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INTRODUCTION

Tamilnad is rich in her heritage of literary
and religious thought. Her genius for assimila-
tion of, and response to new influences has won
for her children a forward place on the Indian
scene. Though it belongs to the ¢ Southern
Country’ (Deccan or Dakshina from the Vindhya
Mountains to Kanya Kumari), it has always felt
that the Himalayas, the Ganges and the Vedas
are its Common heritage. What is known as
Kerala today originally formed part of Tamilnad
and was referred to as Cheranad or Malainad,
the term Malayalam being used to denote the
country and not, till recently the language.
Literary contributions of the early Chera poets
like Ilango the author of Silappadikaram, the
Alvar Kulasekara and the Saiva Saint Cheraman
Perumal are now considered as genuine Tamil
classics. A triangular territory between the seas
with the cape as the apex, Tamilnad has, through
two thousand years of her literary history been
contributing many characteristic elements to
our common Indian culture, the Tamils always
feeling that their cultural heritage was not
theirs only.

Tamilnad believed that it could- live in
friendship and unity and tolerance not only
with other parts of India, but with Ceylon, the
far-east and even Greece and Rome with whom
it once kept unceasing commerce. * The world
is my village, everyman my kinsmen ’, says an
ancient Tamil poet. ‘I believe in one God and
one family of Mankind’, proclaims a great
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Saiva poet-Seer. The Tamils were never slow
to take advantage of their contact with other
countries and cultures and assimilate the best
in them. In recent times their contact with the
West and particularly with England has enabled
them to imbibe the best from English literature
and produce Bharathi the poet-patriot who is
indeed a fine product of the blend of the cultures
of the East and the West. The Tamils are proud
that if they received, they also gave and that
what assimilation there has been through
centuries has been mutual and not one-sided.

II

In ancient times the Roman Women were
proud to adorn themselves with the pearls from
Tamilnad which fetched fabulous prices,
Sangam classics and accounts of travellers -tell
us of the finely shaped ships of the Yavanas,
(Greeks and Romans) which used to visit the
Tamil ports such as Puhar and Musiri, laden
with gold, taking away in exchange pearls and
pepper, scents and spice, cotton and silk fabrics.
Pliny an ancient Roman historian complained
that trade with India (Tamilnad) drained the
Roman empire of her wealth. According to one
stanza in Purananuru, bags of pepper made the
shore of the flourishing port of Musiri groan, as
it were, under their weight.

To the Yavanas there are about ten refer-
ences in the Sangam literature, Mullaippattu
referring to them as Mlechas. Though their
commercial interests were predominant, we
find them also serving as body-guards and
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palace-guards, to Tamil kings. The Yavana
trade declined about 200 A.D. and Prof. S. Vaiya-
puri Pillai, correctly observes that the Sangam
poets who refer to the Yavanas must have lived
between 100 A.D. and 250 A D.

The connection of Tamil India with the
countries of the East was of a more intimate
character than with those of the West. Not only
did the Tamils carry on a lucrative trade with
the islands of the East Indies, Polynesia, Malaya
and China, but they also contributed a great deal
to the culture of these countries. Influences from
the Tamil country particularly in regard to arts
and religious beliefs have reached Malaya,
Sumatra, Java, Bali, Cambodia and Siam.

The relations between Ceylon and Tamil
India have naturally of a far more intimate
character than with the rest of the world.
Though the Sinhalese and the Tamils of Ceylon
have each built a characteristic civilization, it
is a historical fact that they mingled at times in
inter marriage and that the two races together
have made the real history and composite
cultures of Ceylon. It is indeed a remarkable
synthesis.
~ + Buddhism seems to have come to Tamil India
from Ceylon at the beginning of the Christian
era. Silappathikaram, the famous Tamil epic
has recorded a tradition that Gajabahu the
Ceylonese king was present at the Chera Capital
at the time of the installation of the Kannaki
image by Senkuttuvan a great Chera king of
the Sangam period. Gajabahu the First ruled
from 171.—193. A. D. and Senkuttuvan who ruled,
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according to a Sangam poet, for fiftyfive years
has been assigned by Prof. Vaiyapuri to 170—226
A. D. Mahavamsa a pious Sinhalese narrative
with much historic truth and more edifying
legends gives us many details about the
relations, friendly and otherwise, between the
Tamil kingdoms and the ruling Sinhalese
family of Ceylon. As a result of such relations
Tamilian contribution to the culture of Ceylon,
notably in the realms of art, architecture and
literature, must have been of a profound nature.
Northern Ceylon still speaks the Tamil language,
and Tamil Saivism has gained a firm footing in
the Island, the temples of Siva rising side by
side with the Buddhist shrines.

In India itself we find the Tamil influence
full of the devotion of the tropic south mingling
with the cultural and spiritual influences of the
North evon during the.Sangam age. And yet
Tamil life has followed through the ages a
distinct pattern and evolved a distinctive type
of cultures. Great poets like Tiruvalluvar have
laid down ethical and cultural principles for
people to follow. The Tamilian has enriched
himself by following them as well as the
maxims of practical morality of Avvaiyar and
many others, He has also enriched his life by
evolving his own cults of Saivism and Vashna-
vism and his own emotional hymnology. He
has absorbed the best in Jaina and Buddhist
religious and even tried to absorb the Sufism of
Islam and the truth of Christianity in his
cutlure. He has erected great temples for the
culture of soul, mind and body. The grand temple
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at Tanjore was built by Rajaraja at the time of
the Norman Conquest to celebrate the victory of
his armies and the temples of Kanchi as well as
the monolithic shrines of Mamallapuram were
reared by Pallava genius before Rajaraja
appeared on the scene. Even before the Sangam
age, flourished the Chera, Chola and the Pandya
monarchies. The Cholas reached the pinnacle
of their power under Rajaraja and Rajendra
(985—1044.) Intense literary, religious and
architectural activities after the Sangam age
were the great achievements of the Pallava and
Chola periods of Tamil history. With the
decline and fall of the Chola Empire in the
thirteenth century, came the decline of Tamil
literary and cultural development also.

The way was prepared for the remarkable
achievements of the Pallavas and the Cholas by
Saiva Nayanamars and Vaishnava Alvars who
offered salvation to all and preached the gospel
of spiritual self-surrender and Divine grace.
Their devotional lyries inspired the Pallava and
Chola monarchs to build great temples and
inspired Kamban himself the greatest of Tamil
poets to compose his Ramayana. They are also
responsible for the conception and devlopment
of art, such as the superb dancing Siva, a unique
emblem of Cosmic activity. Even after the
decline of Tamil literature and after the fall of
Tamil Kingdoms, we find the high spiritual tra
dition of the old Tamil mystics preserved in the
songs of Kumaraguruparar, the Thayumanavar
and Ramalingaswamigal. The sublime intuitive
utterances of the Alvars and Nayanmars have
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profoundly influenced even Bharathi whose
coming is a epoch of the greatest importance to
modern Tamil literature as well as to our
national awakening.

The literature of the Tamils including their
devotional poetry is a mirror which refleots the
story of their civilisation and culture down
through the centuries. Generally speaking, the
Sangam classics and Tolkappiam (the oldest
grammar extant in Tamil) form our basic lite-
rature which furnished a mine of information
about the ancient history of the Tamil people.
Though they show clear traces of Sanskrit
influence, none can deny the fact that there are
in them indigenous elements of great historical
and literary importance. The whole course of
evolution of Tamil literature indeed bears testi
mony to the observation of Rabindranath Tagore
that ‘the transcendental thought of the Aryan,
by its marriage with the emotional and creative
art of the Dravidian, gave birth to an offspring

which was neither fully Aryan nor Dravidian,
but Hindu?

III

Most of the Sangam classics consisting of the
Ten Idylls (including Nedunalvadai and Mullaih-
pattu) and the Eight Anthologies called
Ettutogai including Purananuru, Kuruntogai and’
Kalitogai belong to the early centuries of the
Christian era. I agree with Prof. S. Vaiyapuri
Pillai that Tolkappiam should be given a date
posterior to the period of Sangam works. The
Sangam classics contain historical material
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about the contemporary political, social,
economic and religious life of the people and are
a sure guide to gain an insight into the thoughts
and feelings and aims and aspirations of the
Kings, Chieftains and common people who lived
in those times. They have excited the interest
and kindled curiosity of men and given keen
and lasting pleasure to the passionate few who
can no more neglect them, to use the language of
Arnold Bennett, than the bees can neglect flowers.

Sankam Tamil aims at economy of expres-
sion and pregnancy of thought. The magni-
ficent sweep of the long poems and the splendid
word-pictures of the short poems show the life
in Tamil India so accurately that their love of
the poets for the land of their birth is quite
apparent. There are minute descriptions of the
natural beauty of spots and of the dawn and the
evening and of the lasting and intimate contact
of the people with Nature.

There is a fundamental division in Tamil
poetry-the division of Aham and Puram probably
on the basis of psychological experience. Aham
means the ‘subjective’ as opposed to Puram
which means the ‘objective’ Briefly it may be
stated that love postry is Aham, and all the
other forms of poetry are included in Puram.

