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as a dancing-girl on earth, and may Jayanta be born as a male 

bamboo, and may she, and her descendants on earth, dance with 

this male bamboo as Talaikkol(t) at the Indra Festival in Puhar! 
Thus, instead of his being a hindrance to her dance, Jayanta 
will help it, and both these irreverent young things shall render 
proper homage to Indra. As for Narada’s neglect, let the lute 
lose its unrivalled place among stringed instruments, and fear 
rivals(t-a) hereafter !”” 

Urvasi had been, therefore, born as the original Madhavi in 
Puhar. When she was 16, she had become unrivalled in song 
and dance. Just when she was about to make her debut, the 
Chola King, Todithod Sembiyan had, at the direction of Sage 
Agastya, instituted the Indra Festival, lasting for 28 days in order 
to ward off droughts and calamities, and to get the services of 
Bhuta-chatukkam which, on orders from Indra, promptly caught 
and punished criminals and sinners. The original Madhavi 
danced at this first Indra Festival with Jayanta born as the male 
bamboo as her Talaikkol. Then both were released from the 
curse, and returned to Amaravati, Indra’s city. But Madhavi’s 
descendants continued to dance at the Indra Festival every year. 

Chitrapati’s daughter Madhavi, was such a genius in singing 
and dancing that even at the age of seven her mother had 
Tecognized her unique gifts and had engaged for her the best instructor in the city. By the time she became fourteen, she had « 
become an expert. In dance and song, in grace and form, there 
was none in all the Kingdom to equal her. 
proficient in both schools of dancing, 
was also an expert in the science of 

She was equally 
Desi(2) and Margi,(3) and 
dancing and dramaturgy. 

Kovalan used to see Madhavi’s dances and hear her songs on his visits to Chitrapati’s house for dance and song recitals. He was carried away by Madhavi’s skill and charm and felt himself regretting that Kannaki knew neither song nor dance. ‘ What a country is ours!” thought he, “ where such beautiful’ arts are supposed to be unfit for the home. How much more’ charming 
I. A staff carried b y the chief dancer, and sefving as a kind of balancing rod. 

(a) The violin has now become a serious rival to the Veena, 
2, Indigenous, or Tamil. 
3- Sanskrit classical dances,
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“We know better than you, for we experience them 

first-hand, and not, like you, through worm-eaten palm-leaves 

written by persons with second-hand knowledge,” said Chitrapati. 

“Our knowledge is not really second-hand. The doctor 

knows more about the disease than the man suffering from it,” 

said Kausilkar. 

So, you have the impudence to call pregnancy a disease ! ”’ 

said Chitrapati. 

‘Oh, no, I only gave an illustration,” said Kausikar, 

“Far from being a disease, it is the most healthy thing on earth. 
When a pregnant woman looks after herself properly, there is 
no more danger to her health by confinement than, say, by eating 
or drinking.” 

“Now we come to the point. What should she do to 
keep fit, and to ensure a safe delivery ?”’ asked Chitrapati. 

‘She should keep her mind free from worry, and drink 
two glasses of milk and four glasses of fresh water daily.’ 

“Why so much water?” asked Vasantamala. 

“For herself and baby,”’ said he. 

“ Baby ! Why, sir, it is only two months since—.” 

“Yes, but the baby is already as big as my thumb, 
and is provided with every limb, including toes and fingers.” 

“What!” exclaimed both the women at once. 

“Yes, that is so, and this is one of the things which you 
women, who bring forth the babies, do not know, ” said Kausikar. 

“ But, how can such a baby take food?” asked Vasantamala. 

“God has given it the means to do so. You know the 

umbilical cord which we cut off after birth. That connects 

the baby with its mother, and gives the best food and air, 
leaving the mother only the remainder,’ said Kausikar. 

“ How: wonderful ! ”’ exclaimed both. 

