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PREFACE

Tuis little book is a slender account of my journeys in
search of His Footprints. For hours have I stood spell-
bound, gazing at the humble dust upon which He once
trod, yet I have passed the magnificence of jewelled
diadems with indifference, for they had no fragrance 1n
their charmed lustre, there was nothing of Him in them.

This 1s a basketful of musk-dust, gathered from the
sacrificial fires that burn in places made sacred by the holy
tread of His Footsteps.

Ever since I have seen Him, the remembrance of the
scent of His presence has been my religion; whatsoever
recalls it to my mind is precious ; it surpasses all that I
have ever valued. I am good only when my eyes hali-
close in rapture at the contemplation of His God-personality ;
to me nothing else is of virtue. For I know that when 1
go from Him into the world, full as it i1s of learned men
with fine clothes and wrinkled faces, I feel no more whole—
I am torn asunder, sullied, weighed down and spent ; the
formless vapours of my intellect dim the mirror of my
heart, and I see no more what my eyes have so recently

‘beheld. I come back disappointed and disillusioned, a
sadder man. Not in the outer world, only in the heart of
God do I find that iridescent lustre, that absolute rapture
which makes me immortal in one flash. Every meeting
with Him is an advance of centuries over my own self.

Even as I stand at a distance, contemplating the deadly
weariness of the world, I feel sick at heart. The groans ot

the conquered mingle in my ears with the savage shouts of
their victors. These beings called men are still so foolish

that they know not how to make their ant-hill of an earth
into a peaceful home for their own kind. What 1s the
use of intellectual expansion? The mere touch of these
world-problems turns good men into blood-thirsty soldiers
brandishing swords ; humane and religious 1deals become
rotten when applied to the petty politics of the children
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of the soll. Notwithstanding centuries of civilization and
development, man is still in the animal stage, armed with
claws ; the keener his intellectual penetration the sharper
the claws. The wisdom of this world leads to wearliness,
disease and death ; brethren rob and murder brethren and
fill the day with blood.

At one brave flight to climb a high corner of the sky,
casting aside the rubbish of dualistic worldly wisdom that
we h %d so precious and clasping to our breasts nothing
but love and song and faith ; to laugh with the Sun over
this flimsy world and clap our hands in unison with the
tbunder of the heavens; this would give life : for this
divine madness that forgets all wounds and blesses those
that curse and smite and kill, seems tb be for each of us
the only way out of slavery, out of the dirt and dust of
the world’s suffering and sorrow.

Self-forgetfulness in the joy of His beauty—in other
words Self-realization—s the way to happiness, so have
the Sages proclaimed. It i1s only the meaningless throng
of statesmen and philosophers—political thinkers, world-
rescuers, self-appointed administrators of the Law and
Justice of God and Man—it is only they who run to and
fro like sleep-walkers, seeking the cooling snows of the
Himalayas amid the burning deserts of the Sahara. So
long as selfishness sways the individual, so long will the
whole world be sick.

Satety lies in the shelter of the Great Man of God ; we
seek it vainly in our brilliant sands of mere intellectuality.
Safety is within me, with God in Self! Only by the touch
of the beauty of God-personahty can selfishness be turned
Into the holiness of self-sacrifice. All knowledge is a curse,
save only the knowledge of this Love that inspires Life.

I desire to acknowledge my indebtedness to Messrs.

Macmillan & Co., Ltd., for permission to quote a lengthy
passage from The Book of the Cave, by Ananda Acharya,

and to Mr. John Murra {y for permission to reprint the ex-
tracts from The Spirit of Japanese Poetry by Yone Naguchir
(Wisdom of the East series), and Messrs. Dent and Sons

for poems from Nargds by Bhal Vir Singh Sahib.
PURAN SINGH.




THE SPIRIT OF ORIENTAL
POETRY

|

THE DIVINE POET

We love our poet rather than his poetry; our
artist rather than his art. Hours spent with the
Beloved in sweet calm, mingling our breath with His,
are diviner by far than the chant of His songs without
His presence. In exuberance of inspiration nothing
suffices but His person; the touching of His Lotus
feet brings the honey of eternity.

Mere literature is starvation. Unless we see His
tent somewhere in the forest the landscape 1s empty.
To that messenger alone do both man and nature give

their love and sacrifice, who proclaims where the camp
of the Beloved is pitched to-day.

Our idea of the poet is that of a man who can, by
the mere opening of his own eyes, enable ours to see
the Divine; whose one glance can be our whole
knowledge. ‘‘ How do you realise the Brahman ? ”
the wise men of the East asked the poet in the forest,
as we read in the Upnishadas. He smiled and they
bowed down, saying, ‘ Our doubts are dispelled, we
know the Truth. The knots of our hearts have

opened, the Lotus has bloomed in us, and we have
attained peace.”

I
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The poet reveals to our souls his own self-realization,
and in an instant we undergo the growth of centuries.
The power of giving peace to the hife-beaten man we
see only in our poet ; he is as the Banyan tree which
affords shade to the sun-beaten wayfarer. The poet
is not one of us, he is the messenger of God, His
Prophet; he is God in human clay. In Hindu
phraseology he is an Avtara. It i1s born 1n no one to
do what he does. Mohammed, in his self-concen-
tration, talks to angels and gods. No one else can
talk like him with the Inwvisible. The miracles and
the miraculous accompany the poet like his shadow.
It was as simple for Jesus Christ to heal the sick and
raise the dead as it was for those who stood by to
watch. The poet has the gift of gods whom we on
earth know not ; his powers are not acquired, but are
as natural to him as light 1s to the Sun. The poet
has the whole abundance of Heaven at his back and

his will is the will of God.