To the Sangam bards love and war were the
most absorbing subjects. To them as it is to
ourselves today love was the most complex
emotion with an enormous range. Love at first
sight was a well established phenomenon, the
lover experiencing a heightened vitality and find-
ing new significance and savour in life. This love
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we find described in Aham poetry with Nature as
the fitting sympethetic background. The poets
knew that falling in love was ‘non rational’,
reason and experience playing a part later. They
believe that love often chooses a right, reason and
experience reconciling subsequently thenon-
rational emotions and sentiments with the hard
facts of practical living. Like Robert Bridges
the ancient Tamil poets who sang of love seem
to be convinced that ‘love is a fire in whose
devouring flames all earthly ills are consumed’.

In Sangam poetry we find described the
whole range of emotions and sentiments implied
in the little word Love. The poets have des-
cribed ‘mothe-rlove and self-love father love
children’s love for their parents...brotherly love
and love of one’s home and country, love of
money and love of power’ besides the pre-
eminent love between man and woman. They
knew how to transmute personal love into love
of beauty and lovely things into love of beauty
in nature and life. It is this love of the Sangam
poetry we find transmuted into the BHAK THI o
the poetry of the Alvars and Nayanmars. ‘

In what is called Puram poetry, the study of
nature becomes mainly objective. We find in
Purananuru some of the best pieces in nature
poetry abounding in suggestive similes and
metaphors drawn from nature and life.

But in kalitohai(Koli odes), Kurunthohai and
other works of Aham poetry, we find much of
the sympathetic intrerpretation of Nature
through figures of speech and apostrophes made
by lovers to natural objects like the sea and the
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moon, the wind and the cloud. Aham poetry
describes the human passions of those who lived
and laboured in close contact with nature. In
the words of Mr. Thani Nayagam, ‘Many of
thest poems are landscapes in verse’.

After the age of the Sangam, Tamil litera-
ture seems to be marked by three phases of
renaissance. The twin epics of Silappadikaram
and Manimekalai belong to the post Sangam
phase, although Manimekalai is a much later
flowering thnn Silappadikaram. The incom-
parable Kural must have been a work of a slightly
later period than the Sangam classics. The
hymnists Appar and Gnana Sambandar appear-
ed in the Seventh century heralding the dawn of
what may be called the great Bhakthi Era in
Tamilnad. They and other hymnists like Tiru-
mular, Tirumalizhai Alvar of the eigth century
and Manicka Vachakar and Nammalvar of the
ninth revolutionised the realms of poetry and
introduced a new epoch of religion and art.
They have made religion the guiding principle
of Tamil life and art. In the wake of this new
life in Tamil literature, the famous Kamban
appeared at the end of the twelth century. After
Kamban there has been no creative period in
Tamil literature till we come to Bharathi in the
twentieth century.

v

Our Tamil renaissance in all its phases was
not an intrusion from outside filling & vacuum,
but distinctly indigenous in its inspiration, one
part deriving its nourishment from the soil of
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the past and the other receiving from outside
cheerfully and gracefully through the vast hos-
pitality of the Tamil mind and heart. The
renaissance for which Bharathi is responsible
has moden western elements, but is basically
conditioned by the Tamil tradition. The children
of the Bharathi renaissance are in a favourable
position to reassess the values of old Tamil
literature and to understand properly its mes-
sage to modern Tamilnad as well as to the rest
of India.

This booklet is a very humble dttempt to
give the render an insight into the Tamil herit-
age and the message of Tamil culture through
stray voices from Tamil Muse. The transla-
tions trying to give an English replica of the
originals have succeeded, I think, in capturing
some measure of their charm and spirit. If this
little book receivesa kindly welcome and can
win some lovers of literature to an appreciation
of Tamil I shall feel well repaid.

In this correction I should like to express
my deep indebtedness to the several translators
who, out of - pure love, have contributed
their mite. My hearty thanks are due to
Dr. V. Raghavan for his transliteration of Tamil
text into Devanagari script. It is indeed a bold
and original stroke worthy of a memorable
occasion. We Congratulate Kabeer Printing
Works on their prompt and excellent work.

P. Sm1.



SCHEME OF DEVANAGARI §
: TRANSLITERATION

pr

14y 1A

bp rr
) 1

I
i
| =
t
|
i
t

13

.Short o and e are in smaller typas
with a stroke underneath.




et 2eoTulssT  S(HELTL)
Iissresorullesr & b5 Huis
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TGRS o d S Bpersqub—HiG Sladgidr,
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F6r@pi @oors Sllh. (sssrquidssmyid)

Sr=aitae] faets

afirg
GRSy avg, PEa Tefaly,
gg7] Nfeliy SISY goRPi ST -] TTEH,
Frvegt afer anfys Aghg sege—; qormg
AL §IG aAg. (afts TwmgnraT)

'INVOCATION TO TAMIL MUSE
[Translated by R. S. Desikan]

Behold the sun rising in all his majesty be-
hind the eastern hills. Him men on earth wor-
ship. He chases away the darkness of the sea-
girt earth. Likewise, oh muse of unsurpassed
glory and splendour, you are born of the hills.
The wise and the learned burn incense at your

shrine, for you drive the darkness within.
(Thandt Alankaram)

4153—2
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&2l FHET
sTeT & WL wirer SS0IDL_ Eeng, sTeliajullf & @b
AT wenLw Sy & seflf Sar— QST Ilofl Gb
QuaTenf&Cas ghi@d stare_amrliuf ; Guuieor
ausTwar 385 FhGELr e g ? (sebr1q. ST

HIUER
F=geT aAtsalfetws - offes g9
Fened AP Ia Ity ; dRwwr
e AT a5 (ahs )

IN PRAISE OF LOVE AND TRUTH
[Translated by R.S.D.]

Oh Goddess of learning, oh mother of all life
on earth you have your abode in a tender bee-
encirled flower. Will you dwell in the untruth-
ful granite heart of your servant?

(Thandik Kappu)

@5 5lwiehr
alfl Benrls QuEphISLd SNBSS $6T ot
26w sHsLaer ! BhLregib, ¢ JEEar®
sppd 558, GHpb B4,
Sleruh Qgregr Serud st H,
g DS $% UsfldGb hpHpd Frer g,
S PALmEs Aplsdr aflanfGumd,
BT p P Ljevsuf BrLiLisdbr
Qausr PIGwr @ aflariidl @stbwrd * erarGai.
Qsrdarintu ey
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ga
fafifatatisgesy stfaggasa
sregeTpsge, fgatagd ‘Redg
g adryg, Hiq A,
gea AT g Oy,
F¥aS afsrap iy wres,
Hlwoeey fftas afgaly sy,

ALIE gHag Ay
Sefoig fresly g a1’ g9, (dagafoar )

TO THE SUN
[Translated by R. S.D.}

Like the nectar that is churned out of the
ocean, oh sun, you emerge out of the bosom of
the deep. We worship you the Ancient One.
Give us abundant wealth and the sweet company
of loving kith and kin. Make us turn away from
wrongful deeds. Bestow on us the unalloyed
joy and fortify us with a strength that may even
humble death. Let us be seated triumphantly
in the very centre of the assembled host of the
wise.

(Tholkappta Uras)

Sl(pwsHeT
QplQuwr® Ffossd
Qeliwrdard Cajaurfde,
Qurinur g 2_srerGup .
Qlnur g6d Carsdr BGLo. @grédsritu e_eny)
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faengs
Aoty Rifkefrgea
g Aatad,
g IGBH
AogE qugh. (dregptita IT)

TO THE GODDESS OF WEALTH
[Translated by R. S.D.]

May I be pure of heart and be linked to you,
oh Goddess of wealth, like the oil feeding the
burning wick.

(Tholkappia Urat)

ENaFal cHaIGIE T FLOTFFID
SedsT 6T 06T Hpy 6716 zarif 5

B> D P Febas @i,
ST 8T i Soth FupriiS

ST S & 60T 6T gith,
sueior st thGau g1, 2L thL] Q6irmul

aurarellsh AHarw Gy, (Qsrdsrindu 2 o)

AT AT THITH
o g ooy Iyl
Feal gaaa,
qAUIEs: EF'?Eg garaq
qAIAE BTG,
qOTHIE, ISEY AU
arafas o, (Do 32)
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NO MORE WRANGLING
Wrangle not, oh man, for Siva, the flaming

one that rides the majestic bull, and Vishnu, the
dark beautiful one that wears the wreath of basil
are like the rainbow of one mould but of diffe-
rent hue. ‘

( Tholkappia Urat)

FhsS SO : LUSFE sSfS6r
Alyaorinorudcs Syl Hsv ;
umrgen mulleh SlyFedr Hl2s
yeorwr geafwh sGUU; L2oray &d
Soflf gf Guefl, rw & eworiuSler,
SbLiSer & Sl B QuaT@grer, apdp upv,
aubLy e9AS G WSS, UTEIG FTili Bis 6,
Qoed Swisd wseflf Bed g aulpl,
By eflyraibp Boy GLoddT Fa bgsb
Qb gpas OFalsdwj evab 058 GLE Q)
@ Pwapd Qpguah 2 ey U LWl H B,
¢ AT Geor supGUF Dbt HiZamT iy’ eTewT,
2 &8 g Qoriflwe)d Qadeorer, Nsd &gubbG—
BiwTCF m onfid g Cprer Flong Sysr S,
earm sumy (aplev Aaraf Quwi, sred s A,
Yot gl Swest p Qe Qe L llees,
gt B2 w@wiSlsr HBsE0 Hs,
el esrji) SN spd af i@ QFaed wekTig oS H,
apredr W@ Apiidsr Qxdauen® Hlov Du,
2 Grrélenfl Bearausrdr Gpréd, Opy o 2 ullyr,
wrRsp o bFu b afh AN,
Qeaialyed smLdaasr C#idd, Ao Qg Hwr,
LeobQuir® e Hujtb pood Herf Siflematd @
Bedren Sipb uf Sr, el psd 55,
Bldr@er 1pig. & Heb Ilibio !—1Bledr Slalf
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QoL Quwir® Gured s aflZor maflsd wirsr