“The greater wonder is that the baby does not begin to 
move till the sixth month, and yet takes its food, air and 

water regularly from the very time it begins to grow,” said 
Kausikar.
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Kannaki at once stopped her. “Don’t utter a word of 

reproach about him,” said she. ‘‘I will not hear it.” 

“But, you are withering away, my lady, because of the 

injustice done to you by him.” 

“No, my dear,” said Kannaki. ‘‘I am unfortunate, and 

destined not to enjoy the heavenly happiness I had hoped for, 
owing to my sins in former births. But I do not blame my 
lord on my own account. Nor has my love for him diminished 
a jot. Instead, like money invested with a reliable person, it 
has kept on increasing. Even his living with Madhavi cannot 
affect his worth. A lotus is as beautiful when clinging to the 
mud as when floating on the waters.” 

“IT see you often grieving for him. If what you say is true, 
why grieve for him?” asked Visalakshi. 

“Because he wastes so much pure love on a courtesan who 
-is only after his money, and cares not a jot for his love or 
good qualities, and will leave him the moment he is sucked dry,” 
said Kannaki. 

~ And what a stream of wealth is being drained by her!” 
' said Visalakshi. ‘‘Can you tell me why, even after getting all 

this: wealth and love, such women remain unaffected by the 
least sentiment of love or gratitude or attachment? ”’ 

"Oh, that is easily understandable. A magnet attracts 
only iron, and not more valuable metals like gold and silver ; 
so, too, a courtesan is only attracted by gold, and not by far 
more valuable things like love or virtue,” said Kannaki. 

“ How true!” said Visalakshi. .““ Why not write about this 
to your lord?” 

» As if he will see the truth of it! Caught in her net, he 
will be as merry as a lord of elephants who has entered a trap 
but is blissfully eating the sugarcane put there as bait. No, 
this infatuation must run its course, and wear itself out, like 
drunkenness or madness or the long fever.”’ 

“But who can say how long it will last?” asked Visalakshi. 
“Or, whether it will be over at all,” said Kannaki. “ It 

all depends on Fate,”









CHAPTER VI 

CHITRAPATI’S WILES 

IN the early years of his living with Madhavi, Kovalan 
had been extremely lavish in his presents. The stream of gifts 
of all kinds he sent Madhavi through her maid Chellam, or 

gave her in person, was unending, like the flow of the Kaveri. 
Rare silk sarees, the finest pearls, rubies and diamonds, choice 
fruits and wines, as well as the rarest cots and beds were sent to 
Madhavi, while Kannaki lived neglected, wearing her old sarees, 
and praying to the gods for her husband’s welfare. 

From the tenth year onwards, the presents ceased to flow 

so quickly, But, whenever he went empty-handed, he would 

find the door of Madhavi's room closed, and Chitrapati or 
Chellam standing outside and telling him of Madhavi’s anxiety 
as to the new saree or jewel she would be requiring for the 
next day’s dance; and he would invariably return to his 

residence in the Grain-Merchants’ street, buy the necessary 

thing and return with it, and present it to an enraptured 
Madhavi. “Why could you not have mentioned it to me 

yesterday ?”” he used to ask Madhavi, after making the present, 
and she would reply, “ How could I? I love you, and hate 
to mix up business with love,” and he would glow with happiness, 
and she would embrace him with ardour calling him, ‘ Lord,’’ 
“husband,” and chide herself for it, saying, “ Only the wedded 
wife, Kannaki, has the right to call you so.” 

He would reply, ‘You, more than she, for you are the 
lady of my heart. She is but a faded memory.” 

