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FOREWORD

The present publication, the result of a unique endeavour in
which an Indian classic is presented in three different languages. The
Muttollayiram, a work of the ancient Tamil literature is presented in
the following pages in its original Tamil, and in two renderings, in
Sanskrit and in English, all the three being in the verse form. This
endeavour has stemmed out of a decision taken at a meeting of the
Central Sanskrit Board of the Government of India which met under the
chairmanship of Dr. Shankar Dayal Sharma, the present President of
India, at Tirupati held qn 15 Sept., 1989. The meeting resolved that
selections from classics in Tamil and> Telugu be rendered into Sanskrit for
the edification of the Sanskrit reading »public and for [the better under-
standing and appreciation of these classics all over India. The work on
Tamil classics was entrusted to the Kuppuswami Sastri Research Institute,
Madras, at the instance of Dr. S.S. Janaki, former 'Director of the
Institute, while that on Telugu oclassics was entrusted to the Kendriya
Sanskrit Vidyapeetha, Tirupati.

From among the several Tamil classics, the Kuppuswami Sastrf
Research Institute selected three texts, they being the Muttolidyiram,
Puranawiru and Kuruntokai, under the said trapslation scheme. Shri

A. V. Subramanian, a versatile scholar, well versed in Sanskrit, Tamil
and Epglish, undertook to work on Mutrollayiram. And it is gratifying
that he himself has rendered the Tamil classic not only into Sanskrit
verses, but also into English verses. He has provided the renderings also
with an instructive Introduction wherein the nature and contents of
Muttollayiram on the background of the Sangam classics have been dis-
cussed in detail, A glossary of select terms occurring in the work has
also been provided. The Sanskrit rendering has had the benefit of refine-
ment at the hands of Pt. Srinivasacharya, Prof. A. V. Nagaraja Sarma,
Prof. N. R. Bhatt and Prof. R. Thangaswami. The Institute is extremely
thankful to Shri A. V. Subramanian for his rendering of the Tamil classic
and 1o the other scholars who have contributed to the refinement of the
rendering.

The Mutfoilayiram, couched in highly suggestive aad mellifiuous
verses forms ;exquisite poetry on the valour, phi_lamhropy and love
according to the morms of acient Tamil poetry. It is to be h?ped that
the present publication will eminently serve the purpose of p'la}cxng hefo're
students of literature some charateristic pieces of ancient Ta_uml poetry in
its griginal form and through the garb of Sanskrit and English.

February, 5, 1993 K. V. SARMA )
Madras, } Chairman, K. §. R. Institute
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INTRODUCTION

Introductory

Muttollayiram, the Tamil classic edited here, with translations
into Sanskrit and English, comprises of a collection of 108 choice verses
found quoted at different places in the anthology entitled Pura--tiratu,
All these verses form eulogies on the rulers: of the three ancient Tamil
kingdoms of Pandya, Cafa and Cera in Sounth India, suggestive of their
qualities of love, philanthropy and valpur and have a distinct charm of
their own. The translations represent an endeavour to introduce these
pieces of poetic beauty to non-Tamil speaking readers. While there is no
doubt about the literary excellence of these verses, neither their date of
composition nor the identity ofsthe pdet or the patrons eulogised is known
with any certainty. Nor have additional verses over and above the verses
dealt with here been discovered in spite of the last two gererations of assi-
duous research since this anthology was edited by Prof. L. Vaiyapuri Pillai
in 1938 and published by Madias University. The only finds have been
the identification of some of the sel™-same verses, sometimes with minor
textual differences, in later commentarial literature in Tamil.

Studies on Muttolldyiram verses have shown that they could pot
have been composed much later than the last works of what is known as
the ‘Sarigam’ age in Tamil literature. Sasigam represents, in Tamilology,
the ‘conclave’ of poets convoked by the Pandyas, the kings of Madurai in
South India, for the general encouragement of creative works in Tamil.
The conclave seems to have prospered for the astonishingly long period
of 500 years, from 300 B. C. to 200 A.D., these dates and the duration
itself being very much of an approximation. KEitu-t-tokai (Eight Antho-
ogies) of short poemd and Pattu-p-pitiu (Ten Long Poems) are the
typical products of the heyday of this epoch, at the end of which a series
of moralistic codes and a few love poems came to be compssed which are
collectively referred to as the Patinen-kil-kanakku (Eighteen Latey
Works). Tiruk/chgz,t is the most notable work among these. dintinai-
Aimpadu and Tipaimalai Niarraimpadu are two books of love poems of
this group.

Tt is releVant to mention here that the writings of the Sangam are
categorised into two types, Akam and Puram. Akam refers to the love
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motif and ‘akam poetry’ is governed by a set of special conventions; if
these are contravened in the case of 4 poem, the poem gets consigned to the
puram division, even if it deals with love. The ancient Tamil was fanati-
cal_]y particular about conformity to these conventions. Puram is a
loose term covering all non-love pieces and,%as stated above love pieces
too that do not conform to the conventions. War and patronage of arts
are the main topics covered by the term puram.,

Metre of Muttollayiram

The verses of Muttollzyiram are all composed in the venpi metre
which is found, used in the later works of the Sangam age. It might be
noted that Tamil had a distinct prosodial structure similar to the system
of syllabic matras as in the case of the Arya or the Giti metres in Sanskrit-
In Tamil the unit is called sir which can be represented by the word
‘foot” ; this unit regulates all the metres in use in Tamil. The carliest
metres were adiria-p-pa and kali-p-pa, with the shorter vajici-p-pa, which
were not subject to any regulations concerning the number of linss ; we
have verses of 3 lines and poems of 800 lines in the asirig-p-pa, The
vetpd, with which alone we are concered in this work, on the other hand,
is a quatrain.* Most of the metres which developed later are quatrains
too. The kural metre in which the well-known Tirukkural has been com-
posed has only two lines.

There are rules of assonance and alliteration binding Tamil verses.
To put them briefly, the first two syllables of each pair of lines should be

assonant. The first letter (at the start of a line) and the first letter after
the caesura should be alliterative.

The four lines of the verpa metre have a structure that can be
represented as below :
1st line - 4 feet

‘2nd line — 3 feet, caesura, one foot
3rd line — 4 feet

4th line — 3 feet

The assonance in the first two feet is carried to the last foot in the second
line. Because of the way the last foot of the second line gets chanted as a
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separate unit after the caesure, poets usually put a term of address there,
like **My handsome friend I’ or *O friend docked with gold ornaments !’
There is an alliteration in every line including the fourth, the first letter of
the first foot and the first letter of the 3rd foot being alliterative.

Date of the Work

The €act that all the verses of Muttolidyiram are composed in the
venpi metre and not in the asirig-p-p3 or the kali-p-pa is clearly indicative
of their period of composition being, later than that of the first two
libraries of the Sangam period, viz. the Etfu-t-tokai (the Eight Antho-
logies) and the Patfu-p-pitiu (Ten Long Poems) which contain no verse in
the venpi metre. However, the concepts and the method of their presen-
tation, indeed the very manner of th="post’s handling of the metre are all
so similar to the Sangam concepts and methods that they should be
regarded as products of a period coeval with the later Sangam era or of
that which immediately followed it.

There is another subtle device with which to detect the age of a
Tamil work. The Sangam Tamils had an almost mystic trust in the
efficacy of the character’s version, in its oveiwhelming superiority over
the poet’s version. This is easy te infer from the fact that all their erotic
composition is cast in the version of ome of the involved characters,
without exception. Now, a careful examination of the verses in this work
will reveal the striking fact that all the sixtyfive verses in it which deal
with the erotic sentiment are set in the version of a character and not one
is presented in the version of the poet. Indeed, it will be found that some
of the worldly verses in it also (like 23 and 60) are cast in the version of
a character. This striking peculiarity is a strong pointer, in the thinking
of the present writer, ¢o its early age, an age that cannot be much later
than that of works like the Aintinai-aimpadu (Fifty poems on love) which
constitute members of the Sangam library of the ‘Eighteen Later Works’.

Many of the concepts seen in the verses of this work appear to the
reader as extensions and variations of ideas expressed m the earlier
Sangam works. There is reference to the tips of elephants® tusks getting
blunted through battering the walls and gates of enemy forts in Purananiru;
this concept hag been worked up to yield a nicely rounded picture_ in verse
No. 11 of the Muitollayiram. Examples like this can be multiplied till
one can trace a puram or akam origin for most verses ©of this in the
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earliest Sangam works. This indebtedness indicates the later age of this
work, that is to say, an age later than that of ‘the Eight Anthologies’,
believed to be the earliest of the Sangam works. At the same time, their
expansion or projection is still kept within artistic bounds and not
allowed to run away as in the cases of Tamil works of the second
millerninm after Christ. Nothing is far-fetched, in this exquisite work,
thoagh there is considerable hyperbole as, for instance, in stanza 63.
If an illusive misreading of the moon as an enemy umbrella is presented,
as in stanza 91, the illusion is shown to exist, n®t in the mind of man
but in an elephant—which makes it I€ss incredible. This verse, incident-
ally, is one of the most beautifully crafted ones in the work where the last
foot constitutes the essential punchline with the most significant word
occurring at its‘\{gry end. A similar construction can be seen and enjoyed
in stanza 69 where, too, the most important word occurs at the very end
of (he fouth foot with the verb (of which it is the object) appearing at the
very start of the piece. The over-all point that is sought to be made in
this para is that while the debt owed to ‘the Eight Anthologies’ proves this
work to be posterior to them, the fact that the embroidery done on them
is not excessive but a natural step forward indicates that its date of com-
position cannot be very much later.

The date of this poem could bave been easily decided if any one
of the three kings had been named and clear identifying details provided,
But no, the poet uses only generic names while talking about them, names
like Maran and Vajuti for the Pandya king. Killi and Valavan for the
Cola and Kotai for the Csra. Some scholars, however, see a specific
reference in verse 87 in the Nalankilli to a Céja king who may have
lived in the 3rd cent. A. D. But there are difficulties in accepting this
reference as signifying this particular king; for one thing the Nalankilli
whom Sangam poets describe had Puhar as his capital while the Cola
capital frequently referred to in the Muttollayiram is Uraiyar, not Puhar.
The fact that Nalanakijli has been* panegyrised by Sangam poets like
Kavir-kilar is another obstacle in accepting this theory as the author of
the work under discussion must be posterior by a century or two to
Sangam poets. One also has to bear in mind the fact that the date of
Nalankilli is not determinable with any degree of certainty, the 3rd cent.
A.D. postulate being only a reasonable guess, at best. In the opinion of
the present writer the date of the composition is still a wids open question

which, perhaps, may never get answered to the satisfaction of all workers
in the field.
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‘The Author

While the date of many Tamil and indeed of many Indian works is
uncertain, their authorship is seldom in question, But the identity of the
author of Muttoliayiram is an authentic puzzle and there is little hope of
‘its ever getting solved. There is no meation of the author’s name in the
Purattiratiu; no commentator who refers to the work and in some cases
quotes frop it names the poet who composed it. There is not the remotest
‘hint about who he was or whers he lived, in any Tamil work available to
us. Some attempts are being nfade to fit in one of the poets who sang
about Nalankilli, whose songs have bten anthologised in the Puranandru,
.as the one who should have composed this work. These are worse than
building on sand; for even the Nalanki]li theory is seriotsly faulted and
there is not the slightest evidence that any one of his pamegyrists could
have composed this work.