Berdiger gLdma Heollenads yger,

seflp serth UGSS QUBER Qs ShLsuff,

Qefl gy eursir afiptiysr sresfiw, Lo Gur b4,

auL_Bogss georeuaf] T SIQST Mt 51 rhred,

QAgv@ giy Qe pesfw soow, BOTUO

ureiTig.ed aflerS&led, Liesed &L § Slpev,

Gaunby g2aowirs s Crrarary erosnr@

reTCGEmeT pempapsrp S, (Aedrery,

wewfl Ypdg At wrg sr g Lur@

Licwiotd sZarwry urdl ufld s6d 1o

Dp&sGs poib Apmals o giafl o Hieius,

yenieafth 35 gidsd QL andr 5189,

amsrGgr’ Card g ausirseor Hirsr

Fasd e Il ds Swesr, (pser Awi b5,

BT6d STOWTS S ordev Glalessr @emL

SeQsust @y Sma B, srguiafl wenpLiLL,

BeirGlersSt wirog gub Lsirefl Q&rerermer,

AeoQrr® FAsmd Caubser,

ueErT® wpresflw ureamps QFrPiGeo,
QpGmdaurenL.)

TFAHY : TgRDIGLER
LTS arefar fords g
wrafae arwey fordys

AT AN Hgd, IAY §R
afex g afer, aro gorfysy,
Fradq AT g B A, g 9%
g faftrg ar, argy arg gy,
% gay Aefey Ay aify aws,
1% gt =1 A &9
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A+ g A afafeag s frrges LY,
gﬁq-at( Afsaay 3 o affy,

¢ goor ATFIAYL § goay’ g,
g Aifeag e HE® FETG,—
o a% afea Alq fersfyg 1w,
SRU ERS S HISTEH, HIF Faefx,
qqug gAEE Hgg I A,
Farop farys mefiaey ATgAS 3TTE,
Froy g Fafyaey e Aos wlissy,
gy forg Frgfasy deaatg Fresse,
Sfelr feraars sifas, sifeg sta,
a1 55 ghga afesg figatal,
FrafaTs seawy AfF, e dafe,
gevatg afkge A oy siRdap
geor are ey 1Y, fee aeg,
goot afvaRsy e I—Prg arfarg
g Afeeg fad afag arst
iz Faeg asas faeiirg g3s,
Hles P AT AT N MY,
Az a1 fageg i, go @wg,
ss=dq qoEls gfarey sty
3% Tg o ada, AT
arfigs; fazfass aesq Yeg ATH,
vy THATT MABTY LAFATY
gesiiey gRYY g, =1y,
uftr g g arq arg fifeng
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aeay shosarg My afiaenis Ar

gEeIadq ey ufigls fafgd,

g2y sregfam gatie 7y,

TG HIT A HY] B

o fd a1f e, e ST,

A HIHATT ATS JUHS

Tad(T Y, argfes Az,

T ATAY aldss e,

sty fafgey asge,

gy I araiifes. (rgrgars)

THE PALACE AND THE CAMP
[Translated by J. M. S.]

She presented the form of a picture as yet
unfinished, and without the final touches by the
painter. Her delicately built chamber-maids
with slender waists and complexion resembling
the tenderest mango leaves but sallowed, their
shoulders broad and smooth as the bamboo, and
of swelling lotus bosoms strapped tight, gently
massage the unadorned feet of the Queen in the
hope of bringing on sleep.

Nurses just turning grey, of cheerful but
ruddy faces, becoming anxious, crowd round the
sorely troubled queen and tell her tales which
would soothe her, ever assuring her, merely to
comfort her, that her dear Lord would be there
that very day. She is not comforted, but turns
her lock on the canopy above her. The moon
and the starry heaven are painted in the order
of the zodiac signs beginning with Aries on the
oiled canvas held up on legs of carved workman-
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ship with bulky round bases varnished with red-
lac. Her eyes are fixed on the bright star Urohini
(Alderbaran or a Taurus in the pleidaes) which
is never apart from her Lord, the Moon. She
bewails her lot that she has not such good
fortune as never to be apart from her husband.
Tears collect in her deep, dark eyes; She scat-
ters them with the tips of her tender fingers and
draws a deep sigh off and on. While the lady
lay thus disconsolate, one of the elderly ladies-
in-waiting approached the Goddess of Victory
Korravai (one form of Lakshmi) and prayed to
Her as follows :

“Good Mother! The king fighting against
the heroic warriors of his opponents, whose
achievements in actual battles consisted in the
cutting down of the trunks of war-elephants, is
wounded, and has just returned to camp to have
his wounds dressed. The cold north wind beats;
at every gust, the thick vertical flames of
the many lamps are beaten prone towards the
south. The general preceded by a lictor carry-
ing a javelin with a wreath of neem leaves on
top, leads the way introducing to him the
wounded warriors in order. The elephants and
horses forming his escort in full accoutrement
of war stand our in the miry, wet streets shaking
off the drops of the drizzling rain. He holds in
his left hand the upper cloth slipping down his
shoulder; and his right hand rests on the
shoulder of the stout-hearted warrior who
carried the king’s sword hangingfrom his shoul-
der. Greeting with a smile each of the wounded
warriors, he passes, his victorious umbrella
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decorated with garlands of pearls, protecting
him from the noisily beating rain. Thus moving
through his camp, the king does not retire to bed
even at dead of night with noise peculiarly its
own. Such happens to be the round of duties in
camp of this redoubtable warrior carrying as he
does his campaign against a combination of
enemies, and may his strenuous campaign come
to a victorious finish even to-day.”

(Nedunalvadat, from Pathuppattu, Nakkiranar.)

ursen puilcdd Alyserg b sSoryb
Qaup Bl ppdasupid

Gaurgy L Quicnid e Briiushr, Calgy @fF,
ApGh arps savri_tb Garsd, Ssib CpiLy,
GLEASTY. WPETOS, S b Seh Ay UPSH,
Biyay used AEliuyh Feiridig Qe aurer
aflyey auflé s&Adr LT, hRmSW]
Qe 2 18 Feogwi QB F Hflé Qaref B,
s Slemw aferdaEd b HQEr ptd wrile
Ap® pr gdr weefl Glips Hu pG Hrer,
Ay hSF DG QETIgT LLTIAF
Agf aured SlemFatafld@ SlanFalbSThiE,
GAd p gl Curids Sriusd QhiG B Ll
QU apsreary e @lp—
Qurup g Sler 5 g S Puyd, Quirdnur wr&Seir,
Qarep g, sreTaswf, Csredrp eurips S,
Cer HIBF eneuwsd GlausS Bw QarebBeoumil ! BHlsdr
G Fié sarard Qors g sréry Densiu—
wsHams auler Qui, N b g afiiE O Pajamr,
Quuitienu Lyés Qaip aumb Carppd S,
auell LjewT ff WT SN, aueT SeobT WeleT
ysig Qarij el eeor wrebr peah &b,
Swoenfl aflerdad STy, SebreprebT
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eT(fleof) aurdidus Fi Slom it Lisir aflfeir —

e 1 1h19sT 2_evy GLb, e_enguwim BHreNlsT,

UL th Ly @& & 2 enpwif 2,

1T B Biinf BensGwrT® sebruanL. Gum3 g,

TR S o1 P ertath LTl gelesr, Lieor ani b,

1Ng & sewrd w5 Cauplt—QBaipd Hil
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FROM MULLAI PATTU
[Translated by N. Raghunathan]
A REVERIE

A chamber for the king, a part, by common will

Enclosed, with parti-coloured curtains on up-
rights-held ;

Young girls with bracelets on their forearm-
and lovely hair

Waving on slender backs, hold in their tights
laced bodices

Stout-hilted gleaming daggers that make night
day;

With spouted can of ghee they move, laying
long wicks,

Relighting dying lamps in imaged maidens’
hands.

s midnight; the noise of the long-tongued

' shining bells

Has died down ; as in the pollen-laden breeze

Sway the small shrubs covered with waving

creepers

Of the *atiral in bloom, so move the king’s
guard,

Old uprightmen in white with tufts swaying
slightly,

Drowsy but in duty staunch. The simplemen

Who can but con the time lift up their hands in
praise

And tell the king, ‘“Lord, who farest forth to
quell

*A medicinal sheub Dalbergia Lanceoluria; the wild
white jasmine.
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Thy foes on the planet girt by the wave-tossed

sea,

Thus much of time is past by thy small hour-
glass.”

Jacketed Ionians with turned-up breeches

Bulging at the hip, where the cojled horse-whip’s
hid,

Stalwart and fierce and proud of mien have
made,

With tiger-chains and a screen slung round on
cord,

An inner apartment fair for the king’s bed

Glowing with crystal lamps. Tunicked bar-
barians dumb

Stand guard without, who speak with eyes and
face, not tongue.

