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Foreword

Prof. P. Jagadeesan
Vice-Chancellor

Many renouned institutions of high calibre are now
engaged in the translation of classical Tamil literature. They
invite scholars of high potential both in translation and in Tamil
Classical Literature and entrust them with these translation
projects. Reprints of translations of Tamil Classics are also in
progress. We owe our sincere gratitude to the Government of
Tamilnadu for its earnest efforts in helping kindle and promote
the awareness of the importance of translations and making the
treasures of our ancient Tamil literature, culture and civilization
to reach the non-Tamil readers. '

It is worthy at this juncture to refer to the lines of
great Tamil Poet Bharathi, Who says

‘oD aITs BLo&EGGeT LILpRIS®SSHET
Qerevau@Gavmii Henp ud@®
Spwrer ywawQuefed Gaalpr G mi
Sogalemisaid CFUISH Garevr(pb’’

With this great mission in view the BARD has
ventured upon the publication of the translations of Ancient
Tamil Literature. As a first step in this academic engagement,
the University is now bringing out the translation of Akananuru.
Akananuru is further identified by critics as one of the most
singular work in Tamil, employing exact historical data,
abundant references to historical events and personalities,
thereby narrating social history of the people, evincing their
customs, manners and rituals relating to marriage, religion,
death etc. When this is supplemented by the mass of
information that other anthologies of the Cankam Age offer, one
is sure to get a fine and fair picture of the social conditions of
the Tamils of that particular age. :
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Further the references to distant places
(Pataliputra:Akam 265), rivers (Ganges:Akam 265) mountains
(Himalayas:Akam 127, 265) and dynasties like the Nandas of
(Akam 265) Magadha (Akam 15) in Akananuru only reveal the
awareness of geography, ecology and the history of the human
dynasties.

Moreover, the Akananuru by its length and subject
matter, appears to have always been a standard work which
gives a clear exposition and enunciation of the Akam theme.
This is evident from the use of large number of Akananuru
poems as examples in the commentaries on Tolkappiyam. Also,
the verses of Akananuru gives equal treatment to all the three
basic aspects of Akam theme, namely mutal, karu and wuri.

Realising this significance of Akananuru poems, among
the Cankam classics, when Dr.Dakshinamurthy approached the
University with his typed script of the translation of Akananuru,
we accepted the manuscript. The typed script was sent to the
translation experts who have proved their acumen both in the
source language and the target language. After obtaining their
opinion, the work was entrusted to the University Publications
Division. They accelerated the process and turned the script into
a fine book.

The translator, Dr.A.Dakshinamurthy, has a good
command over both the Tamil and English languages. He has
translated verses from Cankam literature and published them in
leading Tamil literary journals. He has been teaching Tamil
literature for more than thirty five years. He had been the
Principal of Senthamizh Kalloori at Madurai. He has transferred
all his experiences in translations into this commendable work.

As found in the original, this translation has been
prepared in three vklumes, ie., the Kalittruyanai Nirai (1-120),
the Manimitai pavalam (121-300) and the Nittilakkovai
(301-400).



‘ Translation is a tough job; tougher than creation. It is
even more tough to translate a work, more than 2000 years old.
The translator has to work within the limits. Otherwise he will
not be true to the original. He has to follow the original like the
shadow following the object.

The translator, Dr.A.Dakshinamurthy, has succeeded in
expounding the uniqueness of ancient Tamil: culture and
civilization through this translation. He has tendered the
ambrosia from the Tamilian urn to the non-Tamil readers. This
University, named after the 'Revolutionary Poet’ Bharathidasan
will serve the world with the forthcoming translations of Tamil
Classics.

- P. Jagadeesan
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THE AKANANURU
(THE AKAM FOUR HUNDRED)

The Akanan ru, otherwise known as the Netuntokai (The
Anthology of Long Poems) is one of the eight collections called the
Et tuttokai. This consists of 401 verses including an invocatory song
on Lord Shiva. The length of the verses range from 13 - 31 lines.
The total number of lines contained in this collection is 7185. This
includes the invocatory verse also. According to an old tradition,
this collection-was made by one Uruttiracanman son of Uppuri
Ki] ar of the city of Maturai. The patron who entrusted the work of
anthologisation was Pantiyan Ukkirapperuva 1 uti who was one of
the poets of that age. It is significant that 18 contributors of this
collection are from the city of Maturai. This is clear proof to the fact
that this collection was made by the scholars of that city which is
supposed to be the seat of the Tamil academy.

Unlike in the other anthologies of the Kuruntokai, the
Na r rinaiand the Ainku runu ru, the verses of this collection are
arranged according to a definite scheme. Thus, the serial number
of a poem suggests the tinai which it belongs to. The distribution of
verses among the five divisions is as follows:

P3lai division  — The 200 verses bearing the serial numbers
(odd numbers) such as 1, 3, 5 and so on.

Ku rifici division — The 80 verses whose serial numbers are
ending in 2 and 8 such as 2, 12, 22 and so on
and 8, 18, 28 and so on.

Mullai division — The 40 verses whose serial numbers are
ending in 4 such as 4, 14, 24 and so on.

Marutam division— The 40 verses whose serial numbers are
ending in 6 such as 6, 16, 26 and so on.
vii



Neytal division — The 40 verses whose serial numbers are
ending in 0 such as 10, 20, 30 and so on.

The fact that 50% of the verses of this collection belongs to
the Palai tinai clearly proves that the ancient poets were more
interested.in composing verses about the suffering of the lovers.
Though there are other collections on Akam theme, this alone is
celebrated as Akana n u ru. The reason seems to be that the verses
of this collection give equal treatment to all the three basic aspects
of Akam genre namely Mutal, Karu and Uri. The length of the verses
allows such an elaborate treatment of these aspects. Though there
are other collections dealing with the Akam theme, this alone is
celebrated as Akana n u ru. The reason behind this seems to be
that the verses of this collection give equal importance to all the
three basic aspects of the Akam genre namely the Mutalporull,

Karupporu| and the Uripporul. The length of the verses has allowed
such an elaborate treatment.

Another special feature of this anthology is that it is divided
into three books each bearing an interesting title. They are as follows: °

The First book  :- Verses 1-120 —The Kalir ruya nainirai —
The Paradising Tuskers.

The Second book :  Verses 121 — 300 — The Manimitaipavalam
— The Garland of Gem and Coral.

The Third book : Verses 301 — 400 — The Nittilakkovai —
The String of Pearls.

Though many scholars have tried to justify these titles, they
are more poetic than logical. As the verses are comparatively long,
the compilers might have thought of arranging these verses like this
for easy handling of the manuscript.
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The verses may be divided as follows based on the lines
contained in each poem. :

The Number of lines The Total Number of verses
31 1
30 1
29 2
28 3
27 3
26 13
25 7
24 12
23 1
22 21
21 17
20 15
19 38
18 42
17 43
16 37
15 58
14 56
13 ; 21

The above distribution clearly indicates that brevity was
preferred to elaboration during that age.

~Among the contributors of this collection, Paranar tops the
list with 34 verses to his credit. He is closely followed by Mamulanar
and Marutan Tlanakanar with 27 and 23 verses respectively to

their credit. Among the 30 women who were talented poetesses of
ix



those days, 12 have contributed to this anthology. The poets are
drawn from almost all the sections of the Tamil society. The following
is the classwise distribution of the poets:

Farmers — 18
Antanar — 12
- Kings — N
Dancers — 5
Merchants — 4
Cowherds — 4
Goldsmiths — 2
Eyinar — 2

All the commentators have quoted the verses from this
collection in their commentaries. This is clear evidence to the
popularity enjoyed by this work among the scholars of the subsequent
ages.