The poet‘s eye is so eternally fixed on the Beauty
within that he sees outside objects in an unbroken
trance. Shiva 1s always in Samadhi, but as the God
opens his eyes, Parbati, his devotee, i1s ready with her
bowl of green herb; he drinks and closes his eyes
again! If the poet’s ecstacy 1s no cure for the
suffering of man, nothing else can be. His greatest
work 1s to maintain His Divine Breath. To him Life
1S the highest altruism.

The poet (or, as we call him, the Guru, the Master,
the Buddha, the Christ) fills the hungry soul, and
enriches the poor. Desire dies and we are satiated
and nourished by his touch. ‘‘ None may be idle
where the king-poet has pitched his tent.” The
musician, the poem-maker, the dancer, the singer,
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are mere rank and file. In the Peace of His Presence
thinking is sickly restlessness. It is the dominion of
Soul over the splendours of mind.

Poetry i1s a perennial stream that flows out of this
fountawn of hfe. It 1s the Smadhi of ages. The
infinite behind the poet infects us with life. No other
poetry can equal, 1n its subjective effect upon us, the
simple sayings of these poet-prophets. There are
poems In their aspect; their words are life; their
memory 1s fragrance of soul. Fixing our intention on
them 1s the most practical way of discovering our own
soul. The remembrance of their names is our ethics ;
repetition of the Sacred Names is our religion. They
are our perennial inspiration.
Repeat Christ, Buddha, Guru Nanak, Upnishadas
and the Koran, basking in the joy of soul they give ;
do so for years and you cannot exhaust their meaning,
nor effect. Like particles of radium, those words go
on forever emitting their rays. Millions daily read
the Koran and the Bible, and there 1s life for millions
more in them. Lenins may hang the bishops, but
every grass blade will stand up to vindicate the faith
of Jesus Christ.

What art can be so generous as the supreme art
of the Lord of Peace. Sakya Muni bathes the world
In peace and ecstacy. Nirvina is realized by widows,
girls, beggars and princes. The courtesan cries: ‘I

am Buddha! I am Buddha!”

A Gopika of Vrindabvan is going with her red
earthen pitcher to fetch water from the river Jumna.
The blue Krishna shoots the arrow from his bow as

she 1s wending her way homeward with the pitcher
full of water. His arrow breaks the pitcher. She
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turns round, sees Krishna and abuses him. The
Master bathes an old comrade of His once again in
love. He drenches her, and ** dyes > her in the colour
of the divine soul. The spell breaks and the Gopika
sings: ‘I am Krishna!”

The poet’s word blesses and alleviates the lot of the
heavy-laden. Read his poetry and a million angels
fill your soul with joy. Bliss is under the invisible
wings of the Immortals ; we are transported, the air
of our prison-cell becomes light and fragrant. The
poor peasants and toilers of the Ganges plains find a
solace 1n the reading of Twlst Ramayana, such as no
civilization can ever derive from the glitter of mere
appearance. We desire the company of the Beloved
in our soul. Ah! What is the depth and strength
of my Love-intoxication akin to that of Omar, when
I am cast alone, resourceless in eternity ? That 1s
the question. How strong is my personality, and
what gives it strength ?

Whoso has realized God in his soul every moment
breathes out the Breath of Nam ; all is poetry that
1ssues from them into Space and Time. Precious are
their daily talks, which are our Gitas—-celestial songs.
Take away our songs, we die. Mere bread and butter
Is starvation. Poetry is not simply a momentous
pleasure, it is our very life.

The poet whose face dispels the darkness of our
soul 1s our personal visible God. Religion is the art
of absorbing the joy born of the inner freedom gained
by His Touch. Here the pain of self-sacrifice becomes
a pleasure the like of which no feverish excitement of
our senses can give us. Some dead semblance of it
we realize in sound sleep. It may be paradoxical,
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but it 1s true, that though imprisoned in the physical,
we still attain to Nirvana through His love. The
candle and the moth is a true instance of complete
self-denial in full affirmation of personal love for the
Beloved. This lavish wealth of renunciation is the
mysterious strain of the Divine poetry of our scrip-
tures. Moth and candle i1s the Supreme Motif.

If He choose to speak He employs the throat of
the whole creation. If not, one single word in His
presence 1s blasphemy. Spiritual joy is always
autocratic, it obeys no law, but that of its own being.

The tempest of the seas is its bugle horn, so is the
silence of death !

No soul that has failed to find its own centre can

participate in the pleasures and pursuits of life with

good grace. Divine poetry does not please everyone ;
it 1s the refuge of the desolate. The way to find it lies

through the knowledge of ignorance and of the
1llusions of life. Once reached, all is silent there:
the disciple stands face to face with the Beloved.
What can be sweeter than this meeting ? Truth 1is
realized ; the tree of life is in blossom, its fragrance
floats in the air, and man forgets all else. The great
Illusion has melted into Truth 1tself. Thenceforward
Life is pure rapture. When the soul is full of Him,

perfection is everywhere; nothing mars the sense
of the Infinite.

