood
suffers in his own despite. He was not what mother Nature
would bave intended him to be.

WHEN I see a child close-croppsd, a cross or
‘sebamalika’ or ‘rudraksha’ chain slung round his head
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very early in life I beget a revulsive feeling. T am alletgic
to these distorted forms  in nature. Distant from Nature,
they are mere caricatures, especially when done on onc who
has no other choice than to suffer the ignominy of being
a mendicant. Whatever the religious persuasions might be
of a child — a child should never and can never have a

* religious persuasion, all his own — he shall not be deformed

in any way: converted ; head shaven, half-naked, an insignia,
charmed thread, slung round his neck: thus being prepared
to bzcome a novice, a ‘sadhaka,’ fit enough to enter &
seminary or an ashrama or an “andy-madama.’ Instances
there are of youths who after two weeks of catechising,
get converted, get married to a girl in the faith of the
sect concerned, and pushed as it were into the turmoil of
worldly life. — a crow tosssd upon stormy wings. And life
on earth turns out to be life in the grip of poverty; and
borne on the optimism of a passion-tainted ardour to lead
a sex-based life, the poor devil is doomed for life. I am
prone to take the view that, any right-thinking person will
not approve of this: what might be called the slaughter
of the innocents and the ignorant.

Barring this abject aspect mot of his general educa-
tional system but of the orphan child that came into the
Sannithanam (orphanage) Vipulananda set his mind against
snobbery, hypocrisy, ignorance and pedantry and strove to
set free the youth from the stranglehold of an extraneous
imperialist system of education that was aimed at producing
third rate clerical servants, and pious hypocritical, servile
tutors. It was a system of charity schools that sickens and
has to be revolted against.

Vipulananda did live in thought; he did act, and
he served the society into which he was born, to the best
of his understanding, his ability and capacity. One great
trait in his personality was that he plunged into himself,
he teased out and disentangled all knotty issues and was
in perfect concord with his conscience. Never did he belie

himself. There were times when he felt that being hidebound

by doctrines, dogmas, institutional bonds and trammels and
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nodules that clouded a!l liberal thinking, and liberated
acting, the child must be freed from extraneous credal
bonds that curdle and cramp a child’s intellectual . growch
and freedom to think liberally; and towards the tail-end
of his life when the evening shadows were lengthening and
barring his way for making further and sublimer progress —
though they were mere shadows cast by a slowly creeping
bodily ailment — he might have felt like shattering the bonds
of an institutionalized, narrow, hidebound ashrama life. He
had more of the robust vedantic way of thinking, though
he clung to saiva sithandhism in all his ritualistic ways,
His convictions were firm and unshaken as regards such
thinking points as * paramatman ’ — the universal soul —
sidharthman - the individual soul —, creation, naturalism,
universalism, humanism, expressionism and other similar
subjects. Even though he was more prone to think of
Saivaism as a practical, pragmatic way of discipline he
was brutally attached to, and cherished the natural trends
in life and human behaviour. The world was real and
natural for him: far too rsal to be lost sight of.
It was the reality and the bond: the ‘maya’ or nature
aspect of existence that can never be lost sight of,
neglected or annulled or rebutted. 1t is the external shell —
the rind — of existence, and is at best the essence of it:
the core of reality.

At this distance of time, I now can remember the
day when Vipulananda met sadhu Sithanaikutty. Sithanaikutty
was a genuine ‘siddha’ who had made Karativu his place
of residence — the only worldly attachment he is said to
have had in his life time. He had wpo ashrama as such.
He dwelt in a cadjan hut; and an elderly lady provided
him with his slender needs. We were under the impression
that this lady, Kali, was his wife. His hut stood on fairly
extensive premises very close to the sea beach: a bare
sandy tract where, in years to come, there were planted
some coconut and margosa trees. Sithanaikutty was an
ebony black slouching_figure, bald-pated, with piercing eyes,
sharp as the sacred vel of Skanda, almost naked but for
the semblance of a loin cloth and ‘Kaupeenam’. He had a

¢vaddukai’ paunch, resembling a water pot. He usually
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carried a stick and a rced flute on which, when in a
jolly, gay mood he entertained you to an eerie, strange,
outlandish tune. He reminded me of the ‘Pied Piper of
Hamelin".