An attempt has been made to ascribe the authorship of this work
to Nakkiradeva-nayapir whose compositions have been included in the
Saiva canon. This is extremely difficult to accept for several reasons.
To start with, the very logic used to establish the authorship is seriously
at fault as similarity of expressions is one of the planks in it. Nakkira-
devanayanir could have used some of the expressions in the Muttollayiram
in his works for the reason that he liked them; surely this does not
establish common authorship. If this argument is advanced, Andal, the
Vaispava lady saint, can also be postulated as the author of Muttollayiram
-as she has lifted a whole set of words from one of its stanzas; and she
was a whole lot nearer in age to this composition than the nzyanar. The
Saiva saint is so far different from the author of Muttollayiram in
temperament and poetical methods and style of expression (he uses a lot
of Sanskrit words while our mysterious, author, like all earlier writers,
adupts a naturally pure Tamil style) that the ascription of its authorship
to him seems to be more a confession of the helplessness of the world of
scholars in solving the problem than a serious attempt &t building up a
reasonable theory.

Extent of the Poem

The list_of uncertainties relating to this extraordinary work is not
yet fully covered for, even the signifiicance of its name and, as a correlated
problem, its length offer a serious difficulty. The title Muttoliayiram
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yields ths meaning, ““three times nine hundred”, making 2700 stanz‘as m;
all. This is one interpretation ; another interprets the part-word muth
to refer to the three crowned heads and the work is ome of a to.talz
length of 900 stanzas on all the three. While the first interpretatl.on
may well be true, the second is more satisfying as it cuis our lc?sses, with
only 108 stanzas of the work being available to us. There is a muc'h
better reason for preferring the second interpretation. The work is
recognised as an en-ceyyul (a variety of poetry where the aumber of
stanzas is limited to a particular figure and this Sigure is reflected in the
title) and grammar restricts the length of works of this kind to a thousand.
stanzas, Hence, we may lean towards the interpretation of the title that

delimits the length to 900 stanzas in all, composed on the three great kings
of Tamilakam.

Mutto]layiram : An appraisal

It is the high poetic quality of the verses that has preserved them
(in part, at least) through the long, dreary centuries of neglect and in-
difference. The first and a somewhat superficial merit of the unknown
poet is his extrene felicity in manipulating the venpZ metre which is quite-
the favourite choice of poets wanting to sing isolated verses. The musical
potential of the metre has been realised to the full by our poet who uses
the shortened fourth f. ot to telling advantage. An aspect of versification
in Tamil that tells a lot about the versifier’s command over the language
is the setting up of assonances at the start of every line (called erukai).
Our poet manages this with effortless case; his assonances are natural and
not contrived and are very pleasing to the ear. It must, of course, be
admitted that as he is dealing with kings, it is quite easy to come up with
adjectives and attributes which can rhyxhe; but then, almost every poem
of those days dealt with royalty and the connoisseur,of Tamil poetry will
confirm that the initial rhyming in the Muttolliyiram has been accom-
plished with distinction without apparent contrivance.

The next factor is the poetic diction that has been employed. The
Level uf language used in this work is clearly more ‘modern’ than that
found in ‘the Eight Anthologies’ and hence, simpler. Harsh-sounding
words have been scrupulously avoided, even in the verses dealing with the
martial valour of kings. As each stanza is a complete and self-contained
unit, the poet has to furnish the entire picture he has in mind within the
frame work of a venps. He accomplishes this successfully through very
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efficient use of words, without anywhere giving the impression of inartistic
compression. Verses like 7, 20 and 61 have a fairly complex concept Lo
ainfold but the poet has been able to present them within the limits of the
venpi metre, without making the reader realise the conscious effort of the
poet at packing a big picture within a limited space. A supreme artist
-whether at the trapeze or in the studio or at the desk is unhurried while
-engaged in the production of excellence ; it is only the amateur and the
novice who,sweat at the job, whose effort is very manifest.

One of the main processes by ahich a creative writer passes on his
own subjective experience to the reader is the production of suitable
images in the latter’s mental screen. The skill involved here is of a com-
plex nature requiring the efficient use of a well-stocked vecabulary, even
a sense of colour and line, a well-developed sense of proportion and a
feeling for detail. We should remember here that the scope offered for
such image production in a vesp? verse being strictly limited, the poet has
quite a small compass within which to exercise this complex skill.

The success achieved by the poet of Muttollayiram, despite these
inbuilt limitations, is quite conspicuous. Let us study verse No. 5.
“The vassals of the Pandya king are anxious that the sovereign monarch
should receive their tribute as otherwise they would incur <his wrath and
tun a terrible risk of total ruin. So, the moment they descry the top of
his white umbrella, they try to rush to his presence in their eagerness and
naturally cancel cut each other’s intentions. For the throng around the
Pandya becomes so impenetrable, most of the vassals are unable to go
close enough to be noticed by him. Dissatisfied and worried they cry out,
““{s this proper ? s this just that you do not enable us to approach you
that we may pay the tribute due to you?”. The whole picture which
would take a vast canvas to contain this crowd scene on the main street
is presented to us in the space of a verse of four lines with consummate
ease. The colour sheme is worth studying, too, with the garland of blue
flowers worn by the king contrasted with the snow-white ugbrella, not to
speak of the many-splendoured attire of the royal throng.

Similar is the painting presented through stanza No. 71. Here a
theme familiar to Sanskritists is adopted by a Tamil poet and is exploited
with distinction to produce a colourful canvas showing the women of
Uraiyiir looking with eager eyes on the Ctla monarch, the quick-moving
eyes being compared to fish caught in a net by fishermen. Apart from
such crowd scenes, the poet can present more individpalised pictures
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which are as captivating ; witness the ease with which he paints the Kaver
river (8C) with very fat fish trying to climb the banks and slipping down.
to the water on account of their fat bodies. We must remember that
everyone of these paintings, besides being lovely and deeply satisfying.
to the aesthetic instincts have a poetic purpose to fulfil; in this stanza,
the love-lorn gir!l is shown appealing to the stork to carry her message of
Lyve to the Codla king; how very appropriate is her reference to fat-
bellied fish in the Kaveri at Uraiyar which are bound to attragt the fish-
hungry bird to themselves like a magnet !

In stanza 107 is presented an action picture of an anxious mother
trying to perform a ritual to exorcise the devil whom she supposes to have
seized hold of har daughter. The sanctified ground, the sacrificial goat,
the blood-stained Place, the ritual of pouring water on the hapless girl are
all painted in with the fewest brush-stokes of a master painter. The
second line of the poem is very effectively composed asking a rhetorical
question, ““Can she bathe away my love-disease 7’

We cannot conclude this section without a reference to the gigantic
painting, where the whole universe is caught in a magaifiicent metaphor.
In verse 67 the Csla emperor’s white umbrella, the insignia of sovereignty
is presented as affording the cooling shade of a benign administration
to the whole worlds ; its top piece is provided by the moon itself and its
fabric, by the wide firmament. There is undoubtedly more than an
element of hyperbole in such pictures ; but thisis very much a feature of
ancient Indian poetry, perhaps of all ancient poetry ; and the unknown
Tamil poet cannot be faulted for this feature. Each age should be judged

in accord with the standards applicable to it and not with those of a
latter age. -

For the same reason, the stanzas presenting a olood-chilling picture:
of the lands vanquished, and ravaged by the panegyrised kings should be
accepted and evaluated in accord with the ethical standards of that age.
Stanzas 14, 15, 64, 65, 66, 92, 93, 94 and 96 all draw a gruesome picture
of the ravage inflicted on the vanquished land ; we of the present century
who rain bombs on non-combatants have no right to criticise the ethical
standards of that age; the poets obviously considered it a projection of
their patrons’ martial might to describe the ruthless despoliation of the
lands they had conquered. The poetic value of these stanzés is, however,
high, though they may rank below that of those depicting ths love motif.
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The ability to conjure up effective comparisons to underscore a
point or augment a sentiment is one of the most vital poetic devices in the
armoury of a creative artist. Rhetoricians may subdivide it into many
different figures of speech as Sanskritists have done but essentially there
should be an analogous element between the statement on hand the com-
parison brought up. Our poet has displayed conspicuos ability in
harnessing this potent device.

For instance, in stanza 22 the Pandya king's reputation for martial
valour is eulogized. The lesser kings all panic even when they see the
Pandya’s javelin in their dreams—such is his famed prowess in the field
of battle. This is like the panic caused to serpents by peals of thunder
from rain clouds in the sky. The suggestion is that just as these terrified
snakes bury themselves deep i in their anderground holes, so too the smaller
kings all hide in panic after their nightmare. There is also the hint thag
just like the thunder, the Pindya’s armoury is also regarded as an act of
God, not an equipment brought together by the hand of man.

If stanza 22 is on the king's war-making propensity, stanza 30
describes beautifully the effect of his personality on all the girls of his
capital city. The girls all love him but can contain their love for him
at normal times—like the lamp carried about in windy streets, kept
protected inside a pot. But when the Pandya comes out of his palace
on a state ride, they can no longer keep it locked up inside their breasts ;
it manifests itself, demanding the attention of all on lookers - like a
forest conflagration on the top of a hill. The analogy has to be cherished,
mulled over in the mind to yield its full potential for aesthetic delight.

The comparison furnished in stanza 45 is delightfully simple bug
has deeper implications. The girl’s mother guards her with an earnest
dedication like a hunter guarding a cage; only the heart has left the girl’s
body for the lover and hence the mother is guarding only the insentient
body; the hunter equally is unaware that he is guardin} only an empty
cage from which the bird has flown. The point of comparison is quite
simple and direct but the implication is terrible and, ong cannot help
feeling, is more than a little unfair to the mother. For the mother is
compared to the huater whose intention clearly is to slaughter the bird in
due time. This is clearly not true and the mother’s intentions are not
homicidal, she believes she has the best interests of the girl at heart
when she places all those restrictions on her. But truth is banal and
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aesthetically dull; it is not legal tender in creative literature. The girl in
her frenzied passion for her lover believes that the mother is a ruthless
killer and that is all that matters in poetry. We can also notice a note of
challenge, even of triumph in the girl’s analogy; the bird is now totally
free and the hunter can do nothing to hamstring it; so too the girl is
essentially free and out of the mother’s clutches as her heart has united
with her lover. It is these deeper intimations in poetry that account for

our continued preoccupation with such pieces long after the fifst flush of
delight at their surface appeal.