The king gets no sleep ; he's eager to pounce on
foe. ;

He thinks of his butt-elephants with their fester-
ing wounds

From enemy javelin, unmindful of their mates <

Of his fighters who, having sheared thick ele-
phant trunks

That writhed like snakes, and secured goodly

victory
For their tvanji wreaths exuding honey, had
paid

The debt of red rice with their lives, of horses
standing,

Ears slumped, their grass untouched, sore stric-
ken,

tIn Tamil literary usage the counterpart of the
Laurel, with which conquerors were crowned.
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With enemy arrow fleshed in flank, past leathern
guard.

Resting one arm on his bed, the other joining

Its armlet to his crown, he remains long in
thought.

On the morrow, his strong hand closed on
weapons

*That seek the foe, he’ll win a mighty victory

For the wvanji wreath that vaunts his lasting
fame.

As thus resolved, he sinks to sleep, the camp
resounds

To the victorious drum, and the foe quakes
where he lies.

Note: These four lines are interpreted in very diffe-
rent ways by different commentators. The translator
offers his wish diffidence.

(Mullat Pattu Sung by Nappudhanar)

aumpdmad 55 geubd
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Bissr g g sTedr p b DewBuo ; “ASTAE@B
aurerih gkt Hiafl A, e G
&6b Quir(p g Db webevsd Cuif wir dHay
BF aniu@e_ib ot Grirsd, Shopudli
apenp anfiliiBe b’ eTeirs g HoGeur
&r_Aullet Cgafl Gaerd Sphasedlsr, wrl Hulldr
QuiGwireny alwid Fauth DG ;
HAPCwreny Dahged el gnd DG,

UpsTeoTe)
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anpH agaR
AIGH FX 3 ATATH, BT §
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R afvcagee ’ geug fazaty
wrefafiey dfegegam srgles, mehatiey
AR faaagy gsR;
fafan? geggs saferge o, (grrgE)

OUR CREED OF LIFE
[Translated by R. S. D.]

There is no land which is not our own, for
the whole earth is our kith and kin. None spin
our good or evil. Neither racking pain, nor
soothing balm springs from without. Death,
life’s shadow, dogs us from our very birth. We
delight not in life’s joy, nor wince under its
agony. We know that we are driven by fate
like a raft swept down a rain-fed, swollen moun-
tain torrent. Therefore we marvel not at the

great, still less do we scorn the low.
From
+ Pura nanooru
Kaniyan Poom kunran
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FG TEG
‘arug a% ATE, A § SNEIH
mgy enfeag P o Py anfar,
qrg g AAfaarg, THeEH farfraay;
=15 HUSHAY Yo HATH 5 AT
S Freare], HIFPH 3 G| TS
arrayE Sifaeg arelya HIHRT
AAIL qAHY, AT TFH X (ATg®)

THE SECRET OF YOUTH
[Translated by R. S. D.]

Lend me your ear, oh my man, to the rea-

son’s plea ; virtuous and noble is my wife. Wise
are my children ; dutiful are my loyal stewards.
Just is the sway of my ruler who does no wrong;
and the hamlet where I dwell abounds in heroic
men who are no passion’s slaves. Therefore
my hair has not grown grey though far sunk in
the vale of years.

(From Pura nanooru Pistranthiyar)
41533
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Ap P& pporeir LpH), ¢ Bedr wads
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framy
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gfe g difga 8 a8 9IS,
AT Tt 5593
AT AIGY, NFFHGAr 1 (gTrz)

THE HEROIC MOTHER
[Translated by R. S. D]

Leaning against the well-shaped pillar of

my humble cottage, you ask me, oh my maid,
whither my son has gone? Out of my womb,
he has sprung like a tiger that has leapt from its
lair. To the ringing, battle-field you repair; for
verily it is his beloved haunt.

(Pura nanooru Kavav Pendir)
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@pmsomn Gsrub
eyl Le UG S LeGrir(® et g
2 L1 QupEs G sbasf Shulgpd, Den_ti &
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Qpiluem 3ligAsd Qi o Fif & gib,
wLwEGDH WwEESr BBorfEGL
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FIqd FoAAL
q¥cqq q% aSgd GBIUg IH
I&q Tesy oAy i, §8TSEH
FIFT AS+g, Frs & =Afg,
§2gH, TIgeH ieagH, JIGH,
A aifsfirs Hawe fafess,
HIOFHT AFHS oD IFDT
qu® HI FFS— AT AGT A1S. (TTR)

CHARM OF CHILDHOOD
[Translated by R. S. D.]

Behold how the children toddle on stretching

their tender, eager hands. They dip them into
the dish of food dripping with ghee. How
greedily do they eat it, and fling it on the
floor! They toy and dally with it and cover their
limbs all over with all its scattered crumbs. Oh
how their glee inebriates our soul! Of what avail
are all the riches of the world, if one is not
blessed with them.

(Pura nanooru Pandiyan Arivudai)
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D2rCuri @Lri ; uearCuiry Qariluury ;
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U swT 667 @Lredr 5 urgefl Slewflwmsr ;
T CHrerp HHLoufs sl.bS
susuBated Fird Hat wrlifb$ 176760 D
apev@oujih LS HCwir, QebZouyi priiGr ?
U sreyr o)

HIEIREY
TN FSTY, A T 5
ey wEkas] iew argh,
arorey, gieTe]  arfsfer arforansg
AT AT AEAF HTG
AP TR ATAET ﬁl?@
gedgH il seday «ire ! (qeTTg®)

A DIRGE
[Translated by R. S. D.]

Neither the heroic youth nor the tender

yound maids of Ollai land deck themselves with
flowers. The wandering bards, both men and
women, cull them not with the bent tips of their
well-strung harps. For their ruler cathan a bold
warrior worthy of the steel, is dead. Why
unprofitably bloom, you flowers, now that he is
gone !

(Purananoory Kirathanar)
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HGH S
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LOVE LYRICS
[Translated by R. S. D.}
@

Vaster than the earth, loftier than the skies,
deeper than the seas is my love of the lord of
the honey-flowing kurinji-clad hills.

(Kurun Thokai Devaakulatiar)
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[Translated by R. S. D.]

Your mother and father were no kith and
kin before their eyes met ; nor were mine. We
too sing the self-same tune of love; yet our
hearts have become one like the rain-drops lost
in the rich red-soil of the earth.

(Kurun Thokai Sembulappati neerar)
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ShisTsd, Bib &dr BIEGLD HphiE SeorwGer I

(5630 gTans)
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THE SANDAL, THE PEARL AND:-THE HARP
[Translated by R. S. D.]
Oh holy men of three-fold pilgrim staff, have

you seen a young maid and her lover whose
secret union is now noised abroad?
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We went past them wandering across the
burning sands of this desolate region, but uttered
not one word of reproach; for they are really
treading the path of virtue. Are you the mother
of the charming, well-adorned modest maid who
follows his steps in the sweltering heat and
fierce glare of the sun? Oh listen :—

*Does the hill that cradles and rears the
sandal tree inhale its fragrance ? Does the deep
drink in the beauty of its own precious pearls?
Does the seven-stringed lyre enjoy the music
that sleeps and dreams in it?

The sweet fragrance of the sandal is for the
one that smells it. The charming beauty of the
pearl is for the one that wears it. The ravishing
melody of the lyre is for the one that wakes it.
Likewise, your daughter is designed for her
lover, Oh mother, grieve not.’

{(The poet describes the saffron-robed holy
men who are wont to wander across the burning
sands of the desert. They carry their three-
forked pilgrim staff, their bowls hanging from
the hook and parasol which shields them against
the grilling heat of the sun.)

(From Kalithokai, Kamattupal)

» SBblpF Quir Fiwen
Slpa) srag ?
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WISDOM OF TIRUVALLUVAR
WHAT IS KNOWLEDGE %
[Translated by P. Sri]
The more wise one grows, the more keenly
is one alive to one’s ignorance. Likewise, the
more I delight in her company, the more elusive

her charm grows.
(Thirukkural, Kamattupal)

SiHwmrenio 6T g ?
Qaissrenwo sTor LB g wirdgsflsr, Qebraw
e_enLuwid wirth eTeiT gyib Q& (B5G.
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Trdr gg!?
. AN gaagag Argfae, anud
S AT GogH UTA. (Frewgeg drogars)

WHAT IS IGNORANCE?
[Translated by P..Sri]

Do you ask what is ignorance? It is the
conceit that says to itself whatmen of genius we
are!

(Thiruk Kural, porutpal)
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WARRIOR'’S PRIDE
[Translated by P. Sri.]
Hurling the javelin at the elephant, he hur-
ries back to his rank and file. But he fumbles

for another, and lo! he finds it buried in his
own body and smiles as he plucks it out.

(Thirukkural, Porutpal)
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ARy oy

ey e Aary IRay ; Ry
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THE HEROIC AND THE LITTLE
[Translated by P. Sri.]
The heroic achieve the impossible ; the little
ones cannot.
(Thirukkural, Porutpal)
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A DOG IN THE MANGER
[Translated by R. S. D.]

What profits a close-fisted hunks who prides
himself on his wealth. Though void of it, I
may as well call his wealth as mine own; for
neither he nor I enjoy the unsunned heap and
make others share it.