Apart from its literary excellence, this work is significant for
its richness of historical material. This work gives valuable
information about many crowned kings and also minor chiefs. There
are verses which speak elaborately about very important wars fought
by them. The details about the battles of Ve nnipparanthalai,
Vakaippa rantalai and Talayala nkanam are significant of them
(36,175; 125; 55). They also contain references to very important
towns, rivers and hills in the realms of the kings and chiefs.

The poets refer to some of the northern dynasties. For
example, there are references to the Nandas and the Mouriyas (265,
251: 69, 251, 281). Many poems speak of the Vatukas, probably
the ancestors of the modern Andhras (107, 213, 281, 375, 381).
One Pulli is spoken as the chief who was ruling the region around
the Ve hkatam hills (61, 83, 209, 295, 311, 359). Two verses of this
collection (86, 136) picturesquely describe the wedding that took

X



place in the dim distant past. The only reference to the election of
officers for the village assembly by the system of lot is contained in
this anthology (77). A rare homa in which a tortoise is offered as
oblation is narrated in verse number 361. This is the only reference:

to such a homa in the entire gamut of Cankam literature.

This collection contains many interesting episodes not found
in any other collection. The story of one Ay Eyi nan, the friend of
the birds (148, 181, 208, 396), the love story of Attan Atti and
Atimanti (222, 236, 376, 396). The story of Velliv iti (147), the
story of the poet Kapilar who fed the people of Parampu, the hill of
Pari, with the grains fetched by the parrots which he had tamed
(208, 303), the story of the elders of Ka||ur punishing a lad who
misbehaved with a virgin and the story of one E|ini whose tooth
was pulled out and fastened to the door of a fort wall at Venmani
vayil (211) and the like are significant among them. There are also
some puranic episodes. They refer to Sri Rama and Sri Krishna
(70, 59).

The day-to-day life of the various sections of the Tamil society
is well described by the poets. The customs, manners, beliefs,
religféus rituals, festivals, art forms, musical instruments, crafts,
clothing ornaments games and other aspects of culture and
civilization are portrayed in a realistic manner in this work. What
G.L. Hart lll and K.A. Nilakanta Sastri about the Cankam Literature
in general holds good to this collection.

“All the anthologies are rich in the details of everyday
. life which are neglected in most Sanskrit literature.
It is no exaggeration to say that they furnish a better
view of the daily life of the ordinary Tamilian of that
period or era of premodern India”.
- (Burten Stein (Ed), Essays on, South India, George L. Hart ll,

“Ancient Tamil Literature: lts Scholarly Past and Future”).
Xi



“Of the social and economic conditions, of the age,
the cultural ideas and ideals accepted and cherished
by the people, of the institutions and activities which
embodied and sustained them, the literature of the
Sangam gives an unusually complete and true
picture”.

— KA. Nilakanta Sastri, A History of South India

From the foregoing discussion, it can be seen that the
Akanand ru, is truly a treasure house abounding in information
pertaining to the social, political, economic, religious, ethical and
cultural phenomena.
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AKANANURU

(THE AKAM FOUR HUNDRED)

BOOK I

MANIMITAI PAVALAM

(VERSES 121 - 300)
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B)yevore_maug/
106551 LOl6BL LIGNEIT LD
121, uroe)
(Canifwne smeI0 s o LaumilioaTs CalL SMEVIDEST DG Aansvaliusg))
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0@y aufiBlips @ BHLoWTE
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o mumettr opeuii 2 (HeTEsTT QUL
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ssmeTallensd a@austl QU@BHHE06T HImTTOF55]
GeumBemm LILI(HLD 24EIsessT
amps (paellet &neTs HTGsT.

- g IGERTIT T TSI

AKANANURU

Book 11
Mggtimi{ai Pavalam
(String of gem and coral)

121. Palai
(The hero speaks to his heart hearing through the friend of the
heroine that his sweet-heart would go with him)
O my heart!
It makes us laugh.

The forest is full of monkeys
Their faces fearfully dark; e



Manimitai Pavalam 2

The wayfarers throw away the palmyra cups
Used for packing food

Which are torn by the moving wheels

Of the chariots of the warriors

Who cause pain to their enemies

And are lifted up by the whirlwind with force.
When these fly in the air like swift arrows;
Their whizzing is mistaken for the voice of its doe
By the scared buck

That calls its mate to it;

The summer persists long

Scorching the earth excessively;

The rain clouds desert the land

And move high in the sky;

Water becomes scarce day by day;

The wayfarers, for getting water

Had dug up a corner of a dried-up tank

Once used for bathing;

A strong tusker sucks up the troubled water

-- No longer potable --,

From the pit and washes the soft forehead

Of its loving mate which is there with its calf.
The mighty tusker covers its person with mire
And is now of a different hue;

It presses hard a wayside Maram

And rubs its itching body against it,

Holding with its trunk the red-stalked bunches
Of white blooms which get shaken;

It is said, our lady of soft and broad arms
Would come with us through this forest
Resting now and then

In the thinning and speckled shade

Of the Maram trees

When we fare forth seeking wealth.

- Maturai Marutan Ilanakanar



3 DSBTEIT DI
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25 Gun®w umiufl BesTiomesT
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SOUPHT LMEISTL L 6oT60T

usvpl 1g6TmTeY BGEMAHH HeTGa1.

- Ligevor
122. Kurinci
(The heroine speaks to her companion when the hero stands near the fence)
f
My friend!

Here in this ancient town
With its drunken and uproarious lads



Manimitai Pavalam

The folks sleep not,

Though no festival keeps them awake;
When if the bazaar of great foison

And other streets are in silence steeped,
Our mother of harsh and unsparing words
Slumbers not;

If she who keeps us under her surveillance
Closes her eyes in sleep,

The never-sleeping and ever-vigilant
Watchmen move about in all celerity;

When even they who carry bright spears at times choose to sleep

The dogs of pointed teeth howl and bark;
Even when the loud-mouthed dogs cease to bark,
The great moon spreads its rays

In the sky and makes the night appear as day;
Should the moon set in the western hill

And if dense darkness engulfs the world

In the mid-night,

When ghouls roam about,

The strong-beaked owls, .
Questing after the rats in the house,

Hoot and screech, creating panic in our heart.
If the owls dwelling in the holes of trees keep silent,
The bantams shriek with their ringing voice;
If on a lucky day

When all these hurdles cease to be,

Then alas, the hero enthroned in our heart
Does not turn up;

Such is our clandestine love

Like unto the protective forest full of rocks
At Urantai, the capital of Tittan

Girt with forted walls,

Who owns sturdy steeds

That gambado with ease

Whilst their bells tinkle!

- Paranar
A
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Manimitai Pavalam V 6
123. Palai
(The hero speaks to his heart on his way to earn-wealth)

O my heart!

The path we intend to tread is hilly;

Here the strong wild elephants

That move in herds in the narrow foot-paths
Amidst the close hill-range

Lose all their strength and vigour

And look like the Jain ascetics*

With their shrunken stomatch-

The result of long penance-,

And their unwashed person

In the extreme summer heat;

You have neither resolved

To tread this path and earn wealth

Nor to stay at home content

Enjoying the company of your sweetheart
Whose tresses can be arranged in five different ways,
Since you dread penury so much.