- Whatsoever weighs down the inner self and seeks
to imprison it in Illusion is foreign to the spirit of
poetry. It is irreligious. True poetry must free us.
There is no freedom in excitement, however intense
it may be. There is no freedom in sorrow and re-
nunciation, however perfect. Freedom lies in the
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full realization of the Divine within our own soul.
The full richness of our soul lies in its own centre. In
that ever un-balanced balance of our repose lies
Salvation. 1 do not believe that nature or man can
make us free unless we, through His grace, realize for
ourselves the truth of things and engraft ourselves on
the Infinite. What has not yet gained its own
freedom cannot free us. °‘ Let me but once engraft
myself on Thee, O Infinite! as a branch on a whole
tree, and then let me slowly drink the life sap of Thy
immortal Being and just blossom there.””—Guru
Nanak.

‘“Just blossom there” is poetry, spirituality,
Immortality. Life is lightest in its own blossom !

Touch me with a song; 1if it be the song of the
Emancipated One, I shall straightway be borne away
in His arms above Illusion into the verity of all things.
The true song 1s Immortal, ministering supreme
fulfilment, where nothing is lacking! He takes me
there and says: ‘ Behold the Glory—God’s soul runs
through all things. As beads are strung on one
thread so all things are in Him. It is all God.”—
Guru Aryun Deva.

The Sun shall pass away and the Moon,
And all shall pass away,
But ever abideth the word of the
Emancipated One !

It must come to pass.
(From Guru Grantha.)

Our highest poetry, therefore, is the birth of God
on earth. It is as silent and as loud as the burst of
the white lotus on the blue waters. The Name alone
is the highest of the vitalising song.
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Out of the deep and the dark, a sparkling mystery,

a shape, something perfect, comes like the

stir of the day,

One whose breath 1s an odour, whose eyes show
the roads to stars,

The Breeze on His Face,

The Glory of Heaven on His back,

He steps like a vision hung in air, diffusing the

passion of eternity ;

His abode is the Sun-light of morn, the musiec

of eve His speech ;

In His sight, One shall turn from the dust of the

grave and move upward to the woodland.
—Y. Noguchs.

To forget Him is to die. In this realization of the
ineffable delight in the presence of the Beloved, we
find our all. Its artistic expression 1n our language
at best is as the statue of Sakya Muni carved in the
stone of Gandhara. Verily DhAyanam 1is the fruition
of all life. This we call love, and they who have this
light burning in their hearts are on the way to the city
of Eternal Bliss.

If palaces made of pearls, bedecked with rubies,
be before thee,

If the walls and floors be plastered with sandal,
musk and agar,

Take not thy eyes from the vision of the Reality.

Forget not, O Disciple ! the name of the Beloved !

When taken away from the Beloved,

My soul takes fire, it is burnt down |

Forget not, O Disciple, the name of the Beloved !

If thy whole estate be made of jewels and gems,
And all thy halls are filled with veins of pleasure,
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And wait upon thee the silver-imbed damsels
with their ruby lips whispering words of

passion in thy ears,

Take not thy eyes from the vision of the Reality,

Forget not, O Disciple | the name of the Beloved !

If all magical powers be thine,

And thou canst become invisible at thy will,

And crowds worship thee !

Take not thy eyes from the vision of the Reality |
Forget not, O Disciple ! the name of the Beloved !

Even if thou be a Sultan,

And cohorts wait thy command,

It is all 1nsanity,

Take not thy eyes from the vision of the Reality,
Forget not, O Disciple | the name of the Beloved !

—Guru Nanak.

““ The Name of the Beloved ’—this alone is the
secret of the life of the spirit, says Guru Nanak. Our
poet is the incarnation of ‘° Logos.”” None 1s ranked
as a poet whose flesh 1s not scented with the perfume

of God.

The invisible Celestials, the disembodied Adepts
throng round the name of the Beloved in the con-
sciousness of the devotee. Guru Nanak has told
us that the disciples enraptured in the Samadhi of Nam
meet dwellers of the higher worlds of life beyond death.
For such, there 1s no solitude, no hunger.

He is the poet who converses with the Beings of
Light from the inner Realms of the Soul—the Self—
and here on earth represents God more than man.
Any below this level of inspiration of rapture and
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prophetic vision is poetic, but not the poet. The
poetic among us are the highest men who, in higher
altitudes, touch the Footprints of the Sacred Poets
that come down to us as Inspired Beings from on

high.
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THE BHAKTA

WHEN SoNG OoF LOVE 18 SERVICE

He lives who loves God’s Person.
No one else 1s alive.

—Guru Nanak.

The poet of the East, the Bhakta, 1s bare like a child,
playing in God’s sunshine, clothed in his own tran-
scendent Innocence, and filling his soul with the
gladness of the honey-bee. He 1s always wending
towards the Shrine of the Beloved. He burns with
an Inextinguishable desire for the divine. The hfe
of the palace sickens him. Tolstoy had the tastes of
an Eastern poet, though he made his mind sick with
renunciation.

The deep sincerity of Omar Khayyam, rich with the
red of the grape, comes to every poet of the East who
rebels against the glaring hypocrisy of the priest.

