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Thesumtotal of lifeisgrief. Happinessexistsonly asan attribute of grief. Towak inthe
hot sunisthefact whilethechill and theflavor of water from arivulet onerelishesduring his
journey areitsattributesonly. At theend of thejourney wewould wisely reflect that, thewalk
inthe scorching sun was so arduousasto feel thewater intherivulet really cool and relishing.

Manisafraid of grief becauseitisextremely bitter. Eventhoughitisnot possibleto diminate
grief totally, hewishesto makeit at |east bearable. The early form of ethical laws (Dharma
Sasthras) must have emerged asaconsequence of this. Every section of human society hasits
own ethical laws. Generally speaking, all of them exhort segregation of virtue and viceand
adviseusto accept only virtue. Thelawsof ethicsadvise usto nurture honesty, mercy andlove
while shunning dishonesty, cruelty and hatred.

Theprudential views about right and wrong that the soci ety hasbeen eternaly following
aredready embedded in usasacultural aspect. Even without the absol ute knowledge of these
ethical laws, we know that we must not do certainthingswhileitisa soimperativethat wedo
certain other things. We have a so been ableto lessen, to acertainleve at least, theimpact of
someof theman- madegrief. But dimination of grief, if that isthedream of thelaw of ethics, il
remainsoutsdetheream of possibility!

The perception that " happiness and sorrow that wereap aretheresult of virtueand vice
that we sow" might betrue. But at which point doesvirtue and vice part ways, or rather do
they?Let usnotethat Ditii and Aditi* arenot only sisters, but co-wivestoo. If thedictum "don't
kill" - wasfollowed, then this country would have been dominated by viciouspeople. "Tell no
lies' - isalright but under what all circumstances? Upon microscopic analysismany surprises
surface! Thereare some most sacred lieswhich make any great truth lusterless. Remember
great Victor Hugowho called out to Sister Sam Plesis"" Sigter, let that untruth remainaong with
all your piousdeeds." It was Rantidevan® who spilled blood by butchering animalsin puranic
time

Loveisavirtue, butisadept in mideading anyoneinto tracksof vice. We have seen many
atimethat the seekersof truth aregeneraly weak inpractica life. Instances of damages caused
by thekind- hearted are colossal! Reason for thisisthat the dividing line between virtuesand
viceisultra-thin, making it most imposs blefor anyoneto distingui sh between thetwo.

Isit possiblefor thelawsof ethicsto eliminate at |east man made grief? Even the most
virtuousof thekings Sreeramawho scrupuloudly stuck to theright path (Dharma), abandoned
his pregnant and dependent wifein theforest in the name of the same Dharma. If even after
ages, thistragic story moves us, one canimaginethe mental traumasuffered by that king -a
loving hushand- asaresult of hisadherenceto Dharma. 'Rishis (saints) say that Thetruth of
dharmaliesconcealed in the dark cave of the human heart. Wasthe king erroneous? What
would have happened if ignoring the public scandal, Ramahad ruled theland d ong with Seetha?
A supposition about such an end to the story isworth theimagination. Under such circumstances
and in accordancewith theold saying 'asistheruler so theruled' the purity of husband-wife
relation as sanctified by society would have been vitiated and the paradise, that isthefamily
would have crumbled. Thus, evenin such asituation, theresult would have been only grief
multiplied.

Inshort, whatever wedo canresultingrief. That isinevitablea so. Thentheonly thing that
we can set asideisfear. Fear multipliesthe pain portended many-fold and imposestremendous
pressure. Theessenceof thelines, "valiant diesonly once; cowardsdiemany times' isnothing
else. Moreover, itisthisfear that confusesusat thelabyrinth of lifewith never ending doubts. It
congtrainsusto the status of aeunuch. In situationswherewhatever done may end up wrong,
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you must dowith firmnesswhat you think isright. Both right and wrong arefor us, the humans.
And never forget that sinisnothing but the sense of perceived sin.

If I havetodestroy sin, | haveto destroy theevil withinme. Isit possible?Inasmuch as
good and evil seemto beeternd truth likelight and shadow, they cannot but hel p exist together.
Therefore, they areinme, thelovefor good and theinfatuation for evil. It doesnot end up here.
Theuniverseand the God, the universal spirit, istheaggregation of "me". Whatever istherein
me hascomefromthistotality, theuniverse. | don't believethat virtue hasemerged from God
and evil fromdevil. Reasonisthat thereisonly 'One' and not "Two'. Therefore my God, while
being very merciful canaso beextremely crud. Evenif | attain realization of God by penance,
| cannot believethat it would destroy theevil in mein order to help destroy my grief.