But, now, his resources were exhausted. All his hoarded 
wealth was gone, and there was not a man who would lend 
him a pie or sell him anything on credit. So, he could not 
give any presents at all. To his horror, he found Chitrapati 
and Chellam show visible signs of lack of respect, and even 
contempt. He thought that he saw even in Madhavi signs of 
coolness.
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rings of gold, ply us with wine, and words more intoxicating 
than wine, and then, taking their toll of us, depart, never to 

return, My lover, who met me on this seashore in ecstasy, 

he has gone, abandoning me. But, though he has forgotten 
me, I shall not forget him. Oh leaves of the tree under which 
we met, are you so heartless that you waft in the wind as gaily 
as ever? What shall I do, Oh Sea? You do not know my woes. 
Oh Waves, you have destroyed even the ruts made by his chariot- 
wheel, and have tried to drown his memory, you who pretended 
to be my friend! Oh Swan, sporting with thy mate, go and 
tell my lover that his deed is not just. The evening darkness 
has spread ‘every-where. The sun has gone down from the 
horizon. The maddening twilight has come, the monster which 
has swallowed the sun but has not yet ejected the moon! 
Is this maddening twilight which stabs the heart, found in the 
country of the deserter? Even the birds have stopped singing, 
and the waves have stopped roaring. But I shall not forget 
him who forgot and deserted me. It is in such cruel maddening 
twilight that my lover departed, forgetting his vow to bide with 
me for ever. Oh God of the Sea, forgive his false vow, remember 
me to him, and restore him to me soon,” 

Kovalan heard this song, and thought to himself, “1 sang 
without any hidden meaning. But she, the cunning one, has. 
sung this song with her mind on some lover whom she still] 
holds dear and wants to take on, dropping me. Now it is clear that 
she too, and not only Chitrapati and Chellam and Vasantamala, 
has got tired of me owing to my present poverty. I have outstayed 
my welcome. Let me depart at least now, while the last shreds 
of self-respect are still left.’ He slowly withdrew his hand from 
her shoulder, and said to her, ‘‘ Since the day has come to a close, 
we shall make a move,” and rose abruptly. Madhavi did 
not show any sign of getting up. So he departed quickly from 
the place. When he had gone out of view, Madhavi also got- 
up. She got into her carriage with a sad heart, along with her 
maids, and returned home without her lover,
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éges. The next day, an elephant went that way and took refuge 

in the shade of that tree from the burning heat of the midday 
sun. In sheer wantonness, and despite the remonstrances of the 
sparrow couple, the elephant caught hold of the branch where 
the sparrow’s nest was, and severed it from the tree. All the 
sparrow’s eggs were thrown down and shattered to pieces. The 

parent sparrows escaped. The mother sparrow bewailed the loss 
of her eggs most bitterly, The sparrows consulted their friends, 
a wood-pecker, a bee and a frog; and the five pitched on a plan 
to kill the elephant for its callous destruction of the eggs. 
The bee hovered about the elephant’s eyes. Fearing a stinging 
in the eye, the elephant closed its eyes. The wood-pecker then 
pecked out one of its eyes. The elephant ran along in pain, 
closing its other eye also. The wood-pecker then pecked out the 
other eye too. The hlind and maddened elephant ran about. 
anxious to plunge into a pond and wash its aching and burning 
eyes, When it was walking on a terrible precipice, with a 
yawning abyss below, the frog croaked from below. The elephant 
took the familiar sound to mean the existence of a pond in that 
direction, blindly rushed thither, fell over the precipice, and was 
crushed to death. This place where the unjust elephant was 
killed by the bird it had wronged, was called Varanam, and was 
chosen by the great Chola King, the descendant of Sibi, as his 
capital, to show his readiness to put down the oppression of the 
meanest by the strongest.” 

Kovalan was impressed by this story. He narrated to 
Kavundi his own sad story. At the end, Kavundi said: 

“The mind to wild pleasures inclined 
Is by a fierce whirlwind driven, 
Therefore, the roving senses bind, 
Ere thy life by them is riven.” 

To his question as to what was the essential thing for 
salvation, she replied :— 

The pure heart ; without that, all else is nought, With it, nothing more is needed, as every virtue follows.” 

“Is prayer to Arivan, the Being of Perfect Intelligence, or to the gods, of any use?” asked he.


































