(Naladiyar)
GaremL_ & Amiiiy
sy l9® sabraprah srgsCGari CaLuf;
By s prudug of @FoarCury GsLuf ;
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THREE WORLDS DO HEAR
[Translated by T. K. C.]

The beat of the drum is heard afar; the
thunder is heard farther still. But all the three
worlds do hear the praise of the bounteous hand.

(Naladiyar)

Svib T ?
BeV6d Geoth sTeT guid Fuw @6oLb v 0T Giib
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o (g
ISE PO A A I e
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3 ANy SN qay, R iy
U g0 JITgH T (Frfyary)
HIGH OR LOW
[Translated by R. S. D.]

It is empty to call one high or low ; for birth
never determines one’s nobility. One’s firm devo-
tion, ripe wisdom, and unflagging zeal are the
stamp and mark of one’s nobility.

(Naladtyar)
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THE LAMP OF LOVE
[Translated by R. S. D.]

Dark is the world, but it is the torch of
wisdom that chases away her gloom. The
wisdom’s torch is fed and lit with the melting
love within. Verily the compassionate and the

innocent shall inherit the world to come.
(Aranericharam)

ShgrhidFSH alarda
sTiigd 2 g Fed s DHH s Qurp SehT
21 5 6d S Playemwirf ebrent G F ; —Smial ST Sedor
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swrafra oy

g IAaY AR T NEg H7
NG, ANGSATY HWIG ;—HTHAGTH]
S o AN FTEH ; STGAHT
g AL, FFA
EVEN SCALES
[Translated by R. S. D.]

Seated in the mean, the wise steer clear of
love and hatred ; for one exalts a thing, and the
other degrades it.
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AN ACELDAMA
[Translated by R. S. D.]

Behold the land of the gods, defiled by
men! The emerald earth was cad in one robe
of reeking blood. In pure self-defence, you
monarch of the fertile watery region entered the
lists against the advancing foe, and the field
became one aceldama.

(Kalavasht Narpathu Pogaiyar)
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THE BROKEN SCEPTRE
[Translated by R. S. D.]

(1) Scarcely had the monarch seated himself
on his lion-carved splend1d royal throne, when
a shrill cry rent the air.

Listen, oh the warder at the gate of your
sovereign, your lord, losing the vision and voice
of wisdom has strayed from the path of justice.

«“] am an unhappy one who has lost her
beloved lord. ‘I carry with me a rare anklet of
the same mould of the one which I have given
to him. Break the news to your King that Iam
tarrying at his gate for _]ustlce

The gate-keeper rushed in, and broke into
the following strain :

¢t May the Lord of Korkai live long!

May the lord of Southern hills live long in
immortal glory. May Seliyan live upto the full-
allotted span of life! Long live Tennavan ;long
live Pancavan of untarnished renown!

My liege, there is one lingering at the gate.
She is not Korravai, the Goddess of Victory.
Like the Goddess, she holds not in her the
triumpbant spear, nor does she ride on the neck
of the buffalo from whose raw fresh wound
there flows a ceaseless stream of blood. She is
not the youngest of the seven fair virgins
devoted to the Lord Siva. Sheis not the one
that made him dance.

She is not the Kali of the dread forest,
which is the haunt of ghosts and goblins; nor is
she the Goddess who has cloven asunder the
mighty chest of Daruka.

She is seething within ; she swells withrage.
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She is bereft of her consort. There shines in
her hand a gold anklet of rare device.

¢ Fetch her ’ was the command of the King.

The gate-keeper ushered her into the Royal
chamber of justice.

As she drew near the King, he addressed
her : ¢ Who are you, Oh young lady, why stream
tears from your sorrow-clouded eyes? What has
brought you to our presence” said the King.
She replied in a tear-chocked voice.

“Oh thoughtless King, I will break to you
what simmers in my mind. I am a native of
far-famed Puhar. Do you know that one of her
Kings of stainless glory parted with his dear
flesh to assuage the affliction of a dove to the
great wonder of the gods on high. Are you not
aware that one of them hurled his beloved son
at the cruel chariot wheel to mete out justice to
a cow whose grief moved him beyond measure?

“Did not the cow with her pearl-drops of
tears ring the bell of justice, hung at the palace
gate ?

To such a city of immortal glory, my Lord
belonged. He was the son of the merchant-
prince Masattuvan, He was born of a noble
family which knew no stain. Driven by fate, he
sought your city, Oh King of heroic tinkling
anklets, to earn an honest living. I am Kannaki,
the unfortunate. I am the spouse of the man
you have butchered in cold blood !

The King replied:

“It is meet that a thief should abide by the
law of the land. Is it not justice that a thief
must be put to death?
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Oh beautiful one, your husband was guilty
of theft which is punishable with death. Ihad
to follow the inexorable decree of law and
justice.

¢« Oh Lord of Korkai, you have strayed from
the path of righteousness ’’ retorted Kannaki.

¢ My golden anket is full of lustrous gems
within ”? Well said, Oh noble woman ;

There shine within our anklets priceless
pearls.

Let us behold it?’ said the king.

She offered her anklet to the monarch who
bade her break it.

Hardly had she done it, before there flamed
from the anklet a red ruby which flew into the
very face of the sovereign.

He was stunned. His Royal umbrella fell
and his sceptre dropped. He broke into a dole-.
ful voice ‘*Am Ia ruler of this land of stainless
glory—I who have listened to the wicked advice
of a deceitful gold smith. The protecting shield
of my people is stained for the first time with
this serious breach of justice. Let me wash it
with my expiating blood. Lamenting in this
strain, the kind tottered from the throne and fell
into a heavy sorn from which he never awoke.
His devoted spouse, the royal queen was unable
to bear the pangs of separation. She wept
bitterly “Can the loss of a dear one be ever
redeemed ’’. With her hands folded in prayer,
the forlon woman fell down dead beside the feet

of her departed lord.
(Silappadikarams Ilanko)
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TYRANT HUNGER
[Translated by R. 5. D.]

What a terrible monster hunger is! It stains
the prestige of a noble pedigree. It tranishes
our glory. It wrecks learning, our life’s canoe.
It destroys our modesty. It mars our brightness.
It drives us with our beloved ones to goabegging
from door to docor. Who can measure the glory
of one who slays it?

Minister not unto the rich who return your
gifts ; for charity is no barter, but give to the
desperate poor. Whoever gives bread to the
indigent, gives life, for bread is the very breath

of life.
(Manimekalai Seeththalai Satianar)
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IN HER FULL-THROATED EASE
[Trenslated by R. S. D.]

When she sang in her full-throated ease,
there was neither the raising of her arched eye-
brows nor the rolling of her eyes. Even her
throat swelled not, nor did her teeth shine
between her coral lips. Wonder grew; and
they whispered amongst themselves: ¢ Does her
music stream from her lips; or is it the trembl-
ing lyre that sobs and sings through her?

(Tiruthakkathevar Jivake Chintamant)
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IN THE MESHES OF LOVE
[Translated by R. S. D.]

The bewitching dance of Anangamala held
in thrall the hearts of the assembled host of
young princes. With the magic spell of her
smiles, and the fierce darts of her batling eyes,
she strove to pierce the soul of- Jivaka the great;
but she found herself caught in the mashes of

love and pined and withered.
(Jivaka Chintamant)
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THE INSTABILITY OF HUMAN GLORY
[Trnslated by R. S. D.]

Behold the monarch of all monarchs march-
ing to the battle field on his fierce elephant in
all the pomp and panoply of war. Lo! in the
twinkling of an eye, he fell dead smitten by a
mighty arrow cleaving asunder his stout heart.
The crash of the mighty ruin proclaimed to the
world the instability of human glory.

(Chula Man)
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LOVE AND TRIUMPH
[Translated by R.S.D.]

Oh! how your doors have groaned on their
hinges and worn out with the ceaseless opening
and slamming. They ope and close in an
alternating fear and hope of your lord’s return
from the far-off ringing battle field. Oh maids!
fling open your gates in triumphant joy and
victory.

Oh damsels! how you entrap the hearts of
your young consorts in the noose of your flowing
locks of hair. Open the golden gates of your
castles.
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*THE WASTE LAND'
[Translated by R. S. D.]

Oh how our dread foes have burst in like the
surging sea into our Ganga-hallowed kalinga
land. Who will stem this tide of invasion ?
Is there any refuge for us. Have we any ruler
amongst us ?

How we are hemmed in! How they raze to
the ground our city walls! How the stench and
smoke rise from our villages all aflame with the
blaze of scorching fire. How ruined are all the
stately groves of our land!; so wailed and wept
the sorrow-stricken men of the desolate land.

(From Jayamkondar's Kalingattuparent)
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THE MUSES’ SHRINE
[Translated by R.S.D.]

Unrivalled in riches is the land of the
Pandyas. Her mines glow with hidden gold;
her city is the Muse’s shrine. Her seas glitter
and gleam with her conchs and pearls. Her
mountian slopes thunder with the tread of
elephants. Her fatal steel rings the knell of
hostile monarchs.
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A FADING DREAM
[Translated by R.S.D.]

For long, I was sleepless with the haunting
thought of my lover. One ove-wearied hour
bound by the slumber’s chain, I saw him clasp
mine arm. Feeling that it was the real thrill of
his touch, I woke up. Lo! the dream-engendered
vision melted away. Oh! how cruel was fate!

(Muthollayram)
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HAIL TO THE BUDDHA !
[Translated by R. S. D.]