The Sadhu’s Dhuni—the fire of life—-1s ever burn-
ing ! Shiva sits before his Dhwuni, from whose
glowing depths curl ever upward the clouds of
purple, scented smoke.

The poet casts all that he sings behind him, dropping
petals of roses on his path as he travels 1n aimless
musing. He grows weary of the sky above him and
of the earth beneath him. His life is like the fluttering

of an imprisoned eagle who pants for freedom. In the
‘ 10
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wild simplicity of the infinite expanse of his own self,
he seems in his verse almost insane. But his abundant
childlike carelessness i1s balanced well in the wisdom
of Self-realization. The Divine mind directs his hands
and feet, his impulses seem omniscient in relation to
the exact fitness with the general schemes of things.
His response is accurate and timely. His mind 1s
informed of God’s own sympathy. It talks with
stars, drinks wine with flowers and ‘‘ exchanges his
turban ’! with the red poppies. It is he who has
torn asunder the vells of conventional lies, half-truths,
compromise, and lusts of all kinds. He 1s God, who
has driven man into the street and occupied the

Temple of the human body as an ever new Palace of
Life.

The Disciple’s eye is *‘ love-dyed >’ and it is this
‘““lJove-dyed ’ eye that sees everything with the
ever fresh, ever new passion that says: all 1s Divine.
The intoxication of Absolute Knowledge is the same
as the intoxication of Absolute Passion. The soul,
like a dew drop swinging on a strand of the cobweb
of Maya, realizes its own share of the Absolute Balance
in the sunshine of its own song. The Disciple 1is
unwilling to let himself slip even an hair’s breadth
from the supreme state of life, for here he is at one
with God, he is God. And why should he go astray ?
Man is God, and to feel this is the supreme moment.
This sublime repose of Self in Self sets an eternal
standard in the bosom by which to judge things and
men, literature and religion. The Life-givers who
appreciate the glint of crystals in the glory of His
Name, consider everything from this standpoint ;
they call things ‘ heavy ” or * light,” * false” or

1 Tn the Punjab by * exchanging turbans'' strangers become
brothers for all life.
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‘““true.”” They feast on the joy of all that delights
them and pass days in one single rapture.

Spiritual criticism of things is purely subjective,
inexpressible, or expressed only In an ‘" aye’ or a
“nay.” If anything—a book, poem, wealth, intellect
—intervenes but ever so little between their eves and
the face of their Beloved, the All-Blazing reahty, or
disturbs in the least their sympathy with the inmost
chord of their being—Il.ove—they cast it into the
river, however beautiful its form and colour, for of
what use is 1t if it tends to dim their vision ? Their
criticism 1s just for one moment and for one particular
mood. They do not look at things once and forever.
Sometimes they like the bitter and discard the sweet ;
on other days the reverse. Of what use 1s life i1f the
Divine 1dea grows less in proportion to the Illusion
that already overwhelms us? To be in sympathy
with the Universe by being ourselves 1s our vocation ;

all else matters nothing.

Maulana Jalaluddin Rumi, the great mystic of
Persia, took his erudite essays on Theology, Religion
and Life to Shamas Tabrez, the emancipated, who was
sitting In a great mosque on the edge of a marble lake,
hoping to win some praise from this great Teacher.,
The sage took the manuscripts and threw them into

the lakel

With us the service of love is the poetry of life.
When we cook in His Name and feed the Lord, 1t 1s
religion. Guru Har Rai, the seventh Guru, never ate
anything outside his own kitchen, in the severe,
ancient style of the orthodox Brahman, and then only
at particular hours. One day, as he was riding, he
stopped his horse before the door of a lowly cottage
where lived the disciple. And as he stopped he said :
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‘““ O, daughter ! Bring me the bread you have cooked
for me.”” The diseciple’s wife, almost beside herself in
worship, In supreme Transcendence of the joy that
His Love awakened in her, came out and offered him
the bread. The Guru ate it as he sat in the saddle,
blessed her and rode away across the fields. Next
morning ' the attendants offered bread again to him
while he was riding, thinking that he had changed his
hour of meal. ‘ No !’ said the Guru, ‘ the bread I
ate yesterday was the bread for which God himself
comes into the body. It is a festal day when I have

such bread.’’

Once our poet, Bullah Shah (the King Bullah) was
passing through a street in Lahore. His black locks
hung about his neck and his blazing eyes swept round,
contemplating all things. A young girl was plaiting
the tresses of a new bride into braids and decorating
her with jasmine and roses.

Bullah Shah: What art thou doing, O, good
lady ?

The Girl: I am braiding her hair, for to-
night her husband cometh
home.

Bullah Shah : Wouldst thou do mine, for I, too,
may meet my Lord ?

The Gl : Come, good man! 1 will do yours,
too.

The great saint sat before her on the ground and
she braided his locks like those of the bride and
adorned his head with jasmine and roses. Then
Bullah Shah arose and went away, for he lived far
from the city. ,

Towards nightfall a jealous neighbour complained
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in secret to the bridegroom that his wife had touched
the hair of a stranger. The foolish Punjabi began to
upbraid his wife. He was small in his jealousy ; she
was noble, large, spiritual and heroic in her innocence.
In the midst of the altercation there came a knock at
the door, at about midnight. ‘ Open the door, O
sister | Untie my hair. Untie it quick, O sister, for
my husband beats me.”