My heart! You deserve pity! May you live long!
To come by wealth

You fail to stick firmly to a single decision

But vacillate greatly

Like the waves in the big ocean

That wash ashore the shrimps

. And return with garlands

(Abandoned on the shore)

At the wide ford

Where the river Cauvery -- in whose spate

The long bamboo rod rowing the raft gets totally immersed --,
Enters the sea,

Of the great Colas of boundless munificence
Who wield long well-oiled spears of dazzling leaves
And countless shields dark as rainclouds.

- Kavirippiim Pattinattu Karikannanar

* The fact that the Jain monks avoided taking bath is attested by Manimekalai also.
(Ref. Manimekalai, canto III line ?1)
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Manimitai Pavalam 8

124. Mullai

(The hero speaks to his charioteer)

O Charioteer!

I am sure,

If foes pay their tributes-

Fine ornaments and elephants--,

And bow at our lord’s feet

And take leave of him,

Our lord, with his immense army,

Which is burdensome even unto the earth,

Will return to his capital, this evening itself.

I wish it were so far it will spell good,

For my beloved that awaits me

In her well-furnished bed

In our mansion of great beauty

Ignoring her sorrow

Ha, she will be delighted.

Eke will it rid me of the misery of my war-camp.
May you drive your horse of well-trimmed manes
And decorated golden caparison

Shining like lightning,

Directing their speedy course

With your dexterous manual manipulation of the reins
Scaring away the honey-sucking bees

On the way fragrant with the blooms of jasmine
Which are unpetalled by the abundant winter-rain,
To reach our mansion in our capital

Protected by high fortress with battlements
‘Where the roaring sound of the evening drum
Beaten by the palace guards

Echoes in the expansive terrace.

- Maturai Aruvai Vanikan Ilavttanar
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- Lygevorst.

125. Palai

(The companion of the heroine speaks to the northerly being
apprlsed of the return of the hero)

O northern wind!

The ripened buds of Inka.\, like the seeds,

Of Iravam bloom into white flowers like unto hail
And are scattered everywhere;

The buds of Kuvalai full of pollen
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Like the black beard of the chameleon
Of pointed tail, unfold;

Like the elephants of sleepless eyes,
Broad feet and large mouth which are
Freed from the flow of must,

The clouds which turned barren

After pouring heavily in every corner,
Float in the densely dark-blue sky,

In the inky-dark mid-night

Causing sufferings to lives.

You are blowing too chill, and torture
Those unfortunate lonely women,
Unmindful of their poor strength
Though you hate them not.

Our lover went on duty-

So sacred and godly and worshipful-,
Causing the beautiful armlets
Wrought by filing the conches,

Fall off the arms of this lady,

To crown with fruition the family life
Now incomplete.

If only he returns soon,

I am sure,

You will turn your back on us,

Like those nine princes

Devoid of all honour

Who threw their royal umbrellas

And took to their heels

Unable to face Karikal*

In the battle of Vakaipparantalai,

The Cola monarch

Of very great prosperity, endowed
With his horses of great speed
Looking beautiful with their spread—out manes,
And large army

That would, encamp anywhere

And cause panic to the foes and conquer them.

- Parapar

* Karikal Valavan was one of the most celebrated Tamil monarchs of the ancient
Tamil country.
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126. Marutam

(The hero speaks to himself after having stood behind the
companion of his sweet-heart expecting her favour)

O my heart! :
You stand languishing after the young and red-lipped las
Whose words are psittaceously sweet.
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Whose collyrium-fed, large battling eyes
Are like a lovely pair of carp,

Whose nimbus-like dark and dangling hair’
Decked with bright flower-bunches

Can be done into five different ways

And whose waist is fulgurant.

Believing your own words

And brooding on manifold things

You cause yourself to be distressed.

Anni fought with Titiyan

Coveting his Punnai tree*

Of golden bunches of fragrant blossoms
Much against the counsel '

Of Evvi of countless spears

And got killed in the battle.

Titiyan was the lord of a fecund region
Full of prosperous villages.

There, the daughter of the fishers

Whose naval is beauteous

And whose words are sweet

Does not accept measures of aging paddy
But takes the Kalanku-like pearls

And precious jewels in the bazaar

Where streamers waft and liquor abounds,
In exchange for Valai of fleshy feelers
Netted in the early dawn by her brothers
Who went at mid-night of dense darkness
For fishing in the deeps of the Cauvery
Which has stretches of dark sand

And which in spate erodes the sea-shore.
Water gushing from the top of the mountain
Courses its way flooding

And washing away the flowers

That burgeoned during the previous day
And the ford of the Cauvery is bright with such flowers.
Would you die at last like that Anni?

- Nakkirar

* The Punnai tree was the totemic tree of Titiyan. The totemic trees were sacred
and they were supposed to protect the clans of rulers.
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127. Palai

(The companion of the heroine consoles her friend during her
pangs of separation)

Oy friend!

May you prosper!

Our flawless lover now abides

In a foreign land of an alien tongue

Where Malavas who are born-fighters

And who have adorned their hair, twisted and curly,
With soft bunches of red-stalked flowers

Of Maram tree of dark trunk,

Hold in their left hands their bows

And look for the strangers

In the path, fearful and branching.

Yet he would not choose to stay there

Beyond the appointed time

And cause us to pine alone;

He will not cause us

Grow weak and our minds get bewildered,
Even if he should come by

That great wealth reckoned as Ampal,*

Which became muck and mud

As Ceralatan of victorious drum

Abandoned it there 3
In the foreyard of Mantai, his prosperous capital.
Ceralatan was one,

Who sailed his ship amidst the sea,

Cut down the katampu tree of his foes,

And like his forefathers 4

Inscribed his emblem - the curved bow-,

On the Himalayas.

The wealth comprised goodly and precious ornaments,
An auric statue of a goddess and brilliants
Which his vanquished foes paid as tributes.

- Mamulanar

* Ampal - term used to denote limitlessness. Its equivalent in Sanskrit is kumutam.
There are other words as Vellam (flood) and Tamarai (lotus) also.
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128. Kurinci

(The heroine speaks to her friend to be overheard
by the hero who stands by the fence)

O my friend!

May you prosper!

The bustle in the commonyard has died out
And the houses are steeped in silence.

Should the mid-night too come

Carrying with it murderous wickedness,

Our love-sickness will swell

Dwarfing even the sea

And spread beyond its limits.

When our plight is such,

Our goodly heart stands bewildered

And is gone out of control.

It has not recked either you or me.

It has gone away to support

The weary feet of our lover - the lord of a woodland --,
Watching with all care

When he treads through the forest

Adorning himself with

Garlands of Kuvalai blossoms

Which unpetalled in the narrow-mouthed springs
And which are buzzed by a swarm of bees,

In the darkness,

The path beset with many a deep pit

And rendered impassable

By the heavy downpour-

That dreaded path,

Which is a narrow passage in the hills
Looking like a rope across the elephant’s back.

- Kapilar
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129. Palai
(The companion of the heroine speaks to her grieving friend)

O my friend of beauteous and short tresses
And choice jewels!

Our lover was afraid that he would grieve
Parted from you

And so remained with you

During the dreadful midnight.

