































































































































































































































































































78 THE TEN DECGADS

the living world, and awesome with their peals of thunder that send
tremors through all living things and lightning flashes lichting up the
vast expanse of the dusky skies—all indicative of the season of mon-
soon rains that torment life. Just now, in the season of rains your
war camp is bustling, busy. Elephants roam at the edge of the camp:
the fleetest horses with men atop move about at the riders’ will,
chariots with banners streaming, bright and lofty ramble free with
impunity everywhere, unafraid of the enemy men who stand guard
at the city’s gates; your fighters disdain protective cover and the
numerous gadgets to guard their station: even during the darkest
hours of the long night they roam at will, the expanse of their battle
camp, with their shoulder bangles shining bright, the insignia of
matchless valour, and their shirts loosely fastened at their shoulders,
battle-hungry men who long for the thrill of battle where injured,
they may fall and die, restless men who proclaim loudly their vault-
ing plans for the morrow’s fight, their only aim the acquisition of
lasting fame for their martial line. Mighty king who can take the
war to the country of the foemen kings! Your men loot the hapless
land even before it falls to your hand and they melt all the jewels
of gold and obtain bars of the purest metal of matchless hue and
effulgence that are distributed as the token of recognition by a grate-
ful prince, of courage and of skill in battle assessed by a panel of
judges. War hungry prince! your handsome queen who resides in
your capital town is attended on by a bevy of girls, her playmates
wearing jewels that spit effulgence even as lightning flashes: these
girls deck their hair with blooms of jasmine interspersed with leaves
got from the verdant Kolli hills where bees foregather in the slopes,

where the rich with all their kin, wearing the bloom of the kanthal
plant feast on the jack fruit, drum-like, huge and as if it were a
festive day, quaff the liquor sweet and flavoured, that has been
matured in the cavity of a dusky bamboo newly cut, and celebrate
in noisy gaiety, distributing what they need to the suppliants —such
are the hills from which came the jasmine flowers that are wreathed
to beautify the queen’s playmates: with her handsome eyes that
compete with her curly tresses for glossy splendour, with her
pleasant speech of a tune with her lofty nature, with her comely
face and ornaments surely your queen, O mighty King, merits a visit
for a day at least! Ascend your chariot and speed your way to be by
the side of your handsome queen; how she, on seeing her husband
back shall revive! She shall deck her hair with flowers that draw a





















NINTH DECAD 85

You are the lord of the queen adoerned with handsome jewels,
whose reputation for chastity has spread everywhere: may you live
for long, O King! your land prospers on the shore of the sea where
verdant orchards, gardens green casting a cool shade grow up
nourished by the lofty billows raised by intense winds that waft
them shoreward, where they break the sandy beach! I came to
your court, O Irumporai to see and to praise: I was drawn to
you by your matchless fame: I have not come to you driven by
want, as a suppliant!

89

WHEN timely rains do nourish the land, herds of does, bashful,
feminine, graze in content in the succulent lea in the company of
their chosen bucks. The birds in numbers perched on branches fill
the air with raucous noises, reinforced by the hum of the bees.
Fruits and tubers, nature’s foods despite the demands made on
them still grow apace and are bountiful. Cattle, sleek and in great
numbers contented, graze in the lush grasslands. In the country, in
the fertile fields, let abundant crops be harvested banishing want and
poverty. May the moral law prevail in the land and the people
prosper under your benign rule for count less acons, O Irumporai!

Mighty king who leads to battle a powerful triumphant javelin
corps! As you are devoted to the moral law, your subjects adore you
all the time and those that live the life ideal to inherit eternal life
also praise you and wish you well: for these reasons, may you live
a healthy and abundant life! Avoiding any transgression of the
principles of governance, may you triumph in the field of battle!
May those who bear great love to you on no occasion feel

offended!

Always together and never apart even in dreams, may you and
your queen, the lady with well-dressed glossy hair that shines with
the cream that never dries up with shining forehead and such
chastity as reminds one of Arundhati who is looked upon as the
ideal of chaste womanhood by the bride at the wedding and then
later on is looked up to as the measuring rod of the length of the
span of their lives, may you and the queen, free all the time from
fell disease, live lives of fullness, of beauty, joy and abundance!
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