He seldom adorned himself with the customary
religious insignia of a ‘mamam® or ‘holy ash’ or sandal
wood paste. He chewed betel and nuts, and occasionally
betook himself to arrack. He addressed whomsoever he met
in the direct unconventional way, calling him <Gr.ut’— you
fellow — rather an informal, crude, yet endearing way of
address. For instance be called my father when he came
home: Gy sulewrwr! Dei Kailaya! That was his way.
Of greeting any person. It was a tender salutation.

And it so happened that he met Vipulananda one
day on his wonted evening walk to the sea beach at
Karativu. Accosting Vipulananda on the way this is what
he — the Sadhu — is said to have said, staring at him,
looking straight at him: ¢And you; and you; and you!
Once a Mail, now a Swami! And you are an ocean of
learning. Go, go!... I know vyou! — QGuri_71! o.sréar
vears@¢ s @aiflupor ! Endearing address,

It would seem Sithanaikutty sorted out, disentangled
the scholar in him; respected the scholar in him and
whatever he considered the merits of sadhuhood in Vipu-
lananda,

Long after, on a later occasion, when Vipulananda
was conversing with us in Shivapuri, in his confidential and
frank genre, in his quaint style of talking, this is what he
remarked casually: T have come across two great men in
my life in Ceylon: One is ‘Yoga Swamigal of Jaffna, the
other is Sidhanaikutty of Karativa, They are pure as beaten
gold, and ‘siddhas:’ mystics — knowing men — in the true
sense of the word. No pretensions, no inhibitions, no
sham, no regard for status insignia of any sort, no religious
garb, sans show of sanctity, sans gew-gaws of purity, sans
pretended immaculacy. They are the true children of
nature who have, like unto Brother Lawrence, made their
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life, and so patterned it as to be in tone with nature.
‘I have read of St. Francis, I have known Father Bonnel,
I have met Ramana in India, I have heard and read a
good deal about my master and mentor Sri Ramakrishna —
from his direct disciples —: they are all of the genuine
breed called: Children of Nature: Sans pretensions, sans
scholarly learning, sans the taint of cant, sans any sort of
organizational taint or bonds, or regimen and rigidity.’

The moment you organize a religious organization,
and make an attempt to live an ostentatious, religious life
of piety with an external rind pattern of behaviour which
you endeavour to adhere to forcibly, it becomes regimented
and at some stage or other, like wunto the proverbial last
straw, it tends to break the camel’s back. In the midst
of the city crowd — of Colombo or Madras — any confirmed
Sadhu will be in danger of being misled and misdirected.

Vipulananda had a very liberal .teligious life code
to follow with the exception of that which he copied from
the Jesuit seminaries and the Saivite Atheenam’s from South
India. He had a definite vision of life. He was naturally
drawn to them since he had come under the influence of
Pu-Po-Vythilinga Desigar, Rev. Fr. Bonnel and Kunju-
thamby Vathiyar of Kaluwanchykudy. The Home inmates
(the orphans) of the R.K.M. Ashrama were rigged up and
modelled after the ‘pandara sannithanams’ of the South

Indian Saiva Atheenams. Nishka-gave them a fish-egg diet.

When 1 think of this scheme of modelling the
‘Home®’ on the Pandara Sannithana Atheenams of South
India, it would appear there is nothing far too harmful in
his having adopted the way of discipline that obtained in
the South Indian Saiva Atheenams. And this is my after
thought ; T value it. The system was quite in order in a
Tropical land where a bare clean body and spotlessly clean
loin cloth easily washable are all that one needed by way
of clothing. The food was vegan — not too abstemious,
with a dash of curd and ghee, and plenty of dhal.
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Vipulananda’s Saivaism was broad-based on one’s
pristine sepse of appreciation of beauty and truth which
one imbibed while listening to and rendering and chanting
the immense wealth of ¢‘Saiva Hymns’ — the wvsrallm
Bwmepempsear — that became the literature of devotion of
humanity. Rev. G. U. Pope, Rev. Caldwell, Rev. Fr. Beschi —
afrwmrapeflasi — among the western scholars in Tamil, had
a tremendous regard and worth for these hymns of the
great saiva saints — srwewomd BranT, Dweperd, I@Hesw
Qflpr st — Pmeusi@paui apart. They are equally great.