The analogy presented in stanza 50 is more involved and hence its
aptness is less obvious. The point of comparison is the eagerness with
which the oyster .awaits the wave that will restore it to its home in the
sea and the heart of the girl awaits the message {rom her royal lover. The
appropriateness which lends the analogy aesthetic artistry is that even as
the oyster belongs rightfully to the sea despite its (temporary) sally onto
the shore, the girl’s heart rightfully belongs to the lover with whom it
must reside for ever. Even if a little complex, the metaphor is beautifully

drawn and the assonances in the Tamil original add much to the' enjoy-
ment of the piece.

Among all the analogies conjured up by our nameless poet, the
best possibly is that set like a gem in verse No.78. Here the girl wails
pointing to the scandal that has spread everywhere about her conduct
relative to the Chola king and to her mother’s resultant chastisement of
her with a rod all the time. Shé¢ compares her plight to that of the toad
which is generally accused by the people of having eaten the kernel of a
coconut without breaking the hard shell. Tt is quite obvious that the toad
could not have gotto the sweet kernel without breaking or at least
cracking the shell which is too hard for it to tackle. . The toad, in other
words, is accused of a crime of which it is patently innocent. “But so
am I'!” wails the girl, “so have I not enjoyed union with the king. But
the calumny has spread and mother tortures me all the time!” It would
seem that if she had enjoyed intimacy with her royal lover, this scandal
will not pain her so. The analogy is most apt, it underscores the girl’s
mental state; incidentally it shows how the sophisticated poet is too canny
to be prejudiced by the commonly held beliefs of his time.

There are two comparisons offered at the very end of the work which
are very similar.~In 103, the Chera on a state ride is passing the girl’s house
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when, urged by her love for him, she walks upto the door to gaze on him ;
but, checked by her natural quality of bashfulness, she refrains from going
out but instead, closes the door. She now regrets shutting the door and
is contemplating to open it when her bashfulness again exercises res-
traint. Thus there is a conflict in her mind between two tendencies—to
go forth or to stay back. Her mental state is compared to thatof a
penurious man urged by his want to approach a rich man for help but
checked by, his feclings of delicacy and held back. The difference in sociay
and financial status between the girl, a citizen of the country and the king
of the realm lends greater aptne%s to"the analogy where the ! difference in
these fields between the suppliant and ‘the intended patron is the significant
feature.

In verse 104 there is apparenily no metaphor;®but the analogy
that is latent lends life to the whole piece. The girl complains that her
heart has gone out to meet the Chera; but, as she does not seem to
derive much pleasure from the situation, she concludes that it is even
now standing in the long corridor waiting for a chance to see the king.
In the meantime, as it is cold, and the heart has not furnished itself with
wraps, it uses its hands as a blanket to ward off the cold. There is cer-
tainly a vivid personification here but there is an analogy tQo involved as
the heart is compared to a suppliant, a secker of favours who meekly
awaits the king’s pleasure. The melancholy air of the piece beautifully
presents the girl’s mental state when her love continues unrequited.

These poetic devices handled adrpitly by our anonymous poet
enhance the aesthetic value of the poem. However, the claims of our
poet for immortality go deeper than this. For a poem is essentially a
medium for the transference of emotion and many of the poems of this
anthology will be found to be expert conveyers of genuine sentiment and
thus constitute excelleht poetry. A girl is in love with the king of the
realm and when it is announced that he is driving in state through the
streets of the capital town, the girl is overjoyed. She is altto gaze at him
and drink in his beauty, But her mother has other plans, she feels that
if the daughter in her love-lorn state is allowed to gaze at the king, there
would be a lot of slander in the town. So she imprisons her daughter
in a room and locks the door. As the time for the state draws near, the
girl in the room undergoes untold torments. Seeing her plight, her foster
mother runs to her natal mother and excitedly remonstrates with her
asking her to open the door so that the girl may not die of disappoint-
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ment. The authentic feelings of the foster mother are brought out in
poem No. 69 ; the very urgency of the remonstration squirts out of the

poem and the reader is enrolled as a participant in the emotional
situation.

Another girl in love with the king sickens with unrequital: the
mother concludes that the sickness is due to the wrath of a god and starts
active preparations to propitiate the angry god; these involve giving a
ritual bath to the girl. The girl remonstrates spiritedly, ‘‘My illness is on
account of my love for the king. Can it be washed away with a pail of
water?’ The poem (107) manages to convey the heartache of the girl
nicely blended with angry contempt for a meaningless ritual.

In a similar (but delicately different) way a girl shows her resent-
ment at her mother’s total lack of sympathy for her travails: she asks,
““Was my mother always old and critical like this? Was she born old,
without enthusiasm, without love? Or is it possible that she too was
young once and she too had felt these attachments?” Tt is psychologically
a most appropriate thing for a desperate girl to say about her carping
mother and it is said in poem 43 with all the permissible bitterness.

There, égain, are the poems like 27 and 28 where the distraught
girl beseeches the mounts of the lover-king asking them to walk close to
the window through which she would be gazing and walk with slow,
deliberate steps. There, again is the poem 101 where she asks in bitter
resentment, ““My mother shuts the door that I may not gaze at the king:
but my love is well-known to the neighbours and will she be able to close
their gossiping mouths ?”’

The poems addressed to the north wind (51, 86 and 87) are full of
an anguished weariness and can serve as good examples of the role of
poetry as a medium for the transference of erotion. They also serve as
indicators of tne Indian tradition that lovers in separation do not
tolerate cool winds. A recurrent motif is of bangles slipping through
the emaciated wrists of girls separated from their lovers; this too is in the
Indian tradition of love poetry and poets in all the Indian languages,
inclusive of Sanskrit, have made extensive use of it in their works. There
is considerable amount of oriental hyperbole involved as poets depict a
sudden emaciation on the girl hearing of the possibility of separation and
an equally sudden return back to the old plumpness on the lover giving up



INTRODUCTION XXiii

his plans to travel, resulting on both occasions in a loss of bangles, some
through slipping down and the others bursting on account of the instant
plumpness.

The reader cannot miss the constant reference to bashfulness; this
is a very important feminine quality and Indian authors, particularly the
Tamil place a lot of emphasis on it. In the Tamil literary tradition,
though love precedes marriage, this quality of shyness stands up like a
sentinel warding off the many ;young men trying to use the girl to satisfy
their own animal craving: indeed’ it dlmost kills the incipient Iove that
springs up between her and the suitdble youth whom she will marry
eventually. By slow stages love overcomes this watchdog quality and the
young people get married. Even after the wedding, somé part of this
tendency persists as witness to what happens when the girl'is reunited with
her husband after some months " of separation, in poem 54, one of the
most beautiful in all the collection.

A subtle literary device adopted with great dexterity by our poet is
to focus the beam of light, not on the main characters, Jbut on a trivial
thing, on purpose : somehow the point of the poem, the emotional appeal
comes out effectively, not in spite of this shifting of focus bat actually on
account of it. In one of the poems (25) the girl thanks the carpenter
who had drilled a trial hole through which she could gaze on the king and
draw sustenance; the depth of love of the girl, her despair on being
confined to a room and her wonderful sense of fulfilment on discovering
the hole all come out most artistically, helped by this device. In another
(97) the poet concentrates his and the readers’ attention on the vicissitudes
of the hinges on the city doors: the doors were constantly opened by
the eager daughters and closed by the censorious mothers the day the
king drove in state through the streets of the city; the poet draws the
poinled attention of the readers to the wear and tear on the hinges
of the front doors and somehow we get a vivid picture of the conflicting
interests of the girls in love and their angry mothers. The device secures
a certain delicacy and suggestiveness which enhance the artistic appeal
of the poem.

The poems on war are on the whole at a somewhat lower literary
level than those on love. This statement is true of all the Tamil works
from the Sanigam to the Ramayana of Kamban ; probably this is true in
the case of all the world’s literature. Yet there is a certaip charm in the
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poems describing the exploits of the Tamil kings in the field of battle
and how they are feared by other kings. Poems 3, 8, 11, 16, 17, 62, 66,
93 and 94 can be cited as good examples of these concepts, even though
many of them are cast in the traditional mould and excellent verses on
these self-same ideas can be cited from the earlier (Sangam) pieces.

It has been mentioned earlier how this poem should be placed at a
period immediately following the Sangam era. Sangam traditions, parti-
cularly in regard to love poetry are very distincg and the strictest confor~
mity to them was observed by the posts of the Etfuttokai (Eight Antholo-
gies). In the Pattuppagfu, (Ten Long Poems) which followed these works
in point of time, we do not find such strict conformity with these
traditions. The love poems in the Library of Patinewkilkanakku
(Eighteen Later Works), however, we find 2 greater degree; of conformity,
though, in point of time, they were distinétly later than the ‘Long Poems’.
The stanzas on love in this work do not observe the traditions relating to
love meticulously. The moods of love corresponding to the five kinds of
landscape are not to be found here. Perhaps the poet found it impossible
to observe these literary canons corresponding to land divisions when he
had to compose poems on the Chera living in a sea-shore town, and the
Chola in his riverine capital; clearly all the poems on the Chera cannot
be casy in neydal' nor can all the poems on Chola be sung in the marutam?
mode. The convention which prohibits the poet’s version in presenting
.the love motif has been observed more or less meticulously, except,
perhaps, in verse 97, Overall, the dilettante-reader will certainly find

the flavour of these stanzas ta be very much akin to that of Sangam
poetry.

Traditions of Saigam Poetry and Muttol]ayiram

Literary conventions matter a great deal to poets anywhere, at
any time. But Sangam poets had a tightly knit, all-embracing network
of conventions to guide as well as regulate them. And they have
conformed to a remarkable degree to these conventions. Even though

o

L. Neyda}- A division comprising poems set against the background of a
seashore village, describing love-in-separation,

2. Marutam - A division com

. . . N . < I
aru prising poems in a riverine town describing
lovers’ tiffs,
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the Muttollayiram does not follow quite a few of these, it may be
useful to study them as they have undoubtedly had a significant influence
over all the poetry composed in the centuries immediately following the
Sangam Age.

Sangam akam poetry set such a high value on the evocative role
of the natural backdrop that they associated a stage or mood of love
with each type of landscape; thus the mountain slopes and premarital
love are organically related; the desert walks are associated with long
and anguished parting; the grassy meadows and sea-shore villages are
associated with separation, but of lesser impact. The riverine plains
serve as the background for marital misunderstandings arising out of the
man straying from the narrow path of virtue. A littlg reflection will
convince the reader how natural and lagical these associations are.

We have referred to the misunderstanding between man and wife;
a basic tenet of Sangam conventions is that love is so strongly entrenched
in their hearts, they cannot part for ever but have to come together.
Neither one-sided love nor frustration arising from the death of one of
the parties can be delineated in akam poetry.