Behold the compassionate one who through
his sleepless toil has gained the very crown of
his own perfection. In his noble self-denial and
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all-embracing compassion, he sought the
redemption of man.

Earth knows not a greater god than our
Master ; Seek refuge in Him, for he is the very

soul of goodness.
(Kundalakest)
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You have banished the earth the dark fardels
of sin. Since you came into the world, we have
come under the protecting wings of your love.
Even on your own body, You profess no claim,
for it has become the common legacy of all who
seek your grace.

(Veera Chozhitya Urar)
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THE GREAT LAMENT

[Translated by R. S. D.]

Whither has vanished the great one of the
Bodhi tree who has rooted out hatred? How
silent is the melting voice of pity which has
proclaimed the gospel of love? Nowhere is seen
the defender of the light of truth that has saved
the world. Wither can we wander for shelter
in this darkling world ? (Veera Chozhiya Urai)
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IN GRACE ABOUNDING
[Translated by R. S. D.]

In grace abounding you have willingly
offered your body resplendent with the dazzling
glory of a thousand suns shining in the welkin
to a famished tiger in tooth and claw.

You are a saint of the Bodhi tree whose
tender leaves recall to us the red corals of the

4153—5
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deep. There are none who do not fold their
hands in prayer to you.

Verily you are a sage among sages and the
lord of the heavenly throng.

(Veera Chozhiya Urat)
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SWEETER STILL IS THE LORD
[{Trenslated by P. Sri.]
Sweet is the mellowing fruit,
Sweet the crystalled sugar,
Sweet the companionship of thy Beloved in the
fullness of her youth and beauty,
Sweet the 1mper1al power that knows no bounds
Sweeter still is the Lord to them that come unto -
Him.

(Appar)
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MY ONE FIRM RESOLVE
[Translated by P. Sri.]

Thou art the one goal of all that tread
Virtue’s ways;

Thou art the soul of wisdom, the pure flame
of good ;

Thou standst beyond the four fold wveda,
and transcendst words that presume to spell
Thy glory ;

Such is thy sport unspeakable, and such
Thy nature.
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And yet Thou enterest this fragile frame of flesh
and stands rooted like the celestial tree in
my heart of hearts

Which, though apparently constant, is
everchanging.

Never to lose hold of Thee, my Lord !
is my one firm resolve.

(Appar)
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WE HOLD OUR HEADS HIGH
[Translated by P. Sri.]

Over us no monarch holds sway. We fear
noeither despot nor hell. We know no trembl-
ings or griefs, and are ever of good cheer. We
know no ills of life and fawn on none. To us
life is joy day by day with no trail of misery.
For to Siva alone the king of kings we have
become eternal servants. In that supreme faith
we have dedicated ourselves to His feet.

(Appar)
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AFLbemiouyer B bugrEsb
Paus S eNmuyh IATEw. (SufF Csaryd)
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gy ¥, Hg
agg (I IS 528
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Rramfi fadgy s (area ar)



54

THE PLOUGHMAN
[Translated by R. S. D.]
Dig with truth the garden of your soul; cast
in the seeds of love. Weed out the briarsand .
brambles of lies. Water it with forbearance
Raise the hedges of self-knowledge and self-
control. Make it rooted in probity. There see

spring before you the tender shoots of sovereign
grace.

(Appar)

¢ B eustaTsmTID sumpsumih
LOGIOT GwTl60 ebev T awTLD U psorth enals ath
sToTenfled e s AE@ wWr b @F Gompay D ;
& 607 soled Bebeved G mith S(LPLOEY auaT BSF L
Quichr swfler pebeor QerrBGid QU bFons Dus53Cs

‘Ao qu ST
aftory; ATHATT, ArSH AT ;
gRorey s1ew igag argH AN PIT TS
EFFUWG‘{ ;ﬁ.ssa%@t[ Eﬁgﬁ'&‘i CE LI
aftors] STHIRGH ATeAR §TeG4.

KINDRED POINTS OF HEAVEN AND HOME
[Translated by R. S.D.]

Scorn not the joys and delights of life; for
they are not hostile to a life beyond. Behold
our Lord, ascetic of ascetis, dwelling in our
midst with his spouse of wondrous virtues,
goodness, grace and charm.
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uddg Qadand
Qaédas QBB ClF&T 5 B Qe
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WEALTH OF GRACE
[Translated R. 8. D.}

Seek refuge in the Lord of Thillai which
shines with the gorgeous splendour of her.
wealth and glitters with the soaring towers and
domes kissing the very vault of heavens. Earth
knows no greater riches than the wealth of His

grace. (Sambandar)
SerGu Faub
Sisry Aeuh Byedr @ sTeTUF S Plafleor ;
S G Hawral G D A Pldeors ;
SSTCL Pauioralg SHh(Hh P HS L6,
ST @u Aauwrds 3iwf bF®H5STCT |

atA fRras
areg R gT0g, QA e ;
ar=x Rraarag e STEs ;
arex frawrag ey ey fue;
area Rranry srALfegEgi.
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LOVE IS GOD
[Translated by R. S. D.}
Behold the folly of men who sing of God
and love in a different key ; for God is love and

love is God. Apparelled in love, they become
one with him.

Bh g uxsassr
urfliuresr Siss S8 urpugs Bh g 2 aor@ ;
GudstiLir (b Betr B Qeu S g5 Hfsusar ;
Guowiiur b 2_aiorrid Qe BHlujid Sl @gsd
urfoursr ug &8 g urerdid GerfluGr.

ch Qg b}

e refad argay Tegeg ;3

froe ey, ey afttatxfas

Ageare, IveTy afegy srsfgarg

argEare, oYY YegH arere Sy,

FIVE COWS
[Translated by R.S.D.]

Oh men of wisdom, there wander at will in
you five unruly milch cows. Shepherd them
into the fold and subdue them. Then will they
pour out to you the rich milk of paradise here
below.

(Five Cows—Five Senses)
Saw g Fud

Sheor B HLD SHLIRIG ; Dh&T B FLD LITL ST ;

Dh&r b S LsbeSud § Sheor hh surd Fuwib ;

Sper Hgors e Frrerbd

ShaT G S HIT 5SS S s 2. 5bFras8s !

(S @wpHgib)
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AATE TG

ATTogH SMSIFY; NATGH IISTER

JMeA=gy afdead ; aneg qifeaay

3MrsTegarg STas ATAY

srerege anTAeER & Seeargae.  (FniEw)

THE MYSTIC DANCE
[Translated by R. S. D.]

Out of joy rises the dais for His dance. Out
of joy well out songs. Out of joy swell the
myriad strings of music. Out of joy springs the
mystic dance of the Lord who delights in it.

(Thirumooler)

2erf Sa1 BL-®riD
g Cuifldr ur grertd GupD § Sy Seir
apig Culesr aurdsr ps® Cu(pld ;—sL &b
wPEsT@ s Cufidr ardr Femesdr Gu :
AP p5TBD, BHGH b !
(Spyss BEubsTS)

Fe deaq
arfsaiey ararey 9% ;) a1fses
gfy Ay ar geg e ; HTHY
ufizgrg & ARy arey fadrey e ;
fX=argH, Mg L. (srgafreasarty)
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THE COSMIC DANCE
[Translated by R. S. D.]
1
May I behold you dance, och my Lord. The

earth shakes to its depths with the mere tread
of your feet. The vault of the very heavens
crashes with the mere turn of your head. The
four quarters of the world quail and quiver with
the endless stretch of your arms. Let not your
dance be in full swing lest the heavens and earth
should tumble into utter ruins.

(From Karaikkal Ammaiyar’s
Arpuda Thiru Anthatht)

Selr QSTMd UTFrerh earBrarG Febr allaribieh
Seir Q6T mpsb ShevorL1h S5 Hi(HeNS—C Sreir Qeirmsd
Hé@ Aor G gub Cuid@d,—S pd srafl srars S
bE&2%r S FNST ST HL_Lb !
(s32our F srardSHurd SisrH)
qTey AN AL ararey] Fged o fagfiasy
g IS, HTSH FS 7GR oId- T IR
fGag sitigq S —fate—sils ®eta
STeFehaT Al B ASH.
(@t arfg s aify areqify)
11
At the entreaty of the mother kali, He
dances the cosmic dance. With one foot, He
fathoms the depths of the earth. With the other
He measures the immeasurable beyond. With
His shoulders, He shatters the quarters of the
globe.

(From Nakkira Thevanar’s Kailaipaths
Kalathipathi Anthathi)
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TgABI aIR BHAL,

TO THE CUCKOO
[Translated by R.S.D.]

Do you know the measureless might of my
Lord, oh cuckoo of dulcet vice. His feet dig far
deep into the bowels of the seven worlds below,
and his crest of dazzling glory towers far beyond
the intense inane, Call unto me, the Ancient

Nameless One.
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WAKE UP, MY LORD
[Trenslated by R. S. D.}

Oh Lord, your devotees have gathered at
your temple-gate with the well-strung harps
lutes and timbrels. They chant the vedic songs
in a soul-animating strain. They carry wreaths
of incensed flowers for your worship and lift
their praying hands, with tears streaming from
their eyes. Oh how they are all atremble in
mingled fear and love! Wake up Lord, and let
the cloud of grace descend on me and your
devotees. (From Manikka Vasakar's Thiruvasakam)
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Ay & 52T
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Yoo 5.g GUITeT STevhiSeT,
UG b BleéTp 5 B LT @dr;
e_of b 5 Guirlardr, e wrGer !
2 quaur QTud FLf STETLIT&T
Sl g1 CuTGareT § Spsr G liurd,
Shfeuth Gl 3. Cuw pGas. (S purssb)
forr=tat
woeg (g arfearyg
ST TIDT Bl e,
qeEg Wid HSTTR 5
1Eg forereg g5 Ry
IBLEg NAT, ITuTT !
IHAT g7 FSY HIAHATA
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FROM MORE TO MORE
[Translated by R. S. D.]