This feeling 1s Faqiry of the East, its poetry, and 1ts
religion. We are bond slaves of this God-like omnis-
cience of sympathy for love and freedom.

Krishna calls on his old friend, Sudama. Sudama’s
wife, intoxicated with devotion, peels the plantains
for Krishna, but offers him the husks and throws
away the kernels. Krishna partakes with great
delight of the husks of the plantains; he was eating
of the very feelings of his disciple. When judging
poetry or any other thing, we do not sit down to a
meal of cream and plantains, we wish only for a loaf
of Bread from the Hand of Love. Where 1s Life ? 1s
our cry, whose touch, whose glance, would make us
‘“ alive,” whose love make us God !

~Shr1 Ram Chandra meets in the forest the outcast
and despised Bhilni, whose task it was to sweep the
roads and houses of the Brahman Saints of the

locality far-famed for piety, occult powers, virtue and
learning.

Bhilni had the fire of Divine Love in her heart.

In her leisure she had gone to the forest, gathered
berries and tasted them. The sweet ones she brought

home and stored for Shr1 Ram Chandra, and the sour
ones she ate herself, waiting for him. “ My Rama
will one day come,” thought she. She sang her song
of waiting all her days, from middle life to ripe old
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age, sweeping the streets as she sang. At last He
came. She brought him the old dry berries. The
king of saints, the Master, partook of them and blessed
Bhilni. The berries ? Each was a work of art, each
a thing of soul and love. Ram Chandra disdained
the hospitality of the saints to eat of Bhilni’s offerings.
The man so sensitive to love is the true critic of the
East, he 1s the Life-giver. His presence is our
religion. He i1s our God-personality. His word 1is

our everlasting life.

It may be true or false, the Life-givers of the East
pay httle heed to mere brilhance of intellect, to
musical execution, or outward form. The art of
“dowmg” 1s small, the art of *“ being” 1s all. A
dancing girl may be perfect in skill, yet her art 1s of no
value. But when she renounces all, puts the song of
her grief to tune, and sings at the shrine unto His
presence, she is light as a winged angel, and the tear
In her eye draws another in the eyes of the saint. ““ All
living things are made of light, both the good and the
bad,” says Guru Nanak. Things grow light when
they renounce their little selfishness in the joy of His
Love.

What a joy it is to hear an emphatic, democratic
“yes ”’ from Sakya Muni in this caste-ridden, colour-

ridden world of duality and hatred.

The Blessed One passed by my house,
My house—the Barber !
I ran, but He turned and awaited me,
Awaited me—the Barber !
I said, * May I speak, O Lord, with Thee ? ”
And He said, “ Yes’; ‘“yes” to me—the
Barber !
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And I said, ‘“ May I follow Thee ?

And He said, ‘“ O, yes,”’ even to me—The Barber |
And I said, ‘““ May I stay, O Lord, near
Thee ?

And He said, “ Thou mayest,” even to me—the
poor Barber !

I know the “ Brother ”’ never tastes meat. Almost
from his birth he eats fruits and nuts, milk and green
vegetables. He thinks it good that the birds should
not be killed. Once he was the guest of a kindly,
Innocent villager, who loved God and goodness. This
man used to go every morning to catch quails from
the green wheat fields of the village, and his net would
be full. He never could think that the ‘° Brother ”
eats no meat; all eat meat, he thought. He went
out very early with his net, returned late, and was
trembling when he placed before the ‘ Brother *
bread and two roasted quails, which he had cooked
with his own hands. °‘ Forgive me, O Honoured
Brother! I am most unlucky to-day. Every morn-
ing I used to get more than a dozen of birds for
myself, but for Thee I could get but two. I am
ashamed to place so poor a repast before Thee! ™
The ‘‘ Brother ”” smiled and blessed him and said:
““ How good 1s this repast.” And he did partake,
with a tear in his eye, of what his devotee gave him,

The water from the pitcher, the red earthen pitcher
that my love goes to fill from a distdnt rivulet and
brings home, singing all the way, has the fragrance of
her soul. In the dim light of the dawn, like a bird,
she rises from her bed and takes the corn, grinds it
with her own hands in the hand-mill, all the while
singing the songs of the Guru into the white flour ;
she is like a dream, an ideal. With milk and flour in




THE BHAKTA 17

her hand, with a song of Baba Nanak on her lips, there
springs under my roof a gladder morn than morning.
Through her strainer falls ‘“ the white flour like
raining light.”” She kneads it and bakes it into
bread. When the red fire comes out of the embers she
has collected with her own hands, and kindled into
flame by stealing a spark from her own glowing heart,
there rises on my hearth a redder EKast than the

morning Hast !

‘“ Disciple! Up! Untiring hasten
To bathe thy breast in the morning red.”’