Another important convention observed with ruthless fidelity by
the love poets of the Sangam age is the total ban on the poets revealing
the names or other identifying details of the characters. The ban is so
total and has besn observed so faithfully that poems delineating love have
got consigned to the puram group solely for*the reason that the names or
the signs by which they can be recognised or identified have been
mentioned in them. The reason for this ban has not been stated but it
can be inferred by the intelligent critic. Names and identifying details
turn out to be particulacising factors which militate against the efforts
of the poet to universalise the sentiment; and this process of universa-
lisation is an essential precondition to the transference of egotion to the
reader—which is the sole objective of all creative art.

An important convention in akam poetry that was universally
observed relates to the question—who speaks, the poet himself or one of
the characters, On the surface, it may not appear to make much of a
difference as, imany case, even where a character speaks, the passage
is composed by the poet. But the question, who speaks or whose version
is presented is of vital importance; for the speaker’s mental «attitude very
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strongly influences the way a matter is presented. As literature is alb
about mental states and attitudes, the importance of this will become
apparent to the intelligent reader. Deeply emotional and wholly subjective
remarks can be made by a character that is involved in the situation and
these remarks will look natural, indeed inevitable in its version while they
will sound unnatural in a poet’s version. One example will suffice to
make the point clear. In quite a few of the piecesj the girl in love antici-
pates parental objection and speaks in despair of her love d-eams failing
to materialise and of her gradual emaciation #nd death. In accord with
the other convention referred to earlier, this cannot happen, the partners
in the love episode cannot die and the reader knows this. But a high
emotional impact is achieved by this statement of the girl and the ends of
poetry are met. . If the poet makes the statement, it must be true and the
gitl would die without the love being requited—which is an aesthetically
wrong messege to put across. There are many other advantages to be
secured out of a character’s version but an account of them is quite beyond
the scope of this Introduction. It will suffice if the reader is assured that
the aesthetic benefits of a character’s version are overwhelmingly great as
every reader of Sanskrit plays will undoubtedly acknowledge.

Mautto]layiram in Sanskrit

The first problem that had to be solved in the production of thig
work was the selection of the metre for the Sanskrit rendering. For the
size of the venpa, the most suitable metre appeared to be the vasantatilaka
on account of the comparable “size of the two metres. Hence it has been
chosen as the staple metre for the work. During the actual process of
transcomposition, the choice was justified, since one did not have to leave
out any ideas of the original or to resort to ‘packing’ the stanzas only for
considerations of metre; the length of the metre chosen was just right.
However, in accord with the established tradition that at the end of a
canto (or a section) a different metre (usually longer) has to be employed
a number of longer classical metres like the $ikhariwi, the mandakranta
and the $ardala vikridita have been used. Apart from securing conformity
with tradition, this introduces a pleasant variation which is welcome. It
must, however, be admitted that these longer metres called for more
material than was provided by the original pieces but the versification in
them has been managed by using a longer word to denote the same sense
especially in regard to the adjectives used to describe the king; no idea or



INTRODUCTION xxvil

concept, fot in the original has ever been brought in either to satisfy the
exigencies of metre or for any other reason.

1 believe firmly that when postry has to be transcomposed, it is
essential to transfer the sentiment in the original and that, to achieve this
purpose, whatever means adopted are justified. The mechanical insistence
on a true translation, while desirable in the case of scientific and legal
documenys, where the conveyance of facts is the only thing that matters,
has to be given up ie the case of poetry where the basic requirement
expected is the transference &t experience. Hence a process that can be
termed transcomposition should bé adopted as this emphasises the role
played by the agency which is more akin to that of a composer. Accordingly
1 have transcomposed the Tamil pieces, taking the greatest care to transfer
as much of the emotion—centred experience as could ‘be managed, where
languages like Tamil and Sanskrit belonging to two different families are
involved. While no additional matter has been added and no concept of
importance omitted, the empbasis throughout has been not to insist on
translating every word in the original with the most mechanical faithful-
ness but rather to let the reader savour the emotion;centred experience

which moved the Tamil poet to poetic expression.

The present transcomposition was casier from one point of view
than the one which involves versification in English, the reason being that
the poetic traditions of Tamil and Sanskrit are not very different. Their
similarity in many respects clearly owes to the fact that they are both
Indian languages serving a single homogeneous gociety. Where a typically
Joca) convention is involved and the beauty of the poem depends largely
on that, it has been adopted in the transcomposition with an explanatory
note in Sanskrit appended.  Sanskritist dilettantes, Tam sure, will discover
in a large number of sianzas an echo of well-loved old pieces found in the
many Sanskrit anthologies available; some may even appear to be a rehash
in Tamil of Sanskrit verse. But even these verses will be found to have a
sparkle that justifies their separate identity. However the several pieces
which strike a totally origmal tune, I am confident, will be welcomed
as contributions from the Tamil country to the treasurehouse of universal

muse.
—A. V. SUBRAMANIAN
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I. THE PANDYA

1. The Universal localised!

The world fenced in by the rolling sea

Would identify the source of things

The progenjtor of the sun and the moon

And all the stars of the teeming heavens

As the one who was born under the Adirai sign

As the onc who was born under the Adirai sign!
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2. Pearls scattered everywhere !

Strewn on the ground in the Pandya land
Where pearls of dazzling radiance

Hang festooned to his umbrella

Are the eggs of conchs and the punnai buds
And the shiny beads from the areca-pfllm
Projecting an illusion

of pfarls scattered everywhere

Ungarnered in the Pandya land!?

The eggs and the buds and the beads are round, and wh(ite, and bear a
certain semblance to pearls. The fact that they lie strewn about every-
where creates the illusion that the people of the Pipdya land are so
opulent that %¥hey do not gather these pearls lying on the ground.
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3. Lovers’ tiffs

The streets of Madurai, the Pandya city

Of high-rise mansions—how slipp’ry they get
And unsafe for all the passers-by

With the mire formed by the sandal paste
Laced with saffron, thrown by the girls

In moods of rage occasioned by

Short-lived tiffs with their youthful lovers.
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4. The gods do not tread ... !

The Pandya rules—with his shoulders jewelled,
And a lace of the whitest pearls on his chest
Under a comely broad white umbrella.

The Pandya monarch rules the world!

And the gods bedecked with gold and gems
Guard themselves from the transgressio;l

Of treading with their handsome feet

The 5Pa‘u,xc_[ya’s earth | 2
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2. There is a mythological belief that the gods do not tread ‘the earth, they

walk above it. The poet puts it down on account of their respect and even
fear for the Ling.
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5. The frenzy to pay!

When the chieftains and the vassal kings

Descry the moon-like umbrella®

Of the Pandya with the wreath of the lilies blue
Mounted on the royal pachyderm,

They converge shouting, ‘ Here we come,

O king of kings, with the tribute due!”

But finding the crowd near the clephant

Too dense to pierce, they stand transfixed
Lamenting at the edge of the throng,

“Is this just? Are you fair to us?”
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6. The enemy on the run!

When the Pandyan ‘war-drums thunder forth—
The drums of the Pandya with the javelin

Who rages fierce in the field of battle

The enemy kings flee their foriress

And crossing the hills where wild cows scatter—
Resentment burning in their royal breasts

Even like snakes at peals of thunder

They scout to the safety of mountain hide-outs.
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7. The golden-hooved horses

The enemy kings that are arrayed against

The Pandya with the myriad javelins

Shocked at the onslaught of his cavalry

And tripped by the sundered ropes on the necks

Of their elephant-mounts now roll on the field;

Aund the Papdyan horses during the course of the fray
Acquire a golden sheen

Like a touchstone on which gold has been tested,

On all their hooves where they had struck

’Gainst the crowns of gold in the fateful field

From® the heads of the kings thrown out of their mounts
By the fierce charge of the cavalry.
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8. A title deed for all the earth!

The elephant of the *Pandya king,

Using its tusk as the writing stile

And the fearsome chests of the enemy kings
Tough at battle, armed with javelins

As the parchment for a title deed

Writes the legend, ““All this earth—

This bounteous earth is our own possession !

L s wasaw | adwi faesida avewer aw qetnfe Fradifa
wIq: |
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9. The royal elephant and its fearsome tusks

1.

If we contemplate the tasks performed

By the brace of tusks of Pipdya's elephant—

The handsome mount of the king with the wreath—
One of them ploughs all the time

The chests of the ememy; and the other tusk

Is pressed into service to ram the doors

Of the fortresses of the foemen kings!

saafa nadala | 9 TaaRE FEr 9+ sata frfzsad
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10. The Kkiller tusker and the god of death

The pachyderm of the Pandya king

The king whose javelin throws out lustre
Looks a mountain and trumpets like
The rolling sea : in heat secretes

A generous must like raining cloud;

It runs faster than the wind.

It is so that even the god of death
Finds the need to borrow from

This pachyderm of the Pandya king!

1. Tgaft woeady | qdui gaed anref fagmisdt aw geafugra: o
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11. The bashful elephant

Bashful, hesitant, filled with shame

To show itself before its mate,

With the point of the tusk now badly broken
When ramming the fort of an enemy King.
The elephant of the Pandya monarch

Whose javelin spurts out flaraes of red

Hides the rump that is left of the tusk
With the entrails of the enemy king!

1 Fevgifag: A aar galy ada =& adisdfy Wy
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12. The fear of the jackals

In the awesome bz:ttle, those that happened

To come within the range of the Pandya’s sword
Fell with their javelins flashing bright,

Th.ir wrathful brows still locked in death-

The knitted, frowning, fearsome brows

That send tremors through the hearts of jackals,
Which, standing afar, make the battlefield
Resound with the notes of their plaintive howls.

. Fgargwagasiag gaq |
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13.% The plight of the widows of ememy Kkings

Seeing the wives of his slaughtered foes
Jump into their husbands’ funeral pyres
The Pandya covered his eyes with the hem
Of his upper cloth. His war elephants
Seeing the mates of pachyderms

Which had been killed in the day’s battle
[0 how many fell in that fateful field!]
Secing them lament, covered their eyes!
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14. This picture and that

In the vaulting mansions where in the earlier days
The triumphant kings, the Pandya’s foes

Had rejoiced, now perch the nightly owls

[After the foemen had turned a deaf ear

To the message of peace from the Papdyan kingl.
The owls now hoot forth lullabies

To «the infant ghouls that inhabit

The former halls of entertainment!
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15. The fate of the routed ememy’s lands

The land that fails to pay tribute

Held by usage as proper, as due

To the Piagdya king with a ferocious tusker

Whose movements are heralded by the beating of drums
Is forsaken by its herds of cattle,

Then by the women and then by the men,

The only denizens that at the end remain

Being infant ghouls !

My-3
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16. The victor vanquished !

In the battlefield where the day had beem won
The Pindya saw the foemen kings

Reclining on their «elephants’ sides

With puckered mouths, their lances raised

In careful aim at their foemen’s eyes,

Their own eyes now closed in death,

The Pindya whose banner floats at tl;e top
Of his flagstaff saw and stood transfixed —
The triumphant victor of the day’s battle

As _though routed by his foemen’s valour.
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17. Don’t fight but supplicate !