Such a one has now unbosomed himself to me.
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Thus he spake:
It is a well-nigh impassable path
Through the wilderness,
Where a buck beholds the grains
That had shed from a swaying bamboo-cluster,
Forgets to eat grass
And calls its loving mate;
There is a dilapidated hut near a boulder
Where flourishes in a pot, cotton plant;
A cock-pokil splits open
The swollen abdomen of the unripe cotton-fruit
And feeds its Joving mate therewith.
The downy cotton seeds dropped by the bird
Are collected by the poor women
To preserve them for many a day;
It is a hamlet given to frequent fights
- Where the Malavas of sharp weapons
And foot-wear, lift away the kine
Of the villagers
Causing them to lament, their hands placed on their heads
In utter helplessness;
Then they slaughter the corpulent cows
And eat their cooked flesh
And quaff the clear water
From the springs.
It is not hard for me
To tread through this wilderness
Companied with this girl,
Who wears well-wrought jewels
And bangles of artistic excellence
And who has bamboo-like shoulders,
Honey-smelling tresses
And collyrium-fed eyes
Looking like kuvalai blooms.”
As such, where is the chance for him
To forget you and stay in a far-off land?

- Kutavayil Kirattanar
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130. Neytal

20

(The hero speaks to his companion who criticised him)

My friend!

May you prosper!

Please hear me!

Korkai is the seaport of the Pantiyar*

Of goodly chariots;

There are high sand-dunes rich in Muntakam
Whopse ruddy stalks are covered with fine pollen
And whose buds are luxuriant;

Along the sandy shore,

There are Talai shrubs

Whose tops look like the disarrayed heads of ghouls,
And whose trunks are scaley;

Their abdominous and flawless buds unfold
And are protected by the long outer petals
Of tooth-like thorns;

The fragrance of these blossoms

- Overcomes the foul smell of the ocean;

The collyrium - fed beautiful eyes, in the lustrous face
Of my sweetheart would excel in beauty

The Neytal flowers that unfold afresh,

By the buzzing of the bees

In the curved creeks

In front of this ford at Korkai

Where dashing breakers wash ashore

Cool and shining pearls

That obstruct the passage of beauteous steeds
By inflicting wounds on their feet.

If you could behold

The charming glance of her eyes,

You would not condemn me

As you do now.

- Vennakanar

* Korkai was famed for its pearls which were in great demand in foreign countries

like Rome.
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131. Palai

(The hero speaks to his heart that urges him to come by wealth)

O my heart!
The wildemnes is hazardous and fearful;
There, the Vetci warriors* whose never-failing arrows
Whizz through the air
Lift and lead away at early dawn
The kine of their foes
Through the fearful and red-soiled paths;
Their calves become weary
Of their walking with their mothers
~ The long distance
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And so stay behind;

Then the Karantai warriors**

Restore them to their mothers

And thus wipe off their tears

That flow down from the corners of their eyes
Though some fall dead in that attempt;

For them are installed hero-stones

With their names and deeds inscribed on them;
Beside them are planted their spears,

Their tops covered with their shields.

Such shining memorials

Adorned with peacock plumes

Are now beheld in every path

Which present the look of a battle field.

Our love has cool tresses;

They are dark and dense and hang low at her back;
They are adorned with a wreath, thick and cool;
The unpetalled flowers of the wreath

Are buzzed by a swarm of bees;

They look like the green and soft and dense
Foliage of Trikai tree

Which is sky-high and dark-trunked.

If you affirm that benevolence is greater

Than this, my love, and importune me

To go with you

Through such a fearful wilderness,

I would only say this:

“I won’t go with you,

I wish well of your mission.”

- Maturai Marutan llanakanar
* Vetci warriors: the abacters of cattle

** Karantai warriors: Those who are engaged in redeeming the cattle
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132. Kurinci

(The companion of the heroine leaves her in the trysting place and urges
- the hero to marry her friend betimes)

O chief whose chest is adorned

With jewels which are wrought

With artistic excellence!

In your hill - range,

The seasonal clouds now pour

Their first shower;

The short-winged bees kindle

The closed buds in the spacious springs;
They suck the pollen

Of the spreading bunches of Verikai flowers
And slumber inside the folded flowers of honeyed Kantal,
And dream as if they enjoy

The must that flows

From the big cheek of an elephant.

This Kurava girl,

Is sister of foresters

Whose spears had torn the faces

And must-flowing cheeks of tuskers;

The foresters eat their food

With white-hued fat;

This girl of swaying gait,

Has bamboo-like shoulders, soft and beauteous;
Her cool eyes have comely brows;

If you care for her,

Please wed her, and take her

To your village, which is pleasant to live in.
The ripe millet ears

That dropped down their heads

Have now been harvested;

Her unbounded love-sickness

Has robbed the brightness and charm

Of her forehead;

This village observes her forehead

And utters words of derision

‘Which she merits not.

24

- Tayankannanar
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133. Palai
(The heroine tells her friend that she can bear the pangs of separation)

My friend!

Our lover passed through a wilderness

Teeming with bucks of twisted horns

And their loving mates

Which delight in eating

The spriped Maral that grows in the moist eminence
Amidst the waste-land

Of the country of Milai* where the ripe buds of Vetci
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That resemble the sharp clews of the Cival bird
And the blossoms of Kuruntu

In the gardnes made by deforestation,

Lie scattered on the rock.

He addressed me thus:

“On my way is a small hill

Girt with new-made gardens

Amidst meadows dotted with green bushes
Which thrive thanks to the seasonal showers;
On the hill-top crawl white clouds

Like whipped-up cotton;

In the stubborn glebe full of red-stones

The bearded mole-rats, whose eyes are Kunri-like,
Whose hairs are brightly white

And whose legs are soft,

Burrow and bring out

The loosened soil on which

Are shed the Venkai-flowers --

Whose burgeoing is an indicant

Of the matrimonial season --,

And cause the ground

Look beauteous like the place

Where the Velan enacts his frenzied dance.**
Beside such a hill-side,

There flows a sweet-watered wild river;

Its surface is thick with Kaya flowers, faded and charcoal-like
And blazing Ilavu blossoms;

Can you accompany me

Whose thirst during his journey

Is but allayed by the spray

Blown by the wind from the river far away.

- Uraiyur Maruttuvan T amotaranar

* Milai - Defensive forest around a city or country

** Frenzied dance: Veriyattu in Tamil. It was a ritual conducted to appease Lord °
Murukan who was believed to be the cause of the grief of the heroine.
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134. Mullai

(The hero speaks to the charioteer)

The murky clouds pregnant with water
Abide at sky inaugurating the rainy season;
Thanks to the never-failing downpours

The woods have gained a new charm;
Amidst the sapphire - like beauteous Kaya blooms,
The cochineal insects of ruddy backs

Spread out crawling;

Good many a blossom

Shed by the Jasmine vines

Also get mixed with them

To cause the red-soiled meadow

Look like a painting drawn by a skilled artist;
O charioteer! Avoid goading

Our prideful horses of rhythmic gallop,

Each endowed with a pair of exquisitely symmetrical legs!
Let them but trot!

Let not the sound cf our moving chariot
Drawn by fleeting steeds

Annoy and disturb

The union at midnight

Of a buck -- of spiralling horns

Very like the plantain-stem

All bereft of the big and ripe sheaths

And holding the conical bud alone at its tip --,
With its beloved mate --

A beauteous doe of shapely legs.