When the armies of the victors entered the Golden
Land, as is told in the Ramayan, the new king,
Bhabikhan, offered a string of rubies to Hanuman—
the devotee of Rama. Hanuman broke open every
gem to see if there was the image of Rama as 1t 1s as
in his own soul! He broke every ruby and threw
the string away, 1t was ‘‘ heavy.”
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AS BHAKTAS SEE THINGS

(v) Poets of the West

Whosoever 1s full of the spirit of the *° Logos,’ the
Word of God, values all things of art according to the
invisible effect they produce on the soul within him.
What serves for the moment to make the flame of
life glow brighter he calls *‘ ight,”’ all else is *“ heavy.”
When he truly admires an object, a poem or a thought,
it means that he has seen God in it. A *‘ critic of
gems >’ of this type said to me once, ‘“ Look! They
admire Delhi, with her tombs of saints, emperors and
kings, but 1t is not half so ¢ light ’ as the lonely tomb
of Jehangir, on the river Ravi, where he sleeps side by
side with his beloved and faithful Nur Jahan ! ”’

The singers of the Psalms and the Disciples of the
Bible, who lived and died in love of Jesus, have served
to create that live mind which enables one truly to
admire and appreciate the poetry of the Master.
(Centuries of Christian life i1n KEurope have brought
about the success of the English translation of the
Bible, which, they say, is even better than the Hebrew
original. How ‘ light,” how refreshing, how life-
giving, as Carlyle has pointed out, are the words:
““ Consider the lilies of the field, how they grow, they
toil not, neither do they spin: and yet I say unto
you, That even Solomon in all his glory was not
arrayed like one of these. Wherefore, if God so clothe

I8
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the grass of the field, which to-day is and to-morrow is
cast into the oven, shall He not much more clothe
you, O ye of little faith ? Therefore take no thought,
saying, What shall we eat ? or What shall we drink ?
or Wherewhital shall we be clothed ? But seek ye
first the kingdom of God, and his righteousness ; and
all these things shall be added unto you.” *‘ Blessed
are the pure in heart for they shall see God.” ‘‘ He
that believeth on me hath everlasting life.”> There is
nothing like the Bible in the whole West. It makes

a dead world alive as nothing else can. Beside it,
all else is the babble of children.

Whatsoever be the gifts to us of a beautiful Keats
or a muslical Swinburne, nothing can approach the
Divine Word mn its calm Power of giving life and
cutting the fetters of our bondage. Herbs may be
fragrant but the water of Zemzem that creates life,
1s all that really matters. There 1s none equal to
Christ or Buddha or Guru Nanak who by his mere
word fills us with life, enriches our soul rendered so
poor by fears of death and hunger, and cures by one
Glance of Grace the distress of this hopeless life.

For the twinkling of an eyelid, once in a while,
every man is poetic. But all mere earthly poets, like
so many other manifestations of beauty in man and
nature, stimulate our sense of joy and knowledge only
when we are * alive.”” The creations of (od, however
fascinating, are not life-giving ; God alone can impart
life. None but the Messiah can raise the dead.
Others are helpless, with all the skill in critical inter-
pretation of the created worlds.

When Shams Tabrez prayed for the resurrection of
a dead prince of Persia, and thrice failed to bring to

life the dead man, his cheeks glowed, his eyes flashed,
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and his forehead sparkled as it had never shone before,
and he said with authority, ‘“ Arise, my son! Not
in the name of Allah, but in my name, I bid thee rise.”
It was no more Shams Tabrez who spoke, it was God
Himself. Such are our Heaven-souled poets, while
others, mere poetasters are but word-painters, artists,
singers or dancers. They may have touched the
water of life and drunk of the Fountain, but they are
not themselves fountains. To us, the saving, the
hfe-giving Word of (od, the *‘ Logos * itself, is poetry.
Give me but the Bible, I have no need of yonder
trash.

There is a gorgeous palace of men and women,
almost a universe in itself, created by the dream of
Shakespeare. Juliet, the superb lover ; mad Ophelia ;
poor, smothered Desdemona ; wise Portia ; innocent,
divine Miranda; imperial Casar; matchless Cleo-
patra; the two ambitious Macbeths; even the
superhuman Prospero, what a flood of music, of word,
sound and sense flows through all these wondrous
creations.

I suffocate 1n this literature. Where, in this assem-
bly, is the Beloved, the Highest One, whose feet we may
touch as Mary Magdalene touched the feet of Jesus ?
How can the picture of life be complete without Him
in person standing in the centre ¥ The Bhaktas of
the East are fond of beholding the enactment of the
simple drama, *“ Go, woman ! sinnomore ;”’ * Father
forgive them, for they know not what they do.”
What use is any drama that serves merely to increase
the self-hypnotism whose pain is now growing un-
bearable. The blind intensity of Othello must be
made impossible, love must be clairvoyant. And
even if Desdemona was in love with another, how
can Infinite Love be confined to one dark piece of
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flesh | Shakespeare’s imagination could not go be-
yond the lower spirit-world from which ghosts come
to grave yards at night and fly away at the breaking
of the dawn. This great dramatist was not able to
pierce Reality beyond the surface-movements of an
ego fettered by its own desires.

Tragedy is a surface phenomenon, there is no hell
save that we create for ourselves. Life 1s an 1nfinite
Paradise! They who write tragedies are not yet
enlightened. The function of poetry is to help us win
our own paradise, but after reading Shakespeare, all
that survives 1s a mental hell in which we may pass
our days in unnecessary, artificial, yet terrible, agony.
To produce sadness in the human mind may be wise,
but it does not belong to the higher art of life which
imparts bliss and banishes all sorrow. Let me look
at the glory of Heaven, I am ashamed at the revela-
tions of my nature that Shakespeare makes. Open
the door, let me fly out, seeking God’s mercy.