If the anger of the Pandya has to be quenched
The only way that the wise advise

Is for the wives of his enemy kings

Who roused his ire, to come to him

Putting their children in front of them —
Playful children at a helpless age —

And fall at his feet and beseech him

For the gift of the lands that once were theirs.
In no other wise can his ire be quenched,

In no other way can their lands be gained !

1. afcagedtaasmt sigads aafa: queyg gfa swa:
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18. God Muruga and the Pandya King

Do we not worship Muruga who mounts

The peacock that’s known never to turn back,
All the time with the kadamba blossom ?

In like manner do I laud

The Pindya monarch who wields a javelin
Which wins for him in the battlefields

Lasting victory over all his enemies —

1 pdhegyrise the Pandya king

With songs that blossom in the sweetest Tamil.
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Pindya worshipped by all his vassals

Did not Vijaya? find the blooms

He had placed on stately Kysna
All on the person of Siva who rides

The whitest bull with the shining eyes ?

In like manner can be found

The flowers worn by crowned heads

All at the feet of Maran who wears

A wreath of blooms that’s sought by the bees.

1.

g A gpefaafa facaaaq - sfr gsaasia 1 [fawa - ada:)

Vijaya is another name for Arjuna who was taught a lesson by Krspa who
demonstrated that He and Siva were the same principle by showing that the
flowers Vijaya placed on Krsna were all found on the person of Siva. In
the case of Maran (the Pipdya king), all the flowers which his vassals wore
on their heads fell at Maran®s fect when they bowed to him,
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20. The King as Tirumil incarnated

Where is that mole on your chest, O King ? -
The mole on the chest which could be seen
When you Kkilled the horse, when as a cowherd
You danced the pot-dance, when you embraced
The girl with the wreaths. Where is that now?
How did you cover that, King of the south,
Lord of well-watered Madurai city ?

How did you cover the mole on your chest?

I QIS AretERigneREaar oafy ety S

2. The three incidents referred to in lines 3 to
(Krsna, Vispu). In this poem, the
nation of Tirumal with onl
effectively®concealed.

5 pertain to Lord Tirumail
poet regards the P#ndya as an incar-
y the characteristic mole on the chest missing or
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21. Prosperity ubiquitous

In Papdya’s kingdom the earth abounds

In veins of gold; the sea around

Yields bounteous harvests of silver conchs
And of pearls. On his mountain slopes
Range herds of elephants. His capital town
Rings with Tamil that is thrice splendoured!
And, round the tip of the Pipdyan javelin
Cluster the chests of enemy kings!

Fq qreeger fasw: agrsdamt spafa: wsgea =fem wmasn
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Pandya, the scourge of enemy Kkings

The cobra with the jewelled head

Dreads the flashes of forked lightning

That cleave the skies:in mortal fear

The reptile hides from the fury of the heavens.
The kings of the earth likewise panic

If they encounter in their dreams

The angry javelin the Pindya wields,

The red-eyed warrior with shoulders toughened
By Yyears of barttle; the nightmare sends

Panic tremors through the hearts

Of ‘all the kings of this boundless earth!
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23. A day’s respite!

Kings now ranged against us, hearken !

Open wide your jortress gates

And deck your elephants, cha;"iots and horses—
Your horses that step in tune with music—
And let them scamper in gay abandon !

For today’rules the Uttirada

The birth-star of the Piandya, skilled in war;
And on this day he does not fight: ’
Open your gates and celebrate !
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24. Only aboat bangles!

Today I discovered the truth of the saying

That where others fail, one’s own Kkinsmen

Do proffer help. For my bangles of conch

That were sadly slicpping from my thinning wrist,
Hearing the conchs of the Pandya blow,

Rallied, stayed on round my wrist,

How strong, my friend, are kinship bends!?

L MW qgEn: Selag auAan ngaaai of gty ki
yqaify aeq NI faiafogrageata Har g ug wrfaaify,
geaey geargagfeacarfsf wa:

2. The conchs of the king blow heralding the start of his drivg in state through

the streets. The girl, enamoured of the king, now reassured that she can
sce him, grews instantly plump and the slipping bangles now stay on.
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25. Of the King and the Carpenter!

“Remain confined, a prisoner, here I"

My mother cried out and shut me in

A guarded room in a guarded house.

I cast about for anything

That would set me free, would let me see him;
And presto! found a trial hole

Abandoned for a better one,

Through which to drink his comeliness.

I was saved: but how shail I

Ever repay the debt I owe

To the carpenter that had drilled the hole??

1. ansggArsife wifag qgrafragr saegforgr & g2ar sagar-
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2. Thoughts of an enamoured girl pining to see the king.
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26. A Prayer to the Pachyderm!

Cow-elephant with feet like drums

Bars like shields, a pendant trunk

And a mouth that hangs! I beseech you'!
When you carry the Pandya Kking

Of reddish hue with a fragrant wreath,

When you enter the street 1 live in

I beg of you to walk beside

The window where I shall be standing rooted;
Cow-elephant, 1 beseech you'!

1. qsaUseaiad sfsdgsita avay sy
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27. The Elephant’s gait unladylike!

Cow-clephant! When Madurails Lord
Whose tip of the javelin is never without
Pieces of the flesh of enemy Kkings,

Rides in state, and you carry him,

You do not seem to have the wit

To walk with gentle steps; you scamper!
Cow-clephant ! your hustling gait

Is quite unseemly, it’s uniadylike !
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28. Not so fast, you royal charger

Warhorse of the Pandya king!

Fleetest-footed in the battlefield,

Can you not walk Wwith gentle steps

When he rides in state through the capital town ?
Can you not, with him atop,

(The warrior king with the javelin,

The master of hordes of frenzied elephants)

Walk with gentle, deliberate steps

When half concealed behind the door,

f can gaze with eyes of reverence

On $the broad expanse of his hero’s chest?
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29. Cloud of dust in the Pandya’s wake

The king has vanished, riding in state

On his famous horse : now what is left

Is the cloud of dust it has clouted up.

Shall T roll on or cover myself

With the dust of the strect His horse has raised ?
Shall 1 wear it as sacred ash,

Shall 1 mix it as unguent

And paint,my chest with the aid of petals?
For what is left is the dust of the street
Which the hooves of the horse my Pandya -rides
Have clouted up: only the filmy dust

Now lingers on: he has vanished!
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30. The lamp and the conflagration

Like lamps kept burning in earthen pots

The passion of the girls for the Pandya king

Is held under checky; they keep their secret!

But when he starts to ride in state

Their pent-up love now bursts into flame

Even like the forest conflagration

On the slope of a hill, of an evening,

When cherds of cattle come home from the pastures,
A spectacle that spurs the citizens’

Eyes. to goggle, tongues to wag.
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If the king offends ... ?

1 am guiltless : all that I did

Was to worship him when he, rode in state
Through the street 1 live in : but he forfeits
My comeliness, my feminine graces;

Now he is the king, the sole protector

Of Korkai ‘by the billowy sea.

If the king offends, to whom does the victim
Appeal for justice? Who protects

*Gainst the protector ?
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32. Bread and stones

If he is the king, ;the protector

Of all living things and me among them
Then, is all this fair, is all this just ?—
This Pindya famed as even-handed
Meting out uneven justice,

Discriminating among his subjects—
Bread to a few, stones to the others?
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33. Who can argne with the king of the realm?

The Pindya is the sovereign emperor

The monarch who rules over all this earth
Whose sway is total with nore to challenge

And I—poor I—am a humble subject,

And a girl to boot. If the king denies

Succour to me—the king who wears

The cool and moist wreath of blooms,

Who is there to counsel him,

To bandy words with the sovereign of the realm?
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34. It all proved an empty dream!

The Pandya king turned up one night
Moved by pity, in my dream

As if to caress add make me happy.
Half-awakened, 1 stroked his body

With my delicate fingers, red as the kantalh
I woke up with start omnly to find

None else but me in all that chamber

And my fingers caressing

The mattress on my bed!
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35. Thbe lilies must have done penance

Fragrant lilies blue as clouds

Should have been doing a hard penance

Standing all day in the water of the pool:
Surely thus have the blooms ‘acquired

Sufficient merit to carn the privilege

Of getting chosen to be wreathed in a garland
And worn. by the Pindya of the pointed lance
Who rides a charger fleet of foot—

Sufficient merit to be wreathed and worn

As a garland on his chest that’s sought by bees!
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2. O for a day with my royal lover!

Who is there to understand-

Who can help me requite my love?

For if there is, then I shall walk

With lifted chin before the eyes

Of my tormentors who keep me jailed

In my house, I shall go forth

To be with him for the space of a day

As his wedded wife—as the Piapdya queen,

The queen of Madurai where the waves from the river
“Caress the tops of high - rise mansions !
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37. Surrounded by things that come from his kingdom

On my wrists 1 wear baogles

Made of conchs from the Pandya sea

The wreath on my neck is of full-grown pearls
The yield of the oysters in the Pandya sea;
On my person the unguent

Anointed is the sandal paste

From the Podiya hills in the Pandya kingdom
What more do my shoulders need,

What is the lack they suffer from,

What is the want that’s unrequitted ?
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38. Bangles, dgain!

If T shake off my bashfulness

And stand and gaze upon the Pandya king
T shall have lost my feminine graces.

But if 1 restrain r;iy urge to gaze

The bangles may fall off from my wrists.

T am in a fix: I do not see

How 1 can drink in the person of the king
Whose wreath fulfils the thirst of the bees;
T do not see where I can find

The surcease of my anguish, the end of my sorrow,
I do not sec ..oueceu...
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39. This, my useless beauty !
My breasts are round and smooth and firm
Like the budding fruits of the stately palm
But in vain do they bear these attributes.
Of what avail are my breasts to me
When they cannot, in a tight embrace
Of the Pandya king who rides a tusker
Rob the p.erfumed unguent
From off his chest so broad and handsome—
Of what avail are they to me
Round though they are and smooth and firm?
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40. The Pandyan river, an embarassment to me !

If 1 spend time planging in

The cool waters of the Vaigai river—

The Vaigai of the Pandya with the fierce elephant,
If I splash about and take my time

People lash their slanderous tongues.

But if I disdain to take may bath

Still they talk, now alleging

Concealment : my bright-eyed friend,

The Vaigai of the Papdya has turned out to be
An embarassment, all round, to me!
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41. Let the auguries be auspicious!

She sits before a square of sand

Spread evenly: and muttering

‘““Let the ends of the circles drawn
Coincide betokening

My reunion with the Piandya Kking!”

She begins to draw on the even surface—
But half way through she gives it, up,
She stops «drawing on the square of sand—
For if the circles fail to form,

If the circles augur ill

For their happy reunion,

If they betoken a tragic end.........?
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42. Report to him my sleepless anguish!

“*Do mnot reveal my name to him!

Do not tell him where [ live,

Do not please communicate

Anything that relates to me!

Do not, my friend, describe to him

How my mother is treating me!

Just you tell him, the Lord of the Tamils
That there is a girl who cannot sleep,

Who tosses all the long night through,

In }¥er sleepless bed for the love of him!”
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Was my mother ever young?