- Cittalaiccatanar
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135. Palai

(The grieving heroine speaks to her friend)

O my friend of great beauty!

Our lover trod through a wilderness

Dotted with Iruppai trees of trembling tender leaves;
Their blossoms are tubular, white and folded,

And they resemble the dice of Kalanku*

Carved out of ivory

And they are seen scattered on the rocks

Assailed by the summer-heat and swift-flowing wind.
My heart that trusted him

Is now greatly bewildered

Very like the citizens of Kaluvul’s” Kamur*

That was jointly besieged by the V&l chiefs fourteen in number,
Who were experts in murderous wars,

And who were endowed with everlasting renown
And who possessed spread-out umbrellas which were sky-high.
My charming sallow complexion

And tender leaf-like beauty have disappeared;

The pallor resembling

The fresh blossoms of Pirku

That creeps over the bushes

Has robbed my forehead of its lustre; -

My cool and collyrium-fed eyes

Are now full with tears;

My grief has crossed all bounds;

My wisdom has deserted me

And I am greatly distressed

Like Atimanti,

Who lost her lover (in the freshes of the Cauvery).

* Kalanku - A game of girls played using small pieces of stone.

30

- Paranar

A Kaluvul - A shepherd-chief of great renown. He is spoken in verses 71 and 88

of the Patirruppattu (Ten tens) that glorifies the Céra rulers.
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136. Marutam
(The hero speaks to his heart when his wife is sulking unduly)

The aged and wise kin

Were fed with boundless liberality;

They were served with food, white

And minced with meat,

Cooked flawlessly and soaked in ghee;

The omens were auspicious;

In the great sky, beautous and expansive,

Which was flooded with bright light,

The moon entered the house of Rokini*

That marked the auspicious day for wedding;

The wedding house was decorated

And gods were worshipped;

The wedding drums rumbled

Together with huge Muracus”;

The women, who gave the ceremonial bridal bath to the bride,
Disappeared all at once from the scene,

After casting their unwinking look

At her, with their sharp eyes;

The forked leaves with coarse dorsal side

Of the soft-flowered Vakai

And the cool and fragrant buds-

In the doll-like rhizome of Aruku grass,

Of dark blades resembling blue gems, newly washed,
Which had grown well, in the lowland

Thanks to the first shower, and which was eaten by adolescent calves,
And the kin tied it as a protective cord

To the bride’s wrist;

The pretty belle was robed in her wedding garments;
The kin crowded around her

With affection and presented her to me,

Adorning her with ornaments

And fanning her who was sudating

In the sand-spread pandal

Which was full of jubilant noise

Like the roar of the rain-clouds

On the first night,

My beloved of ever endearmg chastity
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Who is the very abode of my soul

Had concealed her entire body

With a new and unrumpled garment;

I approached her and removed

The garment with great eagerness saying,
“Your fresh garments have caused

Your crescent-like forehead to sudate much;
Uncover your visage for a while

So that wind may play over it and dry it.”

At that, her body dazzled

Like a sword unsheathed!

She knew not to conceal herself

But covered her parts which ought to be covered
With the help of her long and dense tresses,
That had been adorned

With choice blossoms buzzed by bees

And that wore the thick and colourful wreaths
Wrought with the petals plucked from the Ampal blooms;
She but dropped her head down

All at once in joyous bashfulneess!

- Virrurru Miteyinanar

* Rokini - The wheel-star whose association with the full moon is considered to
be the most appropriate time for wedding.

Note: The wedding rituals described in this poem and also in poem with the serial
number 86 of this anthology offer clear evidence to prove that the ancient Tamil
marriage was not officiated by Vedic brahmins as in later days.
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137. Palai

(The companion of the heroine speaks to her friend who is afraid
that her lover will part from her)

Even though our lover has not yet taken
To the paths of jungle-rivers in the wilderness,
Where the tuskers mistake
The small puddles dug by wayfarers
In th mud for securing water
For the foot-prints of their loving mates
And move away after touching
And smelling them with their trunks,
Your forehead stands, its charm robbed of;
It now looks desolate,
Like the thicket of flowers and foliage
Where the ovens no more smoke
. Since the Pankuni* festival is over
In the honey-smelling island grove,
Which is cool and full of beautiful silvern sand
And which is amidst the great Cauvery river,
The banks of which lie eroded
By the flowing water --
At Uraiyur** which abounds in sweet and strong liquor,
And which is the capital of the truimphant Colar,
Who possess martial drums,
Which proclaim their martial victory.
Your arms were charming
Like the tall bamboo-stems
On the hill of Celiyan
Of strong chariots,
Who is a great warrior
And who is the lord of the clear-watered sea
Which abounds in unbored pearls;
They have now lost their charm.
I a:n greatly distressed, my friend!

- Uraiyir Mutukuttanar

* Pankuni - the months of March - April.
**Uraiyur or Urantai is at present a part of Tiruccirappalli town.
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138. Kurinci

(The heroine speaks to her friend to be overhead by the hero)

O my beloved friend!

Please hearken to me.

Our lover, who is the lord of a goodly hill

Affirmed and reaffirmed that he would wed us soon;

My heart for ever contemplates with concern

The path that he takes to, to come to our trysting place

At dead of night; it is extensive and hazardous;

It is infested with many a cleft

Where dense darkness conceals every path

And makes it impassable and where a serpent mistakes a beetle
That sucks honey from the fresh Kantal blossoms

Of luxuriant petals for its gem it had spat out earlier*

By reason of its charming hue.

As I grieved a little when my collyrium-fed Kuvalai-like eyes
Were filled with crystalline tears,

Our mother grew suspicious;

I fear that she would arrange for the frenzied dance in our house;
If so, Lord Murukan, the fearaful god would be invoked

For his visit to our house; the Vélan would adorn himself

With garlands of neem leaves, green and fragrant,

And dark-hued Kuvalai blooms;

He would sing the glory of the Katampu tree and the elephant-mount
Of Lord Murukan and dance, swaying his body every now and then
Throughout th night, holding in his hand the Lord’s garland
Of palmyra blades and Katampu blossoms,

To the rhythms of the sweet musical instruments

Resounding harmoniously like the uproarious clouds

Dropping down from the lofty peaks of the Potiyil,

The hill of Pantiyan of sea-like army and long spears

Of shapely leaves.

Would the frenzied dance be becoming at all?

- Eluppanri Nakan Kumaranar

* The ancient Tamils believed that the serpent possessed a precious gem which it
spat out while seeking its prey at night.
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139. Palai

(The heroine speaks to her companion during the separation of her lover)

O my beloved friend of shapely forehead!
The clouds darkened

As though they slumbered

And flashd forth splitting the heavens

As though they winked their eyes;

They spread out everywhere, scaling the sky
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And carrying water;
They rumbled non-stop
And caused even the earth’s bosom
To quake in fear;
The nimbi quick with water deliver
Their child -- the heavy downpour;
Now this is the last day of the rainy season;
The polluted mother*, namely,
The white-hued clouds
Which had poured for many a day
Are crawling atop the sky-high mountain
At early dawn, that looks charming
With the bushes glittering in the morning sun-light;
Now, a buck whose back is white-hued,
And whose horns are twisted
Grazes the Aruku grass,
Quaffs abundantly the water
From the cool, fragrant pool
And abides in joy with its beauteous mate
Beneath the shade densely dark,
Of a Pitavam tree of blown flowers
Beside a long stretch of sand-dunes;
The beauteous cochineal insects,
In hue like the red lac
Are seen aplently,
- All crawling in groups
As if arranged artificially,
In the damp ground,
Where the rain water had earlier flowed;
This is the season
That he marked for his return --
- The season when the massed rain-clouds
Rumble, winged with lightning.
If he has not returned even at this hour,
What may his plight be now, O my friend!