It was a time of rapture when I delighted in
the sacred company of your devotees, but they
are gone leaving me desolate. Time is ever on
its wing bequeathing to me a bitter legacy of
woes. I wither away without the shower of your
grace. Oh my master, my heart hungers and
thirsts for the never dying flame of happiness.
Shed on me the light of your grace. May my
devotion grow from more to more.

(From Manikka Vasagar’s Thiruvasakam)
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CLOSE ALL THE DOORS
[Translated by R.S.D.]
Close all the doors of the senses and seal

them with the sealing-wax ; there bursts in upon
you a luminous path of light. Kindle the torch
of wisdom within. The gates of heaven yield
only to the warm touch of love.

(From Thiruchanda Virutham Thirumazhisai Alvar)
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WITHIN YOU IS THE KINGDOM
[Translated by R. S. D.]

Within you is the kingden. Oh mind, seek
Him. He is in the inner shine of the worshipper.
The spirit that broods over the waters of the
deep and dwells on the lone hills is the self-
same spirit that thrabs in you.

(From Potgai Alvar’s Mutha Thiru Anthathi)

Qufiwrpair) QarawLmgw wfgwhs
@i, ) e sbs DheOIILIT
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afrgary fagare esg sufsarg,
Argary Afae] TEIEr L3
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amgearlgey ntuE srrgearfsd.
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THE BIRTH OF . THE LORD
[Translated by R. S. D.]

(Oh what a great rejoicing in the hamlet of
the shepherds.) The air rang with their cry
¢ Where is the new-born babe? The earth was
resonant with the ceaseless troad of the shep-
herds who in their wild joy ran hither and
thither. In their blind haste ; they stumbled and
fell. Drunk with delight, they sang and danced
to the drum.

e ploow ph oSS -Gy Bty ShBarf,
BBl Ured gulf pTmEE Srayrs,

Q& HlOwsT Fwbsd Aalps Hors 5 erii@ld
Sl AP bgeord Splniimg Spw@y.

Sl g 3wy Fregg argang,
AT AR AL TAUH I,

1Y A= g afaed fadsg g
Afg arfesgay arrgearfs arraR,

In their maddenning joy they rolled out of
the hoop their pots and pans in the courtyard.
Raining on men their rich gifts of ghee, milk and
creamy curds, they ran helter-skelter with their
dishevelled hair streaming in the air.

enaujb sTgub BSFS 5 s Ty B
mUW Syl LSKFEER LY WEEFarTed
Bw pr i g @nd@ Slthar b,
smauwih g pth SebrLmer Sleireor aurwGar !
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g Hre FAfage HereETy
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qu i afsargay Agifags,
vy g HUSTE s ATges.

Stretching the delicate hands and feet of the
child they bathed him with the fragrant water
flowing from a huge basin. While rubbing his
tender tongue with a piece of turmeric, Yasoda
beheld the whole world swimming into her
ken.

AL &b, Agriiiged Hfw 2. mgSFE ;

TR BiE Qarerafled, wphims Dgs G ;

QBSE ybfd, e gr$Cs urdipIBL ;

BB 5@ Leorenowirsd prer Glwsdl GG gsr, phism!
(Quilwrpaurd HmQuwmf)

frsfams, aifge fefer safag;
g% Hifeesy, aegh geiagq ;)
agfasy qufew, Sqvr araf+ag ;
forgasp g@ivary sty Afesse g,
(@rargaTg Rrewifs)

While lying in the cradle, he kicks it to
‘tatters. When I carry him on my hip, he almost
breaks it. When I fold him in the hollows of
my arms. he violently leaps upon me. I lack
the strength to manage him ; past endurance are
his pranks, Oh my maid.

(From Periyalvar’s Thirumozhi)
4153—6
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THE JOY OF HEAVEN
[Translated by R.S. D.]

Behold his lovely hands tender as the petals
of the lotus. With them he toys with the butter
and greedily devours it. How oft he trembles
and winces under the dread lash in store for
him for his wanton wiles. The tearful looks of
his tremulous eyes, his charming coral lips
blanched with curds, his twitching mouth and
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praying hands ;—oh ! how they fill the heart of
Yasoda with the very joy of heaven.

(From Kulasekar’s Perumal Thirumozhi)

QzrerLf @B G TG
U 5 Beor supssd SpHay’t ue & gt Qu Soriser
B Fwg suf sGer g eT1d Shqwiri seir D Hed,
Qpruplfer £, AsrBibsr, Qarsbriddsr, ster gy HoCe@w s
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qvsy PO TPFST
TYE T HIGEY MY 9% AT AAER
gogpoaatEaRH IH Afsaries fed,
Qfsfire 1Y, Frgfieg Hrofiey, go Frengy stas
afgas srefeer dig, afig—fas sregmara.
WHO ARE THE BASE-BORN?
[Translated by R. S. D.]

Oh stainless men of vedic love, listen to the
message of the Lord who ordains:—¢ What if
born of the very dregs of society ; worship my
servants: Let there be ceaseless interchange of
loving gifts both of mind and heart.’

Sy @f Atusd ponb Cug @Ff prargh %
Buwisefled g@warrw &rd A pgenrisCargud [pHCs
Siof &2 oL Shded, Asrig i g @F Serafled
SHaif adr grib Howi Cuir guib, Sigtusior sawarTGer. !
(Bmwrda)

STAT SN ST HTTH AGH NN A anfaq
TaLgfes ad3aua mfy srsguy w39y

Fragway afgay arfew aifsag g srafas st
ATLER AT gAY NG AITTAN AGERA.  (Rrwrwirdy)
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¢ What if deeply versed in the vedic lore and
exalted among the devotees. You are verily the
base-born, if you turn away in scornful disdain
from the votaries of my shrine?

(From Thondar Adippodi Alvar, Thiru Malai)
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A VISION OF ANDAL
[Translated : Kalakshetra-Adyar]

O Friend! I dreamt I saw a thousand
elephants in all the majesty of their panoply
encircling the City. Borne aloft in their midst
was my lover; and everywhere in our city
were signs of welcome, the golden vessels filled
with sacred water, the houses adorned with
festoons and flowers.

wigerd Qar’e, aifl s Hdrg sag,

WSS eg gro oy srpbs Lubsd S
S HITAT BT 10 F1 SET o b &1 616 2T &
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With sound of drum and the lound conch
arousing sweet clamour, in the pavilion auspi-
ciously decorated with white silk and snowy

flowers, my Lover, the God of Gods, clasped my
hand. So dreamt I, O friend!
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Rrergds Sefmedey ot anfs dug.

‘ (Frfemrany faesit)

WHAT STRANGE SWEETNESS!

[Translated by R.S.D.]

What strange sweetness do the coral lips of
my lord breathe? De they smell of the rich
camphor or a full-blown lotus, oh Sea-born
conch, will you not tell me, I fondly ask?

(From Andal’s Nachiyar Thirumozhi)
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HYMN OF THE GOLDEN AGE
[Translated by Bharathi]

The glory, glory, glory ! For Life’s hard
curse has expired ; swept out are pain and Hell,
and Death has nought to do here. Mark ye, the
Iron Age shall end. For we have seen the hosts
of Vishnu; richly do they enter in and chant
His praise and dance and thrive.
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We have seen, we have seen, we have
seen...... seen things full sweet in our eyes.
Come, all ye lovers of God, let us shout and
dance for joy with oft-made surrenderings.
Wide do they roam on earth singing songs and
dancing, the hosts of krishna who wears the
cool and beautiful Tulsi, the desire of the Bees.

BAupd seduysib Frud,
Coaufadr sraph LG5S
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The Iron Age shall change. It shall fade, it
shall pass away. The gods shall be in our
midst. The Mighty Golden Age shall hold the
earth and the flood of the highest Bliss shall
swell. For the hosts of our dark-hued Lord,
dark-hued like the cloud, dark-hued like the sea,
widely they enter in, singing songs, and every-
where they have seized on their stations.
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And many are the wondrous sights that
strike mine eyes. As if by magic vishnu’s hosts
have come in and firmly placed themselves
everywhere. Nor doubt it, ye fiends and demons,
if such be born in our midst, take heed! Ye
shall never escape. For the spirit of Time will
slay and fling you away.
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These hosts of the Lord of the Disous, they
are here to free this earth of the devourers of
Life, Disease and Hunger, vengeful Hate and all
other things of evil. And sweet are their songs,
as they leap and dance, extending wide over
earth. Go forth, ye lovers of God, and meet
these hosts divine; with right minds serve
them and be saved.

(From Nammmalvar’s Thiruvos Moozhi)
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THE REIGN OF LOVE
[Translated by R. S. D.]