What man should doisnot to try destroying grief, not to tameit even; but to conquer it.
Heretherdevanceof lawsof ethicsissignificant.

Sriramahad the capacity to outlivethe sorrow of abandoning Seethaand themore severe
pain of reunion and to ensure that the magnificent concept of good governance, RamaRagjya,
was carried down through ages, only because he succeeded in holding hiscrowned head high
abovegrief. Krishnawhen convinced that even hisown racewasnot worthy of survival triggered
theultimatenemesisdiscarding grief. Itisonly from suchamerciful Krishna, man canlearnthe
concept of "Duty, without attachment to fruits of action - NishkamaKarma'. Look at the
Father of our Nation who marched forward trampling onimmensegrief. When peopleof India
were butchering each other, hecalled out in avoice echoing ontheHimalayan valeys, "Don't
kill! Don'tkill!" Only such agreat soul could € evatethe people of awhole nation that suffered
degradation for decades, to astate of fearlessness. They all marched forward deriving support
from the scriptureswhich expounded Dharma. That isthe very purpose of thelawsof ethics,
neither destruction of grief nor making it tolerable, but keeping everyone abovegrief.

"If themind goesvoluntarily seeking grief

[l fatewill discard itsanger onitsown”

Morethan anything elsg, it isthefear about grief that troublesus. Have you not heard the
story of the screaming Bhadrakali, drunken with blood? She hasagroup of henchmen. Devi
has got the power to bless. But the only work that these henchmen can performisto scatter
smallpox and plague. Moreor lesssimilar isthe casewith grief (Devi) and thefear of grief
(henchmen). Whiletheredization of grief liftsman strong and greet, thefear of it just makeshim
miserable.

Wecanremovethisfear only withtheredizationthat grief isinevitable. Thiscanbeachieved
by continuoudy indulging in'karma; sudying contemporary livesof peopleasclosdy aspossble,
reading bookswritten by great menwho areloversof humanity and meditating onthe expanse
of theuniverse.

When | turn back to my lifewhichisnot very short, | seethisgreat wonder, my young
friend E. Narayanan, the author of the collection of beautiful poems"The Treasure of the
Sheppard” and who died young. We have spent hour'stogether sitting on the vast stretch of
sands of theriver 'Bharatha Puzha® against the back drop of the clamor of the not distant sea,
and gazing at thevast expanse of the ky. When hewassitting by my sidewith tear stained eyes
and burning heart; those heart beatswerefamiliar to me. There, along with one of our friend
whoisdtill dive, wehad engaged in seriousdiscuss onsand criticismsand ignorantly indulgedin
heated arguments on subjectswhichin noway weredirectly connected to our ownlives. The
purpose of thiswasonly to forget the existing adverse situations; in other wordsto keep away
thefear of grief. Looking back, asamanwho had outlived that terribletime, | can say for sure
that to agreat extent we succeeded in that attempt. Moreover, under similar circumstances|
repeet thefollowing linesof my friend,

"Thebud of intensegrief, hot tear drop, thegolden star,

Theonly oneinlifethat sparkle my sky;
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Your rayskissed awakemy eyelids

Whichwereshutindeepreverie"

That wasthe sparkle of asoul, which had evolved amost to therealization of grief asthe
eternd truth!

(Detailson thisessay are not available. As such the purpose for which thisessay was
written or thetime period it belongsto are not ascertainable. Thismust have been written
in the second half of hislife. Manuscript was available with Smt E. Janaki Amma, wife of
Edasseri)

Notes:

(1) Diti and Aditi, both were daughters of Daksh Pragjapati. Both of them were married to
Rishi Kashyapa, but wererivas. Aditi wasthe mother of Gods (Devamatha) while Diti
(thebound one), wasthe mother of Daityasor asuras (Demonsof Hell-Naraka)

2) Rantidevawasaking of the Bharatadynasty. The story goesthat Rantidevabeing of rigid
vowsand alwaysengaged in due performance of sacrifices, countlessanimalsdesirous
of goingto heaven, cameto himfor being sacrificed.

3) BharathaPuzha(Nila) isariver which joinsthe seaat Ponani, the town where Edasseri
lived. Thisbeautiful river hasingpired many of Edasseri'spoems.
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