- Itaikkatanar

* Every Indian mother observes a period of pollution after delivery.
The Tamil mother observes pollution for sixteen days. On the last day, the
new-born baby is named followed by certain rituals.
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140. Neytal

(The hero, parting from his love after his first union with her,
speaks to his confidant)

O my friend!

My object of love is a clanswoman

Dear to the salt-vendors

Who goad their draught bulls with sticks
And cause them pull the carts

Freighted with white and crystalline salt --
The produce of the murky creeks
Gathered by the fishers, not by any tillage;
The fishers dwell in small villages

And live fishing in the expansive sea.

The salt-vendors hawk their merchandise
As they march and cross mountains
Which have suffered fissures by reason
Of intense heat.

As she moved into the street

Swinging her hands

Her ornate and colourful bangles tinkled;
She announced thus : “We barter the white
Crystals of salt for paddy,

The measure of exchange being the same.”
A domestic dog, roused by the alien voice

Bgan to bark;

At this, fear seized her eyes -- a lovely
Pair of battling carp.

It is those eyes that have sorely grieved me
And I heave hot sighs

Very like the bulls yoked to a cart

And held in lash by her father

At the time when they painfully drag
The cart struck in the old mire

Which is dark like the shadow of smoke
That issues from the forest

Which is burnt by the foresters

To convert it into arable land.

- Ammiuvanar

Note: The salt-vendors are called ‘Umanar’ in Tamil. They are held as the fore
fathers of the affluent merchant community of the Ramnad district of Tamilnadu.
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141. Palai

(The heroine speaks to her companion who worries that she will not bear
the pangs of separation)

My friend!

Itayaru is a town in the domain of Karikalan
The truimphant monarch of high renown

Who supports his hapless subjects;

At this town, a newly-wedded lass --

Of cool and fragrant tresses

Which are well-dried and adorned

With dense and fresh and flawless flowers
And treated with sweet-smelling unguent --,

In the wedding house, abounding in food,
Places the milk-filled vessel

On the burning oven of many knobs

And then in the company of her young mates
Whose tresses are short, and whose bangles are small,
Pluck out from the vast field

The well-ripe ears of paddy

Pours the grains into a mortar

And strikes with force v
Using a pestle wrought of dark and hard wood,
To prepare beaten rice;

Scared by the pounding noise,

A white heren of advanced pregnancy

Avoids perching on the high leaf

Of the banana tree with a sweet bunch of fruit
And wings slowly to a tall-trunked mango tree.
To come by wealth,

Equal to that prosperous city of Itayaru

Our lover trod through the paths

Amidst a wilderness

Dotted with hamlets in the range

Of the Venkatam hill

Of lofty peaks, bright and honey-smelling,
Where monkeys joyfully leap out

Shedding the fragrant, beauteous and fresh blossoms
Of high-branched Narantam trees
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Causing them fall

Amidst the flowers of Veérkai trees on the hill,
Whose hue resembles the hue of leapord
Of manifold dots.

May he come back soon,

To celebrate with us

The festival which is observed by all folks
Who, gathering together

Light the streets with lamps

And hang garlands everywhere

In our hoary and triumphant village.

That is a festival observed at mid-night
Free from darkness,

When the full moon glows bright
Revealing clearly its leporine stain,

In the unclouded expansive heavens.
During that season

The ploughshares are idle_

And the husmbandmen cease to labour
And the rainy season is over.

- Nakkirar

Note: The Kartikai festival is celebrated by the Saivites with great enthusiasm. It
is the light-festival conducted in honour of Lord Shiva and also Lord Murukan.
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142. Kurinci

(The hero addresses his heart while parting from the heroine
after his nocturnal tryst)

O my heart! May you prosper!

Mantaran Porayan Katurik is the lord of an irresistable force and elephants
Ever-triumphant; as a patron of suppliants, he excelled all other kings,
He was hailed by poets of lofty wisdom

Whose tongues were beauteous, ruddy and soft like thee Ilavu-blossoms:
May your heart be filled with boundless joy

Like the begging bowls of the suppliants

Who call on him, singing his praise;

In this densely dark mid-night

When even the fishes of the sea are asleep,

Came here our sweetheart and embraced us so passwnately

That her bangles left on our body their impress,

The while she articulated sweet words

Like the strumming of the well-twisted strings of a yal;

As she walked gently, she resembled

A splendrous doll of exquisite craftsmanship

That was learning to walk;

Her wreaths were wrought of mountain-blooms

From which fell down flowers dripping with honey,

Assailed by the pouring rain; they resembled the golden sparkles

That issued when a smith was at work in his smithy;

Her forearms were decked with bangles, argent and crystalline;

They were shapely to boot; her dark and dense hair

Was like unto the murky river-sand

When the flow of water thereon decreased;

Those tresses danced with her bijou jewels

Which she wore on her nape;

She walked slowly, apprehensive of public exposure,

Similar to the triumphant clamour of the battle-field

Where the dance of victory was enacted

By the ever-truthful Miiili

Who sacrificed to the frightful and unsatiable ghouls

That abode at Pali of Nannan who would not swerve from righteous governance
And whose elephants, received as tribute,

Had legs resembling mortars; it was this Minili

Who, after vanquishing and killing the famed Atikan

The saviour of the birds that enacted the dance of bright sword.

- Paranar
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143. Palai

(The companion of the heroine importunes the hero to abandon his
Jjourney in quest of wealth)

Sir,

It is a well-nigh impassable path

In a hot montane region

Where the fierce sun-rays scorch

Beyond endurance and despoil the forest

And where the westerly assails

The densely growing teak trees in the hill-range
And causes their manifold and broad and faded foliage
Fall down noisily leaving the high branches bare,
And where the strong wild fire

Bormn of dried-up bushes

Grows tall fanned by the blowing wind

And rises high with dazzling flames

And roars entering the clefts and caves

In the mountain.

The very few words articulated to her

That you intended to tread such a waste

Have caused this girl’s eyes get bedewed with tears
And they now resemble

The blooms of cool and fragrant water lily

That burgeon by the spray of water

Of the deep spring in the wide rock

On the Kutirai-mountain

Whose peaks are clad with clouds;

It is in the realm of Pittan

Who wields a never-failing sword

And who wears a beauteous heroic anklet

And who is the warrior of Vanavan*®
Renowned for his blameless and fierce wars
And who showers upon his suppliants

Lovely jewels.

1 grieve for her, O great one!

- Alamperi Cattnar
Vanavan: One of the names of the Cera line of rulers. x
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144. Mullai

(The hero crowned with success, addresses his heart as though
it is intended for his charioteer)

O my heart, may you prosper!

“My friend of choice jewels!