Perhaps we of the East can never catch the tunes
of the Western poets, but viewed broadly, from our
stand-point, they are strange, very strange, inasmuch
as they strike us as the voices of mighty geniuses who
forget themselves, and find so much childish joy in
playing with coloured toys! It were better to go on
repeating the Bible, rather than keep wrting our
so-called poetry. Only when the songs of the Western
poets resemble the poetry of the Bible, are they in
any degree truly poetic.
Compared with Shakespeare, the genius of Dantel
i1s Dhydni. Unlike Shakespeare, there moves in the
centre of the spheres of light in his mind, the figure of
his Beloved Beatrice. Beatrice or God—what is in

» “ Dante, as a singer of love, is entirely an Eastern poet singing ot
Beatrice the Oriental '* woman." —Ths Ideals of the East, Okakura,
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a name ! Beatrice is the God-personality that Dante
worships. The whole universe with all its gods and
angels grows dark as the figure of Beatrice fades 1n
his eyes. We can understand this, but we fail to
realize the sanity of Shakespeare. Shakespeare gives
us -portraits of ourselves 1n different stages and poses
of * self,” our ‘' selves” of yesterday and of to-
morrow ; but we want the face of God to burn in our
breath so that we may be *‘ live ”’ and whole to-day.
We want to see 1n ourselves reflections of the faces of
angels. Of what meaning 1s the whole world, if it
be not kindled by the *‘ light of His face ? > We con-
sider Shakespeare as grand as The Mdy4 of this created
world. So far as we are concerned, his writings do
not take us nearer our goal! Shakespeare multiplies
our ignorance by all the knowledge he pours on us.
What can be gained by constantly seeing his plays ?
Once in a while, 1t may be a good training in worldly
wisdom, which, dealing with matter, is material, and
has no power to receive Higher inspiration. Shake-
speare represents to us the man of the earth, a thing
we see moving in its varied character all about us
and we hold that this knowledge of the Near 1s of
little use to the Soul that is already flapping its wings
to fly above all such things. In no instance does
Shakespeare come near to the spirit of Goethe’s Faust.

Burns is like the temple-minstrel passing along our
streets ; we come out to see him as he sings the
awakening song. Burns is a flame. We have a
direct companionship with him. He is light as the
zephyrs of the morn. His sound is HO! HO! O
O! the music of the soul. He is burning with the
spirit of poetry like a lamp, and is universal as light.
Every morning, while the people in the Eastern cities
are yet turning in their beds, a singer of Psalms passes
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through the streets, carolliné holy tunes to awaken
people to the glory of God and morning. Such is
Burns !

Tennyson devotes much time to seeing that his

verses rhyme well. I cannot endure him for his fault
of being faultless. He 1s a Wonder-Palace of English
hiterature, a great aristocrat and a great artist, but
nothing more. He has not the imperfections of the
real genuine hearer of the Word of God, that Word
that maddens one with its infinite sweetness.
Once a great Indian Musician was singing the Vedic
music faultlessly, iIn a choir of about fifty singers,
when suddenly he went out of tune and all who were
with him, and they were wafted into the higher
realms of soul. When they returned, I asked the
central figure what had happened ? Said he: * It
was our good fortune to-day to peep into the
Infinite, where the i1nsanity of perfect joy took hold
of us.”

Tennyson is artistic, melodious, philosophical, but
he has not the insanity that can break off from finite
measures in sheer joy. Ile has more of assimilation
than of self-Realization and on the whole he 1s tame,
finite and deliberate. He bears the burden of his art
upon his back. Such men, accustomed to fine clothes
and the palace atmosphere, have not had the
Dantesque baptism of the Fire of God. They are
typical intellectualists of our age, heavy, wrnkled,
and, on the whole, foolish, for they lose the prize of
living in simple intimacy with love, in the intricate
folds of the soulless drapery of a fine but empty
drawing-room.

We of the East admire the lark soaring up to the
sky rather than the miner delving for diamonds in
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the endless beds of the conglomerate. What 1s the
use of analysing human nature when we wish to
transcend it. Browning’s poetry is preoccupied with
human psychology, he has a clairvoyant omniscience.
The best service of man, however, 1s not to find
wisdom for him, but to discover the substance of joy,
and we can only do this by finding it in ourselves.
But who has found the gladness of his soul ? Brown-
ing strikes me as a great sculptor who delights 1n
making dumb clay speak for him. Shelleyv is the type
of our Bhakia! Men and things weigh upon him,
and his likes and dislikes are prophetic of what com-
pany he should have to keep himself well-balanced

In his own heaven of joy.

Wordsworth exhausted himself i1n the delight of
preaching the evident moral of beauty. He 15,
however, the true naturalist and, as the Japanese
would say, ‘“ The Reader of the book of green cover.”
He 1s more preacher than poet, and often redundant

and exasperating in his sermons.

Milton 1s sublime. The purity of his vision com-
mands a grand language and he is of the choir of
Heaven. He stands by himself like a mountain as a
great disciple-poet of Christianity. He has the peace
and patience of the Bible. Singing in his perfect
English, Milton stands in the light that beats upon the
Throne of Christ.

William Blake is the poet of our hearts. The
perfume of God 1s in him and he is a companion of the
soul. He has the spiritual vision with which Christ
endowed his apostles. William Blake 1s like the
celestial zephyr of the West. He is a true Christian ;
8 disciple-poet rich with vision and spiritual glow,
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He burns amidst a galaxy of Western spiritual
geniuses, with a brightness all his own.