- Dear, my friend with the shoulder ring
And shining eyes! Did not my wmother
Grow from girlhood, grow frow youth
Like everyone, to her hoary age?

For she forbids my looking at

The valorous Pandya with the javelin!

Was she young and eager once

And grew to be old—this, my mother.

Or was she born old and weary

Was she never young, this mother of mine?

I.

‘qves wafg m farga’ gfr wavar wigoswfg o @ aerEYaar-
[ ] e

qAEAN: ATAA FAT AT AT aigifeaq 931 oa sar-gfa faeafy

wifgepTaar |



46

Y,

44,

44,

AAGH IR
w3 A AW FeAT T

€At e gaaww fangaed

Wi g9t gaad: afoiiaEen o
qowdgAa awm @ fEdd

wmatie greaa agfaafaangs b ooy o

srad GQurgew @uy0CuGe ?
Qamgriury & Garumgsds Qsmiseswi_mi LT Der
QpLiry. apSETrd LTy g — Osryuasms
sl Gowrési- CQupiaCGey wreCGumi
Sowlkré smar gCerer.

When, O when, shall I pound perfumes ?

I am’ the prisoner of my carping mother!

When, oh when, shall 1 engage

In pounding perfumes with a jewelled pesile
Singing the while of the Pandya's flag

Of the Pandya’s chariot, of his head, of his wreath
Of the lace of pearls on the Pandya chest—

When shall 1 pound like all other girls

Perfumes with a pestie ringed with gold—

[, a prisoner of my wrathful mother 22

i.
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It was the custom then fore married women to engage themselves io
pouanding bath powders for theit husbands singing a special type of

song. Here, the song she would like to sing describes the king io

the sequence in which aspects of the king swarm into her kep, the
flag first afid then the chariot aod so on.
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bird has flown, the cage is empty!

My mother doesn’t reckon how my heart
Has fled the body, thirsting deeply

For upion with the Pandya king,

The lord of Madurai fringed by

Palm trees laden with nuts in clusters.
She mounts guard over my lifeless body
An cmpty tenement like the feckless hunter
Carefully guarding the cage where once
His hanting falcop had been kept

But now has fled,
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46, Is this justice? Is he fair?

It is but meet that the kings who thought
Lightly of the Papgdya as a mere stripling
Lost their kingdoms to the lord of tuskers.
But I—1I bowed to his jewelled chest

And T've lost my grace, I've lost my looks,
And the colour of skin that resembled

A tender shoot of the mango tree— ©

I bowed to him when he drove in state
And still I lost my all to him!
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47. How will my love get requited?

When I do sleep and dream of him

My eyes speak up, reveal my “heart
Mistaking this mere dream

As wakefulness, as reality!

In real life when the king drives by

My eyes look down in bashfulness.

How then, my friend, can [ win his grace,
How will my love get requited?
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He resides in my eyes!

Mothers with blooming flowers wreathed!
Even if it costs me my life, 1 shan’t

Take off my hands from over my eyes.

For the Pandya king the thief of my bangles
Came riding his tusker, sword upraised,

He did come, O mothers, last night

And enter my eyes; he is in there now!
And nothing can make me take my hands
Off my eyes with him inside!
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49. I lose even the dreamlamd tryst!

My eyes somehow did close for a moment

And the Pindya with the javelin caught hold of my hands.
I touk this all to be reality,

I got up jn a hurry—luckless 1—

Only to find that the dream had vanished

That 1 had lost even the dreamland tryst!
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eager heart lies await

The oyster climbs to the top of the mound
Aund deposits a lustrous pearl ;

It then waits for the wave on which

To ride back to the sea its happy home.
In like manner my eager heart

Lies await for a message from

The lord of Korkai.
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I lost my bangles, he forfeited them!

North wind! Go, remind the Ring,

He has an umbrella white as the moon

And a sceptre to rule by; cold wind! blow
Southwards to find him in the Potiyam region
Where food is cooked with sandal faggots;
Go and tell him that for the love of him

I lost my bangles: he forfeited them.
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52. My mind stands at the palace gate

My mind stands at the palace gate

Like a wounded doe at a shallow ford.
When the Lord of Madurai drovg in state
My mind followed but at the palace gate
Stood still, letting the comers enter

And those leaving, go out of the pa.ace,
Hiding at times to escape banter ;
Irresolute, it ‘stands at the gate !
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53, The northern wind, in anger blows
For the luckless one that cannot be
With the Pandya chief, the lord of the elephant
Enjoying a bliss-filled evening
The northern wind, in anger, biows;
And the girl now learns to fear the wind,
Even as a person ill for long
Dreads his birthday ?; to the lonely girl
How dreadful blows the northern wind!
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2. The Indian belief is that on and around a person’s birthday, unpleasant
things are apt to happen to him.
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54. When he comes, I stand tongue-tied !

When he was away to fight his foes
Executing feats of valour

How I longed to .ask of him

All the favours I dreamt about!

But when he's back, do I demand

(As one of the favours love expects)

A tight embrace with his jewelled chést?
No, I find now I cannot utter,

This bashfulness, twin-born with me

So tangles up my eager tongue!
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§5. The night indeed deserves our pity!

The night indeed deserves our pity!

For the girls who cannot embrace the king's
Handsome chest all painted over

With sandal paste and decked) with garlands
Wish for the dawn which ends the night,
While those that are locked in tight embrace
Long for the night to stay on for ever!
The night indeed deserves our pity!
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S6. Tear-drop pearls in the eyes of girls

Pearls whicli throw off beams of lustre

Are not produced by oysters only,

Are not confined to Korkai city.

They can be seen in the eyes of those

Who long for an embrace with the Pandya’s chest
Painted over with sandal paste —

The chest of the Pandya, Lord of Korkai

Whose javelin is blood-encrusted?.
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2, Pearls seen in the eyes of the girls would mean tear-drops.
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57. 1 was angry, I would not listen

I was angry, I would not listen

To his explanations long protracted.

Then he got angry and I in turn

Began to appease him, but to no avail,

For he continued t’ harbour du:igeon;

Thus was the long night dissipated

Without requital—TI could not get

The Pandya’s chest, painted, jewelled

With a wreath of flowers oozing with honey,
I could not embrace his hero’s chest

And the joyless night thus wore away.
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Il. THE CHOLA KING

58. Calls of peace and yells of war

Peasants that guardc the harvested grain

Climb at day - break to the top of the hay-stack
To send up their call to their fellow labourers ;
This morning call from peasant throafs

Swells to the timbre of battle shouts

Raised by the king’s men in the field of battle,
Seated on "the backs of killer tuskers

In Chola country.
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59.% Rainbows in the street!

The, fllowers culled out at even fall

By florists lie in such profusion

They lcok like a rainbow in the street
At the break of day in the lovely city,
The Urandai of the triumphant Chola.
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60. The Chola’s temporary indisposition

‘““ Wait, O kings! and pay your tribute
And do not mind a day’s delay!

For yesterday there was such a rush

Of kings bowing Iow at the Chola’s feet
The latter, scratched by the crowned heads
Are yet to heal: they still hurt him,

The Lord of Urandai, the well-watered city.
Wait, O kings, for his feet to heal!”

1. AU FIEIGUT IgqAATHEEIII I |



%1.

61.

eanfe: 63

TIRA oAy

R Aaafgeaisaae

g’ famg ERfeamg watey
STy dgawet gAda Qi
%T.a‘rfaaigﬁ gaifaasr sFfed 1 g9 0

suul dlargs sefig b

Suipagand UTdBSpSs wr hpdFTer  wetrewd

il pasgams Cors05605s Cariemp — valdse. gy
uriGariitg pramiuGurn GuearpGuw QuiGsTwmer
sTPerCarh Harafl saflpy,

61. The power-packed pachyderm

The elephant of our warrior Kking

Pounces on the door that bristled with spears
Of the foriress of his skilful foeman

And tearing it free of its hinges, the brute
Hoists the door from the tip of its tusk
When it rejoins the Chela army

Even like a ship with its sail atop

In the surging sea of the Chola fighters.
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sad plight of the royal tusker !

The Chola’s elephant siands without,

It is bashful, hesitant, it does not want

To let its mate observe the state

To which its toils have reduced it.

Its tusk had been broken in the fierce charge
On the enemy’s fortress —its toe-nails worn out
In tripping over the heads of enemy kings!
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63. The Chola’s elephant is on the march!

The Chola’s elephant is on the march!
The emperor’s mount, one massjve foot
On Kanchi city, raises another

And places that on cool Ujjain

Where water cascades down the channels
Then racing’fast, it places another

On distant Eezham — thus marches on
The triumphant tusker of the Chola King!
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64, When the Chola’s {elephant sallies forth

When the battle-elephant of fthe Chola king
Who wields the lustrous javelin

Sallies forth, the birds that live

On carrion like vultures, eagles

Keep company with their raucous cries
And jackals leap and frisk about

And ghouls keep up their devils’ dance —
When the Chola’s elephant sallies forth.?

1. The idea, of course, is that when the battle-clephant sallies forth there

is bound to be carnage and plenty of corpses will be strewn about offering
exciting prospects of easy food to these birds, animals and ghouls,
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65. In the field where the king had battled in the day

In the field of battle where the> youthful Sembian
Fought during the day, with the setting of the sun
Ghouls make lamps of the skulls of kings;

The brain is the fat and the intestines

Serve as ‘wicks. . And they spend the night

Moving the lamps from place to place
In the field where the king had battled in the day.
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66. In the Jands that have roused Sembian’s ire

In all the countries where Sembian’s name

Is not held up to rightful reverence,

The new-born babes placed on dry leaves

By the mothers who had fled are put to sleep
At dead of night by the lullaby

Orc_hestrated by the owls of the jungle.
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67. The umbrella of the triumphant Chola

The umbrella of the triumphax;t Chola

That spreads a shade over the boundless earth
(Bounded only by the oceans deep)

Has the firfnament as its canopy,

The Mandara,? its supporting rod,
And the disc of the moon, its central dome.

1 NEfuedsd wgud IT GFETAT AT )

2. The Mandarg is a mythological mountain.
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spiders lost their gossamer webs!

Brahmins were gifted cows and gold,

Poets received pachyderms

Large as the mountain Mandara.

While all these happened on Revati day

The birthday of the Chola who wields a spear,
Somet'hipg sad did occur too —

The 's\pid\ers of the city were rendered homeless !
The. spiders lost their gossamer webs !
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69. Open the door and let her live!

“Open the door! The consequence

Can be looked into in due time, later;

Open the door! For the girl rﬁay die

And the tongues of the town may lash us plenty
Over the death of the girl from a broken heart!
Open the door and let her gaze on

And drink with her eyes the comeliness

Of the wreathed chest of the lord of the Tamils!
Open the door and let her live !

1. wegifaesifasar: swaaxar @af@a@a gaafadafa )

2. These are the words of the foster-mother of the girl.
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70. Elephantcow ! this is unlady like!