It is no wonder that such a genuine and great
lover of Tamil Classical literature — poet, and literary critic
as Vipulananda was, — should have placed such a high
premium on the influence of the Saiva Sacred Hymns, on
the devotional (bakti) aspect of the personality development
of man. Perhaps it was more natural than any other, being
chock-full of feelings of devotion — externalization of ¢ self’

So, of an evening, calm and serene, it. was not
unusal to see the students and Vipulananda and the teachers
of = Shivananda assembled in an august congregation and
Kulandaivel, now of Pannisai Pulavar fame and recognition
and his brother Subramaniars, raising their total being in
devotion, that is holy adoration, suffused in *‘bakti® and
singing the divine melody in the most mellifluous of tones.

The hymn was this:
‘e afdmred
wrdy WHwEpd
af# @ gairpgyib
afdig @er Geuell gyib
UpSF GUGHITL.eM M
-Qurdemsyd CurarpGs
TEH TH®S

Q% oy BypCe.

— O! Lord, My Father
Thy feet are as gentle, as cool, And as comforting as
the music emanating from the flawless yal.
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As the beams of the moon that reigas supreme and
- peerless in the blue of the evening sky,

As the energising South Wester that ushers the soft
summer, that swelling like unto a tide in the flood,
and as the lovely scenery pervading the lotus pond
where the bees hum ceaselessly-

The blessings that reside and abound at thy sacred
anklet-adorned feet are immense and boundless.” -
shimmering cascade of beauty!

This hymn reminds one of that beautiful gem of
a verse by W. B. Yeats. Vip- loves to recite it.

— ¢I will arise and go now
And go to Innisfree
And a small cabin build there
Of clay and wattle made
Nine bean rows will 1 bave therc

A hive for the honecy bee
And live alone in the bezeloud glade.

Ard 1 shall have some peace there,

For peace comes drepping slow

Dropping from the veils of the moraning to where the
cricket sings

There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple
glow :

And evening full of the linnets wings.

I will arise and go now, for always night and day,

I hear lake water lapping with the sounds by the shore,

While I stand on the roadwasy .or on the pavement
gray,

I hear it in the deep heart’s core.’

Vipulananda went into ecstasy reciting this nature
poem ; and when he recited it, it would seem, Nature came
booming, crooning, swelling, whimpering, and cooing and
roaring and vibrant: full-throated and deep-toned That was
the voice divine. And that was the call insistent, irresistible
that came borne aloft on the cool evening air. And we
bore it all, in all its richness of melody in our <‘deep
heart’s core.” Vipulananda heord it, and he felt it. And of
what immense educative value .it-was! Just feel it ; weigh

its worth.:
e} 00—

Yes! It was perfect education.

For : *Beyond the east the sun-rise
Beyond the west the sea,

And east and west the wander thirst
That would not let me be.’ '
‘It works in me like madness, Dear
To bid me say good-bye

For the seas call, the stars call

And O! the call of the sky!’

Vipulananda rated these values and fixed them in
the plastic minds of the children and many others who
came under his influence: he fixed them, articulated them
‘amid this dance of plastic existence.’

Vipulananda quaffed the cup of nature, and emptied
it to the dregs. Wasn’t he an undying influence on those
who saw him, heard him, and lived with him? And shared
the poetic ashrama life with him! Wasn’t he an educationa-
list: par excellence? Who taught without formal teaching
methods? A poet of supreme entrancing efficacy? And isn't
education no less than the experience of entrancing beauty?
Of being infinitely inspired? He was an infatuated lover
of nature: multifarious and glorious, many-sided, adorned
like a night with a million, million stars,

Can there be anything else more religious in its
sentimental effects than his illimitable love for nature? Note
these lines from his YAL NOOL —

fo aralw, Hwsy ofeCar

wrdy GG, wivey HwGaumib...

etc. quoted elsewhere.

— Deep blue the heavens!

Full shines the moon!

The evening hour is nigh,

Free shall we be of languor —

Well, that is how divine ecstasy creeps into you,
and overwhelms you. And please note this: experience
does matter in the educative process.
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