The day that our lover marked

For his return, is now gone;

His affirmations have proved to be false;

Tears have not stopped pouring

From our eyes, streaked red and touched with khol;
With the advent of the cool rainy season,
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The sharp-tipped and silvery buds
Have burgeoned in the green Mullai creepers;
Our lover has even forgotten our tresses
That have lost their beauty

Of being adorned with flower-wreaths;
Let him turn merciless

If he chooses to be so;

He is not even afraid

Of violating dharma.”

Thus would complain our beloved

To her companion

About trivial lapses of ours

And grieve a lot.

Yet she would feel elated

As though she had a resentless union with us
Causing her cool and fragrant

Wreaths of flowers get crushed,

Should she hear from our kin,

Who rush there from here,

Of the wealth -- our victory

Got by destroying the foes

In the battle-field

In which the blood that is stagnant

In the hoof-prints of horses

Shines in every place

Like unto the heavenly stars.

It is the blood caused to gush out

From the bodies of the foes

By our warriors who rose up

From their martial camps

Eager to give battle

And who annihilated their foes

With their swords whose pointed tips
Got blunted in the process.

In these camps are musty tuskers

Which unafraid, whirl and trumpet

As though in response to the rumbling
Of thunderbolts of the sky.

- Maturai Alakkar Nalalar Makanar Mallanar
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145. Palgi
(The lament of the nurse)

It is said that my pitiable daughter eloped

With her lover through a wilderness

Where there are villages that lie widowed of their charm
Owing to aestival heat.

There are dried-out trees of hallow trunks;

From their holes, cicadas make tinkling noise

Like chariot-bells;

On these trees are seen; fatigued, and slow-moving chameleons
Of golden-hued heads.

The wildemness is extensive and dotted with white Nemai trees;
In the path hard to tread,

And without human traffic,

A tusker receives grievous wounds

And the speckles of its visage get bruised and blood gushes out;
It trumpets thunder-like on the high mountain-peak.

Her father is a prosperous man

Who lives a full life;

His house is spacious abounding in food-stuffs;

There, the gay peacocks shriek with Kuruku birds,

Which trumpet like tuskers;

Drums are sounded there non-stop;

In such a house,

When my darling walked but a few steps, all gently,

Felt pained;

(When once) I caught hold of her short and dense tresses
Together with the flower-wreath adorning them,

And mercilessly beat her,

The stick I used got smashed;

My daughter of tranquil eyes

Stood unflinching, as though the beaten back was someone else’s.
-May those cruel hands of mine

Which beat her undergo sufferings

Very like Titiyan’s old Punnai*

Of huge trunk and soft and lovely bunches of flowers

Cut down by Anni of lofty renown

At the battle-field of Kurukkai Parantalai.

- Kayamanar

* Reference to the Punnai of Titiyan is found in verse no:126 of this collection.

-
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146. Marutam

(The heroine speaks to the Panan who calls on her as the hero’s messenger)

He is the chief of a fecund village

Which is dinsome and jubilant.

There a he-buffalo, strong and lordly,

Enters a cool tank, rich in blossoms,

And wallows thither throughout the day.
Then he visits the gardens in the company

Of a goodly and young she-buffalo

Of innocent looks, for grazing

And then stays in the corn-field.

You say his chariot of tinkling bells

Did not visit for a long time

The streets of hetairas of dazzling jewels.

If so, who is she, my friend,

The pitiable one, decked with glittering jewels
Who, like myself, does not bother to take care
Of her beauty fostered by her mother

With utmost care?

Who then is she whose eyes,

Agitated like unto the rain-drenched flowers
Assailed by blowing wind,

Rain tears and wet her breasts

Causing bewilderment to her mates and others?
Lo, she has believed the words of the deceitful gigolo!

- Uvarkkanpiir Pullankiranar
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147. Palai

(The heroine speaks to her friend when she learns through her of the intended
Jjourney of the hero in quest of wealth)

O my friend!

I resent many things and abstain from food;

My starving has weakened me

And I am at the threshold of death.

My arms have lost their former charm;

I spend everyday grieving for the separation of my lover;
As I find no medicine for my grief,

I but exit all deedless.

So, like Velliviti,*

I have firmly resolved to go in quest of my lover
Through the branching paths, interminably long,
Where a leopard of its mouth wide open

And body brightly spotted

Sharply listens to the masculine voice

Of a buck of twisted antlers

Intending to kill it

To appease the hunger of its famished mate
That lies in a cleft near a boulder

After having littered three cubs,

Whose curved claws are still veiled by the skin
And which look like

The fragrant leaves of Vernkai

Distinctly placed in serried order;

Such Verikai blooms burgeon along with Pitavu flowers
In the high hill-range.

(It is through this path I mean to travel).

- Avvaiyar

* A woman poet of the ancient Tamil Nadu. Poems bearing the serial numbers 45
and 362 are her compositions.
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148. Kurinci

(The companion of the heroine requests the hero to visit
his beloved during evening)

O chief,

You are the lord of a mountainous country

Where an elephant in the mountain,

Cool and fragrant, destroys trees and charges a tigere

Causing it to growl in pain and then plunders

The extensive field of the tiny millet crop.

That elephant, murderous, wrathful and proud of its immense strength
Is endowed with a huge, mighty and comely trunk;

Its tusks are upturned and its cheeks stream with must buzzed by bees.
May you come here during evening through the path

Full of small gravel by the hill where roam huge tuskers

~ That graze the young bamboo shoots growing in the groves.
Boundless is this girl’s agony.

It is akin to the agony of the owl which in broad day-light grieved

In its hole alone as it coud not attend the funeral (during day time)
When Ay Eyinan* of swift-footed horses fell dead

When he fought with Minili of tall chariots.

¢ - Paranar

*Ay Eyinan is regarded as the friend of birds. This fact is spoken in another poem
also. (208)
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149. Palai

(The hero addresses his heart, and abandons his intended
Jjourney in pursuit of wealth)

O my heart!

My you prosper.

My beloved has eyes which are tranqull

Cool and red-streaked;

They resemble a pair of Kuvalai-blossoms

Placed side by side --

Blossoms which are long-stalkd and buzzed by bees
And which blossomed in the deep spring

On the hill of ceaseless festivals

Where reigns Lord Murukan of high renown

Who holds a banner of ocellated peacock.

That hill is west of Kutal*

The city in whose streets streamers waft.

It is the capital of the martial Celiyan;

He rides a princely tusker

And he besieged the prosperous port of Muciri

Of great din and bustle,

Captured it and took possession of a god’s idol;
Mugciri is a prosperous city

To which the vessels of the Yavanas

Built with care by skilled ship-builders,

Come laden with gold and return laden with pepper,
Agitating the foaming waters

Of the great Culli river of the Céra kings.

Even if I were to come by with ease,

Very great riches, obtainable only by strenuous efforts,
After crossing an extensive wilderness

Where herds of heavy-handed bears

Cull the white pith for food

From tall termite-hills wrought with great effort
By the tiny termites, gorge on it and when satiated,
Proceed to eat the tubular and white flowers

Of the Iruppai trees,

The trunks of which look desolate,

I will not go with you

Suffering her eyes to get tear-bedewed.