Elephantcow ! you ewalk the streets

With the Chola King with the blue-bell wreath
Seated on your back and you do not feel
Hesitant, bashful; with brazen steps

You walk around! This is not the way

Of the ladies born in the Kauveri country
Where blue bells blossom after the manner

Of the eyes of girls!
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71. The Chola monarch drives in state!

When the Chola with the jave!i,n drives in state
Mounted on his horse, the eyes of girls
Standing at the windows present the picture

Of kayal® darting to and fro

Caught in the blue nets of the fisherfolk.

Pty arfqnd avedig gaf afe aFraIAiArIay, AgAAi
Yarfor neenafeqeaa: sawomaifa swafafy wa:
2, Kayal: a kind of fish.
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72. My eyes did gaze and our hearts did mingle

My eyes did gaze.and our hearts did mingle

But it is my shoulders that have been punished!
Mark this, my friend! In Uraiyur city

Where the streets are designed for royal state drives
Everything is out of joint.

There is no justice, no rectitude !
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73. The extortive rule of the Chola king

The lord of the country where the Cauvery flows
Has forfeited my heart, my shyness

All my graces, all my beauty. '

Handsome friend! Rulers collect

A sixth part of a citizen’s wealth,?

How come the Chola has taken all,

Not one one-sixth, but all I have?

1. I gesinda qEwfa | o g Sraafad sdwengTd ) vada yaifa

Tar: Afawn sfr fasafiy Fra7 wife

2. It has been laid down in the law of ancient India that kings are entitled
to collect not more than one-sixth of the income of a citizen as taxes.
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74. There is no check, there is no justice!

If he comes in my dream my eyes are closed
And if T meet the king in the waking state
My bashfulness averts my face.

My eyes and the quality of bashfulness

Keep me far from a requital.

Surely the king should be able to check
These grave offences! The rule of the Chola
Whose ships in the high seas cleave their way

Is faulted now — There is no justice!

1. @ aferamastr semifaifascad 7 d ssgraagaq | dmfs asar
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75. The excesses of the Chola king

When Ki][i? the king wearing a wreath of blooms ~—
Killi who showers gifts of elephants —

When Killi the long-armed drives inm state,

I shall proclaim in the hearingl of his men

His iniquitous act, his carrying away

The cloth I was wearing — [ shall proclaim

The way he rules, in the hearing of all,

I shall proclaim in the king’swaywide!

1. g arEgr A9fasd JEarn @w  9qd s )

2. Killi=Chola king.
The girl says this either to her own heart or to her closest friend. The
incident of the king carrying away her cloth should have happened in

ber dream,
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76. Wanted: an ordinance to ban the flute!

They all proclaim that Chenni® the prince

Is the lord absolute of all the earth,

If he be the lord, can he not ban

The cowherds playing on their bamboo flutes

At the end of the day, at evenfall?

If he be the lord, let him stop this, -

The playing on the flutes at the setting of the sun
By homing cowherds.

1. g g3 7% v Gadaamt Naet Jpod Fauh?r TFYT 3T -
FmFte wadtfr sfyans:
2. Chenni=Chola king
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Trouble again with slipping bangles!

They all confirm that Killi who wears

A wreath of blooms, who own; elephants

And drives in state to the beating of drums
Does rule this earth with rectitude;

My bangles finished with artistry

Which keep slipping from these wrists of mine
Will sure proclaim how the Chola rules,

Will sure confirm his rectitude !
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requital but the cbarge is levelled!

Mother spanks me with a cruel rod

The neighbours lash their deadly tongues;
1 am, indeed, in the same sad plight

(In respect of the® Chola king)

As the toad accused of devouring,
Without cracking the crusty shell

The inner kernel of the coconut.?

1. Fhwmgsfade ¥ sfw amr A aafucafe Naqd oaq gfa wa
@l% 1 aveg FAavavra: wugs: a91 gy oda Aagogfe faswagl
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2, When coconuts turn up with no meat inside, the old belief was thata
must have absorbed it from the outside without damaging the shell
covering it, The poet does not subscribe to this belief, considering that

toad

the toad is innocent of the felony.
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I am frustrated all the time!

During lovers’ tiffs I turned my back

On Valavan, the king that rulgs the earth.
When he came to me and embraced me

1 could not face him out of my bashfulness.
During sports of love, I was inebriate !

And this is how I’ve been denied

Everytime we are face to face

The joy of gazing at the Chola king

The ecstasy of drinking him in.

MU-—I1
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crane anointed love’s messenger!

.

Youthful crane with crimson legs!

If you are headed for Uraiyiir city

I besecech you with both my hands

In supplication on your legs.

When you reach your destination

Where on the Cauvery the fat fish climb
And slip and climb the river bank

In constant play, I beseech you

To see the king and report to him

The fell disease I suffer from,

On his account all the time —

Yo\uthful crane, will you do this for me?

1.
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81. Where hopes have proved liars

When I was young, a mere toddler,

My mother used to say ‘‘May,you marry

The lord of Kozhi?!” She did say this!

But now? How hopes are metamorphosed !

They are even like a mirage in the desert wastes
Teeming with chariots, with waves rolling by
Where animals driven by thirst approach

And get frustrated, disenchanted.

2.

83

a F1ed eai, Sraafaegefafy qadt Agear a7 agganfy geofy o
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Kozhi = The Chola country.



84 ATGHIATFY
ar. WA

gEEAinRaAsfag  qaean |

&gt waifa fAzanagsadead |
gEnmigafa daefaast @

gea: Sd@ed gawafa awdad: Loosl

82. gryb waEHD

oaEsrié Qendu @QPHBn GCevss
AuiRurer Guarir Qaallay — pa5OSTE@ES
SiGup Qsrerqypm Cumgwis Ossdrumis@emred
BiGuw OQwwhss QBGLY.

82. The mother and the daughter

I tried my all to keep my daoghter

From gazing at the king, the Sembian?.

When he drove in state with his dangling wreath
And his well-formed shoulders moving up and down
In tune with the steps of the horse he was riding
She didn’t listen, she went and gazed

And all her graces have forsaken her,

She has turned a deathly pale.

My words to her seem as rewarding

Ase efforts to light a wick in water!

1. 34 ArgEf: | a fediedm: sadisg e faww sf goamat W
2. Sembian, the Chola king.
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83. There was mo joy in the dreamland tryst!

Lissom maid! The youthful king,

The lord of the land where h;ney bees
Build their hives on the coconut palm,
Came in my dream, but luckless me!
Between us rose a lovers’ tiff

Which ruined all that nightly meeting.
There was no bliss in our coming together
There was no joy in our dreamland tryst!

g
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84. Like an aat in a burning  faggotr

I have lost my heart to the handsome-shouldered
Killi the king of the Chola land

But T am harried by two powerful forces
Pulling me in opposite ways :

My bashfulness that restrains me

And my womanly grace which shall forsake me
If, responding to this bashfulness

I d.ny myself my requital.

I'm even like an ant that finds itself

Puzzled, helpless in the middle of a faggot
That js lit and burning, at both its ends!

. Fezsmasyfe gaided gaarmr #1997 Ffegd sarengaar qet qed fega-
faftfasragentfa o=y )
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the eyes of kings real, seeing eyes?

My heart! When the Chola with a tiger on his flag
Seeks your company, do not give way

To bashfulness : you have the ’strength.

Talk to the lord of watered lands,

Taking care to point out

How my shoulders are emaciated

Taking care to question him,

‘Are the eyes of kings real, seeing eyes

Or are they made of insentient wood?’

1. gfery qggdleqmd ‘a7 ag e T ofeqd srevafed’ sfe agd
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86. Frosty north wind! Are you a ghoul?

Frosty north wind! Are you a ghoul?

Are only the girls your subject people

Whom you torment for taxes due?

Here am I, despondent, sore

At the king's failure to requit my love —

At the cruel neglect at the haands of the king
The lord of elephants and chariots

Pulled by horses of the fleetest feet

And north wind, you choose this precise moment
To torment me in lonely anguish?

1. wagigfasgwni fast wadife sfog: sfaqa:
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87. Frosty north wind! Do not blow!

Frosty north wind! Do not blow!

A beetle came in the night to me

From the land of the Chola with the fearsome javelin
1t came in the night, having ‘tarried long

Over the lotuses and the blue bells there.

Erosty north wind ! Do not ever

Enter this city as of old!

It is battlemented with everywhere

Guards on duty! Do not blow !

1. agsoamg AgF3 (AT AT Sfad gd wear WA FEAGA I 1

2. The girl mjght have seen a beetle and imagined it to be a messenger
sent by the Chola to convey his love. So, confident of tequital, she warns

the north wind not to enter her city.
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lll. THE CHERA KING

88. This is the panic that stalks the land

Seeing the blood-red ambal bloom

In the muddy ponds, the water birds

All panicked thinking the ponds were on fire
And gathered under their protective wings
All their fledgelings. This is the fear,

This is the panic that stalks the land

Of Kothai' who wields a fcarsome javelin.

1. Kothai — the Chera King. Ambal = Waterlily, The guggestion is that

apart from this misplaced fear on the part of some birds, there is no real
fear from any source for the people of the Chera country.
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89, Brimming bowls of fragrant toddy

In the city of Vanchi,? blossom-bowered,
Fighters hand to one another )

Brimming bowls of fragrant toddy

And they all drink after sprinkling drops

By custom bound, on the earth of the street,
Then herds of elephants churn the street —
And the city of Vanchi turns out to be

A city of mud, a city of mire!

1. F=igen agfgea gegqad )

2, Vanchi is in the Chera country.
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2. It was customary for vassals

Now,
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Gods Ppaint a bow in the firmament!

Harky you kings with elephant corps

Pay up the tribute you owe the Chera
And paint the picture of a full-drawn bow
On the lofty walls of your fortresses !
Look at the heavens; the gods on high
Paint a bow in the firmament

And secure now from the Chera wrath
They live forever, with none to fear®

sra=tfa wdrfa: ¢

rainbow in the sky.

to paint the symbol of their overlord
on their fortress walls to ensure his protection and warn off others.
the poet makes a Chera official proclaim to defaulters
them to put up the tribuje due to the overlord pofatiug out how the
heavenly herdes themselves have ensured their safety by paintiug a
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91. The elephant tries to grab the moon!

All day long the ferocious tusker

Of Kothai had raged in the battlefeld
Seizing hold of the umbrellas

Dazzling white with pear] pendants

Of enemy kings and dashing them

To smithereens in the battle ground.

Used to this practice the long day through,
When the orb of the moon now swims into view,
Round and white, the pachyderm

Deluded, shoots its eager trunk

Skywards up.

1. 3vgedt 977 wqfaaraed war afsagaa=s: &3 saradfe Tadara
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92. The plight of the jackals

Youthful jackals bite and pull
The jewelled hand of fallen princes
Who wear emerald at their necks,

When the clasp they wear at the shoulder, loosened
Falls on them and injures them,

The jackals, anguished, cry and howl

And fill the field with the noise of their wailing —
The field where the prince met the Chera

And worsted in batitle they were felled by his might,

I ITRALATIFAGNE gy |
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93, A dismal fate for the enemy’s lands!