What untold wealth do ships bring to the
shores of Kosala from landsafar! Countless are
the riches which mother earth yields. In the
wombs of her mines, there glow and glitter
lustrous gems of value rare. Out of the heroic
mould of men springs the pedigree of the noble
and the great.



75

Fo b A0, Ff @Hpd Devoreniowimsd ;
EHpb Qlb&v, b Abenguld Qe aiafwme ;
2D Bebev pid b g Devr emiowmsd,
abpib S g AP Fse; LsvSvBur.

T 5%, 3N HIA georhaTy,
LA o8, a7 Rredfue tfsaary ;
AL ASHIH 3THg gAY,

Td aTewg gfaaeg soab.

Will the shadow of death ever hover over a
land which knows no evil? Will the tempest of
wrath ruffle the calm of the soul rooted in
virtue? Will men ever droop and fall in her
kingdom alien to the crooked ways of sin.
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HiagR Mikaa dfagey sz,

Wreaths drop their honey; ships cast ashore
their gold and gems; winds breathe the very

balm of life; and the muse feeds the ear with
her mellow songs.

sustTan Do, RF arpemw Berentowre ;
S eow Db, Cpf Q& miph Qierenwuwired ;
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Of what avail is one’s bounty in the land of
Kosala which knows no want? Of what avail
is one’s heroic valour where there are none to
contend ? Neither learning’s lustre nor truth’s
splendour is seen; for she knows not either the
gloom of ignorance or the alloy of lies.
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Her beauty is born of her nobility. Her
Justice has itsroot in truth. In her love are
enthroned her virtues and on her chastity rest
the seasonal showers.
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The far-famed city of Ayodya is lapped in
the songs of the mighty poets of yore, who, with
choice words and measured-phrases of import
deep, sing of her immortal glories in a melodious
strain. Verily even the denizens of heaven to
which the mortal world aspires, long to dwell
on earth.
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Who can winnow the learned from the
ignorant in her city which is all lit with the
light of learning? Who can sift the rich from
the poor where all have what their hearts yearn
for? \

T gD sebal Wpr S g1 TS G
6T &t swfled CHefrad

%G b Wp3d HedorLor CLrdd,
A b pous Sl

ErEb SRS S, AL BHTS
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TE YIR HO 93 (978
gtorey Sagfer
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eagalasy
R A, Iy Frefag
qTAH BTG
atgd, Hfer artew agag
AP TR
Behold the one seed of learning bursting into
branches of diverse discourse, leaves of devotion,

buds and blossoms of love and heroic virtue on
whose crest there dances the very fruitful joy of

life.

QupbsL-fusshr Uemp Bigeorfd staorib,
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Endowed with the light of learning and
splendour of riches, her broad-eyed daughters
with their arched brows recalling the crescent
delight in their life’s mission of ministering
unto the indigentand welcoming the guests that
grace their homes.

udfleip§ sriqu Slyfwd QB
e_Heph @miflujth Qabrsalf 6T55apld
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Seg AP FFAY TgqH
A%lew arfrgy acsay gadp
AT ATHLH TA= AN
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Of what avail are the might of the lord with
his flaming wheel, the immeaense strength of the
God with his shining axe, and the flawless lore
of the great-lord of speech if the three colossal,
unshaken firm pillars of virtue, probity and love
crumble and fall,
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Of what avail are one’s mortification of the
flesh and the quelling of the wild, mutinous
passions, if one’s heart does not throb with love.
Is there any weapon mightier than love in the
triple world of men,
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May the lord of the earth behold himself as
one vast tabernacle of all the souls of his sub-
jects and wield the sceptre of justice tempered
with mercy. Isthere any sacrifice more sacred
than the rule and away of love?
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Habour no hatred; then the earth will no
longer ring with the clang and clash of arms.
But the unfading wreath of glory awaits you, Oh
prince of peace. Verily the love that saves your
soldiers of truth will make the evil might of

your foes wither at the root.
(From Kamba Ramayana)
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THE WONDROUS DANCE
[Translated by R. S. D.]

What a wondrous dance is the dance of the
Lord. It is a cloyless feast to the eyes of His
beloved decked in fresh flowers.

Fo &I 6T6T B GO LI G Hedeomsd & IDesT

QTeur eTdTeofled auBribd eTer suet sl ¢
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CONQUEST OF DEATH
[Translated by R.S.D.]}

Can you resist the rattle and the fog in the
throat and mist in your eyes when death the
leveller, knocks at your doors? Seek the Lord
of Lords who dances his eternal dance in Thillai.
Then you may laugh to scorn the dread might

of death.
Chidambarae Setyul Kovat,

Kumaragurupara
Swamigal

s S H6 1o Hdeorid
awEhPS G QG wHuldsrdr | wraamrub
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GLOAT NOT
[Translated by R.:S.D.]

Oh foolish men of vile design; gloat not
over the guile which you practise. Oh man,
tremble with fear, for the indwelling Lord ever

watches all your hidden deceits.
From
Kumaragurupara Swamigal,
Needinert
Vilakkam.
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OH BIRD!
[Translated by R. S. D.]
Oh my tender parrot, will you fly on your
swift wings to my lord and whisper into his

ears my secret message and beg him to steal to
my tryst.



85

_ Will the Nameless One know me, this deso-
late one? Like the loadstone that lures the iron,
will the prince of mercy draw me on to his
beloved bosom ?

Shall I forver clasp to bosom my lover, who
breaks through language and escapes. Earth and
heaven are wrapped in sweet slumber. Smitten
with love, my forlorn eyesknow not the balm of
sleep. )

How dare I stand before my lord who unseen
beholds all the treacherous tricks of my soul.

Oh, what a great prince of thteves is my
Lord! He beckons not, and speaks not, but He
has slid into my soul. Do you know what His
secret designs are? Oh tell me, my tender bird.

From
Thayumanavar

s & & mebr
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(frrrgios Fb)

A PRESAGINGPAL’'M
[Translated by R. S. D.]

Oh maid! What wondrous things does your
palm presage! You will foster virtues that may
fling open the doors of heaven. Your loving
devotion to your household work will win for
you the very crown of chastity. Milk and
honey will flow from your bounteous hands;
and you will be endowed with all the proud
possessions of the world. You will banish from
earth the gnawing hunger that torments men.
Meaids of celestial charm and beauty will sing
your praises. You will become the guardian
angel of this city and clasp the hand of the Lord
who knows no birth or death.

(Thirukkuttalak kuravanji)
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WHERE THE LORD DANCES!
[Translated by R. S. D.]

Behold the man whose riftless heart throbs
in tune with the rhythm of all life. Insucha
heart one sees the eternal dance of the Lord.
Let me be unwearied in his service.
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Oh Mightier than the mightiest! You dance
for the endless delight of all alike. Will not
Yyour tender feet ache with it? I fondly ask.
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LIFT THE VEIL, OH MOON!
[Translated by R. S. D.]

Oh tender Moon! Will you not unfold to
me the secret of the charm and grace of my
Lord’s dance in the vast theatre of heaven and
earth ?

Tinier than the tiniest atom is my Lord; yet
is it not a miracle that the whole world throbs
with the music and lilt of His dance?

Will you unravel to me the mystery of the
Lord who bids countless worlds spin and dance
through the immeasurable depths of space? Do
you not know, Oh tender moon!, that I am but
a toy in His hands?

(From Ramalinga Swamigal’s Arutpa)
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OOZHIK KOOTTU
OR

THE DANCE OF DOOM
(Translated by P. Mahadevan)

(This poem may be considered the culminating point
of Bharati’s devotional poetry. It fuses in a compact
form a metaphysical interpretation of the Universe as &
perpetual process of Being and Becoming with the sombre
magnificence of a vision poetically apprehended).

The worlds unleashe’d collide in space
And crash 'mid peals of thunder;
The spirits blood-soaked run a race
With th® atoms split asunder.—
Dread Mother, Rali,
Chamundi, Gangali [—
The tinklings of thy glancing feet
In tantalizing patterns fleet
Unwind the cosmic loom,—
Usher in the final doom !
Bliss is it to see thee capture
Dissolution’s heady rapture.

»

The five-fold bhuts dissolve and merge
In that terrific blast;
The mind is driven to the verge
Of extinction at last,
As with eyes ablaze
Thou thread’st the maze
And scatter’st fire
In which worlds expire.
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Mother, Mother, I’ve fall’'n in love .
With thy dancing in th’ inane above!

§ %3

The emtied spaces shrink in dread,
The daemon-hosts retire:
Disintegration stalks wide-spread
With mounting flood and fire.
O’er that deluge
And arson huge,
Thou rangest yelling frantic
In movements corybantic:
How blest am I to have been
A witness of that awful scene!

»

Shakti’s minions clap their hands
In suicidal glee,
As they butt and rear in roving bands
And sink in a boiling sea :
The havoec wrought
In past all thought,—
For Time at last expires
In thy consuming fires.
I thank thee mother for the chance
Of witnessing thy mystic dance!

3

O’er Space and Time annihilated
A silent splendour breaks;
But with that holocaust elated
Thy Mother-heart a wakes;
From the void arises divine Crace
In Shiva’s winsome form and face;
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With looks down-cast and tender
You rmiegkly. then surrender
To y&ur eternal spouse
In a divine carouse:
For I see you hand in hand advance
“T'* resume Creation’s’ joyous dance.
(From Bharathi).