Carlyle’s ringing prose-poetry pierces the soul, it

has in 1t the flutter of a bird wounded by an arrow
from the Unseen; the wounds of the eternal make
him ever awake to the verities of life and death.
At times he shares to some extent with that famous
Rajput Princess, the Divine Miran Bali, the passionate
devotion to, and deep concentration in God-person-
ality. On this account, he is warmer, intenser, truer
than EKmerson, though not so immense. The litera-
ture created by Carlyle i1s like the burning fire of
Heaven, glowing within itself, secure for all time,
from the surrounding darkness. As the blacksmith
plies his bellows, blows the blast in his furnace, makes
the charcoal burn and glow red and white, heats the
iron and shapes 1t on the anvil, so Carlyle 1s a black-
smith with manv arms, he blows the air, while he
turns his irons in the fire and at the same time beats
them into different shapes! There 1s sweating and
hard breathing! His countenance glows as the red
fire burning within is reflected on his face, and in-
cessantly he hammers with divine strokes on the
shapeless iron of the material world. None among
the Western poets has the sublime purposefulness of
Carlyle.

The fire of his soul makes our hearts glow brighter.
By contact with Carlyle, we believe, nay, we become,
what Mohammed would call Mwussulmans : we feel
God Is. He is the type of prophet distinct from the
so-called poets, jingling with their dull, slow-footed,
cold-hearted rhymes, trudging along like asses under
the beat of their cudgels, on the dusty roads of hfe.

In Les Myserables Victor Hugo succeeded better
C
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than Shakespeare or even Bunyan in expressing the
true spirit of Christianity and its saving grace. This
book seems to me a jewel of rare water cast up by the
churning of the ocean of modern European society.
The Bishop is the light of soul in the background that
saves Jean Valjean and gives to human life itself an
ympulse towards the Divine. Les Maiserables 1s a
deep religious study demonstrating how the Christian
spirit of religion can save man. Tolstoy i1s much
heavier to read than Victor Hugo, for the latter is a
poet, and has love as his theme, while in much of his
work Tolstoy 1s a weary philosopher, more or less
burdened with the welght of his own system of
thought, which i1s not familiar with the rich glow of
life of Self-Realization that comes through soul
contact with a good Bishop of D- , and 1s full
of the emptiness of the antiquated doctrines of
Renunciation and social service. Without the phe-
nomenon of conversion, as happened to Jean
Valjean, this 1s a worse weariness of flesh than the
previous life of sin and crime.

There is scarcely anything of the Holy Ghost
coming in and displacing the carnality of man, in the
productions of Tolstoy. Victor Hugo 1s more poetic,
more spiritual, more religious than Tolstoy, who
stands like a discipline-dried Hindu anchorite,
annoyed with his own body and 1its filth, yet seeking
salvation not i1n life, but in death.

Tolstoy did perceive the fragrance of faith iIn the
simple life of the Russian peasant, and led by 1it, he
attempted to interpret the Bible, but he was too
Intellectual to enter into the spirit of Christ. It is
my belief that Victor Hugo understood Christ much

better than Tolstoy. Tolstoy had something in him
of Luther who, however sincere, was too shallow to

understand the spirit of true Christianity., Tolstoy
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and Luther wasted their great genius in trving to
correct the errors of the grossly selfish society in which
they were born. Alas! many a precious life has been
spent and lost in this thankless business of reforming

the human beast, yet still one sickens at the sight of
soclety and 1ts carnal pursuits.

It was Goethe who first saw the loftiness of a truly
Kastern intuilion, and perceived the gleams that hide
in the heart of the seers of Simrin. He appreciated
the genus of the prophets and caught glimpses of the
world of souls beyond the black curtain of death.
He touched their gems and saw the beauty of their
rare waters; he was one of the best disciples of the
West. From him arose again in Europe, and after-
wards 1n America, the Devan of Hafiz and the Ashram
of Kanva Rishi. In true devotion to Truth, and
loftiness of i1magination, Goethe i1s a modern prophet.
His sympathy 1s so large and personal that he 1s a
child amongst children and a king amongst men.
The hiterature created by him is nearest in its efiect
to the Bible. It is the sermon of Renunciation in
Love, * Do not abandon what you give away.” Iis
Faust 1s deeply spiritual and is the most wonderful
study of the May4 of Creation, and of the triumph of
the ‘‘inner man” over the ‘ outer.” The Divine
man, unlike mere man, is always victorious in his
everlasting striving after God. Goethe has within

him some traits of the character and personality
known to us as Krishna.

Walt Whitman is a singular flower of America.

His ““ leaves of grass » are light as the songs of birds.
His largeness, his steady gaze on Reality, his unfailing
Joy of Self-Realization, his self-contradiction in the

unbalanced yet balanced insanity of the Infinite, 15
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very refreshing. His greatest charm hes in the fact
that he 1s neither a musician nor an artist: so he
enjovs to himself his conversations with God, like
Moses of old. Nothing is sufficient for him, so thirsty
is he for the Infinite. His 1mmensity breaks all
conventions, and in him we find the true wildness of
the poet. He had glimpses of cosmic consciousness,
and i<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>