In the lands of kings that angered him,

Angered the Chera, scourge of Ris foemen,
There is charred ruin everywhere

And thorny bushes grow a pace

And packs of jackals prowl around

And raging fires greet the eye

Wherever the eye is turned

In the lands of kings that angered him!

<
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94. Lands tilat roused the Chera ire

In the lands which provoked the lustrous lance

Of the lord of Musiri? with the wreath of blooms,
Where they roused the javelin,

Elephant grass now spreads its roots

Jungle gourd covers the earth,

And wild flowers bloom apace.

There is indeed no indication,

Now, in the jungle of once thriving cities,

Cities which throve ere they roused the ire

Of the Chera’s javelin.

gdafadgafs agaedtai gami gife svafy

2. Musiri is a city in the Chera country.
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95, The Chera is moon to the vassals’ stars!

The Chera sovereign, Kothai, bg; name,

Whose Kolli mountain scrapes the skies
Surrounded by his vassal kings

Is even like the moon amidst the twinkling stars.
And his own kingdom, the boundless earth

Is co-extensive with the firmament !

1. I 9 gF 1 FAR e quadsiferar: gfy JagEged
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96. A two-fold bouquet from the Chera javelin!

The Chera’s javelin had felled his foemen

And now it gave off a two-fold bouquet —
The scent of sandal paste smeared

And the stink of flesh; there was the side
Where bees and beciles had clustered round,
And then the side of ithe javelin

At which could be found jackals yapping!
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97. The plight of the city’s doors

Mothers shut and their daughters opened

The front-doors of houses in the capital town
Of Kothai who wears a wreath on his head
Who drives a chariot with the fleetest horses —
Daughters to gaze and mothers to stop them,
Without respite the long day through —

They were hard on the hinges on the day he drove by;
Every hinge of every front-door

Of every one of the city houses

Got worn away on the hectic day

He chose to drive through his capital town!
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98. 1Is it proper? Is this justice?

Lord of Mandai® with chest like a mountain
Whose rows of javelins force the foemen
To pay obeisance! [s it proper,

Is it just that you forfeit

The feminine graces of those in love

And thereby earn the sobriquet

Of an unjust king from their irate mothers?
Is it proper? Is this justice?

1 megunal gmerar Jxofad ager gfe qmar gy SR |
2 and is the Chera Kingdom?
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99, The loss and the gain for the city girls

Girls like me who saw the king

Drive in state through the capital city

Have merely lost their complexion.

But what we have gained — and isn’t that worth
A million times the loss sustained?

What we have gained is a charming pallor,

We who have seen the king drive by.

1. Yeedarrak afandgand  @dfo gafv evealddfe s=w agd
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100. The shade of trees on the water of a pond

Townsmen, save me from this direst peril!
Your nature so full of tender pity

Is even like a pond full with water

With trees around that cast a shade
Friendly, cool on the pond below!

My heart’s aflame, set on fire

By Kothai, the lord of the Chera Jand
Whose elephant revels in skirmishes !

My heart’s aflame, save me, townsmen!
?

1. FrEggeEg: AmfEEgara: feaf adafy, degesfe mdad 7))



Sgfea: 103
909, §R wafg @adt 7 g FFraawiy

gi¥ wufg @Adt @ 94 Fug

qeaifa wwREEr fg agewisean )
walsg ®i 9 F9fa 9 sIgE g

fr 37 Qgfeg arwmdlawsar! o 909 0

101. szoa oL &aard, i Cusbd ardsdr...?

sL_pplrs Garesews srarQsrimer of e
o ssr Lafldasu wedar — weri_&GGwd
guidpur Querter weuerGu Ga@sgerriiumi

Ty oL GGCLr  gmer.

101. Who will silence the slandering tongues?

That [ mayn’t gaze upon the Chera king
Whose forces are boundless like the sea
My mother shut the only door

Giving access to the street outside.

Surely, this is fruitless, of no avail!

For, she can close the front door shut
But can she close the mouths of those
That monger scandals ‘bout him and me?
She confines me, she closes the door

But can she closc these sland’ring mouths ?

1. “grar Fad enard a'sa‘rzrra J7ed T Aqe, T g Argfeen feaeel
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102. How did “they learn of this dream tryst?

The Chera, lord of fertile Mandai

Abounding in palms and the)spreading punnai
And the naka trees that flower apace

Came in my dream one scented night

And gently stroked my heaving breast.

That did happen; but how in the name

Of all that is wondrous did these friends of mine
Learn of this meeting, this dream tryst??

1. aneRa) feafafady s991 79 fagad: samdfy aad gesfa =7 )

2. Her friends obviously noticed the difference in her person and her attitude
and mood one morning - noticed how from her prevmus despondency
she had got t¢ be cheerful and full of hope and should have deduced that
she must have had a reunion with the Chera in her dream.
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103. Tensed is my heart in ceaseless conflict

Thirsting to gaze on Kothai who wears

A dangling garland and ornaments

Made of gold and set with diamonds

I made towards the door but my bashfulness
Forced me to close it : indeed I was

Even like the poor before the homes of the rich,
With my love for him that urged me on

And my bashfulness that held me back;

Pulled by my love and checked by my shyness,
Tensed is my heart in ceaseless conflict.

1. sifesan: gaasy feafh aviafa galtor gsrer =5
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104. My heart goes out to gaze on him

My heart went out to gaze on him

The Chera king with the lustrous javelin
With a dangling garland and ornaments
Made of gold and’set with diamonds

But it ftarries long: perhaps it’s standing
This frosty day with the hands for a shawl
In front of his door where many throng
Thirsting to meet him ; my heart’'s away

Quite a long time now, it does not return.?

1. gagafzaafy srfedtgzafafaatagsdg

2. Words of a love-lorn girl: Now, poor people put their hands crossed on

their chest to ward off the cold, in the absence of a ¢shawl, The girl
personifies her heart and feels it must be using its hands for a shawl to ward
off the cold before the Chera’s palace.
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105. Just let him come, the king of Vanchi!

“Let him approach, the lord of the west
Just let him come, the king of Vanchit”

Thus was she raging, noisy, véngefu].
Full of wrath before all her friends.

The king then happened to pass that way,
And presto! her anger, her nameless threats

Of moments ago had all been stilled

And silence reigned!
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106. Grievous is the charge, great is the clamour

Friend with the honeyed word! I find
Everywhere in all the streets

Unfriendly things being said of him,

Of Kothai the king of the Chera people.
They say “He is the thief that stole

My feminine graces, the cunning felon

That led my mind to rack and ruin!”’
Grievous is the charge, great the clamour
And many are those that denounce the king !

L. &TAIEAR: FREAEAL qa qgq guata qauawar ofg wa: )
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107. Can she bathe away my love sickness?

In a spot made fit for a ritual bath
She sprinkles drops of goatsbiood round
And taking the water that’s consecrated
She hopes to bathe my illness away!
It’s no use: can all these rites

Wash away my love disease —

My love disease that has found asylum
In the core of heart for the Chera king
Who has won the field against all his foemen ?
With ritual water can she bathe away
The love disease I nurse in my heart?

1. wragemcemaifafn: qamalsd sraemifafifa saafe adskag
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108. We have to utter, to speak out our mind!

Dear friend, with the handsome mark

On your comely forehead ! It's the way of the world
That even in the case of the Chera king,

The Lord of Mandai, fertile green

We have to spell out in the clearest terms

What bothers us, what we need from him ;

We have to utter, to speak out our mind —

Even in the case of the king of the realm,

To fulfill ourselves, — it’s the way of the world !

1.

Juyafantaarsfe wageat a qafg 1 gex @raear enfafaaaafy
w5 af® sraafaq 1 sals Asfeatafkl coo amfta: ety



Atirai

Banasura

Dramida
Gopi
Tlam
Kamsa

Kafici

Kaveratanaya

Killi
Kali
Kolli
Korkai

Kotai
Kidal

Kiidanma

Kudanadan

Madhura
Malayagiri

Manavattam

Mandapura

GLOSSARY

(also Tiruvitirai} A constellation in the sixth
lunar mansion,

A demon whose daughter Usa was married to
Aniruddha, grandson of Krsna.

Dravidadesa, Modern South India.
Cowherdess devotee of Lord Krsna.

Sri lanka, formerly known as Ceylod.
King of Mathuri, uncle of Lord Krspa.

A city (near modern Madras), capital of the
Pallava kingdom.

River Cauvery in South India said to be the
daughter of the ascetic Kavera.

A general appellation for Chola kings.
The city of Urandai.
A mountain in the Chera country.

A seaport on the south-east coast in the
Pindya kingdom.

A general appellation for Chera kings.
City of Madurai, capital of the Pandya kings.

A demon sent by Kamsa to kill Krsna by taking
the form of a horse.

The Chera king, lord of the western kingdom-
Capital city of the Pandyas (Madurai in Tamil)

The western ghats, being the mountain range
on the western boundary of the Pandya
kingdom.

The horse of the Pandya king.

Tamil : Mandai, a city in the Chera couniry.
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Mandara

Miran

Mayil drdi maindan

Musiri
Paiichavar
Patalam
Podiyil

Puhar

Piliyan
Saliyan
Sembian

Sengan negriyan

Senni
Sikhivahanastha
Srinitha

Terai

Ujjayini

Utijai
Urandai
Uttiratam

Vaigai

ATAHIATFH

A mythical mountain used as churaing rod in
the churning of the milky ocean by the gods
and the demon for nectar.

A general appellation for Pandya kings.
The peacock-riding god, Skanda.

A port in the Chera country.

The Papdava brothers.

The name of the Chola king’s palace.

The mountain Podiyam known as the Malaya
in Sanskrit.

A city in the Chola country on the eastern
seashore, now identified with a small town
Kavirippimpattinam.

A general appellation for Chera kings.
A general appellation for Pandya kings.
A general appellation for Chola kings.

Lord Visnu applied also to his incarnations
like Krsna.

A general appellation for Chola kings.
Karttikeya, who rides a peacock, Skanda.
Visnu, husband of $ri, goddess of presperity.

A Tamil word referring to an amphibian like
the frog.

A city in modern Madhya Pradesh also called
Avanti the capital of Vikramaditya.

The city of Ujjain.

The capital city of Chola kings.

The constellation uttiratam (Skt. Uttara-asadha)
[

A river flowing through the Pandya country in
the city of Madurai.



Vaiyai

Valavan
Valudi
Vinavan

Vanchipura

Vellegzan

Vijaya

MU—13

GLOSSARY 113
The river Vaigai which flows through the city
of Madurai.
A general appellation for Chola kings.
A general appellation for Pandya kings.
A general appellation for Chera kings.

The capital city of the Chera kings, the modern
Kodungalloor in Central Kerala.

White bull-riding Siva.

Arjuna, the middle of the five Pandava
brothers.
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