- Erukkattar Tayankanpanar
* The hill referred to here is Tiruppayankunram, one of the six abodes of Murukan.
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150. Neytal

(The companion of the heroine importunes the hero to web her friend)

Our mother keenly observed my friend’s hair comely and fit for plaiting;
She observed too, the golden spots scattered on her bosom
And her breasts whose areolar nipples rise stiff and pierce het breast-band;
She repeatedly said: ““You are immensely enchanting”.
She embraced her supple arms with utmost affection and tightened her
surveillance after prolonged cogitation.
Ours is a wide ford where the conches graze and the swift-moving sword-fish
Of ensiform horns roam in the creeks; here blow Neytal,
Densely petalled and ocellate together with the honeyed Cerunti;
* The gem-like petals of flowers fold in the evening and in the morn,
They unfold together with the cool and nectarine Kavi;
Whenever my friend beholds these creeks and groves,
Her heart grows confused with many a thought and she hates
All that is dear to her;
O chief whose chest is adorned with garlands,
Even when you part from her
Her heart but aches for your speedy return!

s - Antarmakan Kuruvalutiyar
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151. Palai
(The grieving heroine speaks when her lover is away in quest of wealth)

O my friend!
May you prosper.
Our lover crossed a wilderness
Rich in short-trunked Ulincil trees
Whose forked branches are looking like
Horns of a buck dotted and striped
Which are just emerging.
The well-ripened pods in the clusters
On the branches of those trees
Rattle like the drum --
The drum that sounds wondrously --,
When a dansuse dances,
Whenever the violent wind blows.
There are heaps of gravel on whose rough surface
A scanty shde is cast by a cactus
From whose thorny base, a lizard, the sylvan oracle,*
With its tiny and ruddy tongue
Plays the role of the fortuneteller for the wayfarers
With its voice, clear like the tinkling bell.
Our hero resolved thus:
They indeed are the poor
Who foster not their dependants
And are unable to thrive in a joyous life
Linked with the company of those dear to them!
So, goaded by a heart to earn immense wealth
He had parted from us as well as grace.

- Kavalmullaipputarattanar

* The oracular nature of the lizard is mentioned in the following verses in this
anthology: 9,88,289,351,387.
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152. Kurinci
(The hero addresses his heart, having met with his sweetheart)

O my heart!

Our sweetheart arrived here

To cure us of our boundless love-sickness
That shook us all the while;



Manimitai Pavalam 68

Now she returns to her house

In the hamlet by the hill;

Her tresses, fit to be dressed in five different styles
Resemble the plumage of the gleeful peacocks
That abide in the Pali

Of garlanded Nannan, the renowned lord of Param;
He is one who bestows tuskers

On the minstrels;

His truimphant spears pierced through the chests
Of Contentious Pintan and conquered him;
Pintan was a mighty chief

Fatally troublesome to his foes

Like the droves of Irals--

Small, white and innumerable--,

That attack and destroy the vessels

Laden with gold, at the ford of Perunturai

Wide and beauteous, on the shore

Of the roaring sea of Tittan Veliyan,

The lord of mighty armies,

The one who is the parton of Akavans*--,

The holdrs of wands--,

And hence possesed of great renown.

In the hill of Nalli, the lord of archers,

Divine Kantal burgeons and feeds the chafers;
Her shoulders--

Like unto the bamboo stem between the nodes,
The bamboo that grows on the top

Of the high peak of the mountain

Girt with a forest at Talayaru,

The town of Ay, the lord of huge elephants,
Who liberally gives the food of rice

Cooked in colossal pots,

Alike to the minstrels--

Able as well as not so able--

With which they fill their famished stomachs --,
Breathe a scent like unto the fragrance of a host
Of such wondrous and beauteous Kantals.
These shoulders, though they be far away,
Cause us misery and make us quake in fear.

- Paranar

* A clan of suppliants who sang the praise of patrons.
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153. Palai

(The foster mother laments the elopment of her daughter)

My pitiable daughter would feel great pain

Even when she pursued the ball in the play-field
Compained by her playmates

Who articulated sweet and beauteous words.

Alas, she has now eloped with her lover,

A cruel one, who lured her away

Holding her close to his chest;

He shackled her with his honeyed words -

And she willingly followed him;

She did not even feel for my suffering;

This is not summer when the torturing rays of the sun
Have scorched the forest entire;

Here, the violent summer-wind

Strikes at the nodes of the dried-up

And creaking bamboos and they produce blazing fire
Throwing up sparks which despoil the greenery

Of the mountain peaks and cause the paths barren.
The acclivities of the mountain range

With the bright bunches of flowers

Which are buzzed by the bees, of the Konku trees
Look like the sky studded with stars;

The flowers that fall down, beaten by wind

And send forth their fragrance, look like

Sparkles of fire, manually scattered!

These paths are not suited for the treading of the pretty and soft feet
Of the delicate one!

70.

- Ceranman Ilanikuttuvan



71 Y SBTEITMI
154, (paismey

(@Fosryniu smuwas Cailurangs ansuaway)

uELseY QuMPhs LWOE LDeilssr
QBEBT Ssusy LIGaTIS GHemT
Amiusy QuiGsit CBBEBMS BmhIHS
@miusy Ll eflsit QBGRISTeL Ssvif]
QEpbBley (HEEsT HisorHullT sufitiv
QlsuErFleorT HTeflssT 6DLISI6TOTTH 565T 60T
gaf'&r&.m@ BamLsv grgiLilewf sallps
SiflommLiLy Sigeney QgsiTerme LiHES
- BIOM FHleWeTQWI® (M suwid
s1@saflsr QuHM FHesTuSL GLI(HaILS
geuf Gsllund Qamiisaiey LiTals
STETHTID HTTLO6TSI FWhIGL GuibLs
2ar(i10B) susveu G587 FMdl@L
mweuullh yflbg GClamsTens
sibon Syflemeusnwsd FHisTenIsd eilenrnb3s.

- GlITGIOLAD Li@DVTET/E 60T UITIT



Manimitai Pavalam 72

154. Mullai

-

(The hero speaks to his charioteer afier completing his mission)

The fruitful woodland received a heavy downpour,

The open-mouthed frogs croak

Like many a small musical instrumert,

From the deepwatered ponds throughout the long route.

The long - stalked flowers of the short bushes of Pitavam
Fall on the soil covered with fine sand

And look picturesque. The fragrant and cool Kofal buds unpetal,
Spreading their pollen in the air

And look like the raised hoods of wrathful serpents;

The bucks of twisted horns drink the clear water and enjoy
The blissful company of their loving mates;

The forest presents a beauteous look

Throughout the cool and long route;

O my charioteer!

May you drive your chariot through this cool path

With the steeds of trimmed manes galloping in great speed
The while, the bells that hang down

And touch their legs, tinkle sweetly.

I should reach my love of great beauty and dark complexion,
The one who loves me so dearly!

- Potumpil Pullalankanniyar
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155. Palai

(The heroine speaks with grief when the hero is away)

O my friend!

It is a ruined land (once) very rich in milch-cows;

There are cowherds whose whistling is heard far away;
They dig wells and bale out water with troughs of curved mouths;
As the small pit into which flows

The water from these troughs go dry,

The thirsty and huge elephants that approach these pits

Are disappointed, not getting any water.

On the foot prints of these tuskers

Stamped in the damp and miry soil,

Huge tigers walk and leave their foot prints

Which now look like the finger-prints

On the face of the drum

Pasted with black clay --

The drum that hangs down

From the backs of the dancers (Vayiriyar)*

Whose tongues are blemishless.

Here again,

The Maral plants are wilting by reason of excessive heat;
Our love crossed a mountain

Surrounded by many such places.

Before he parted fromus,

He stroked my dark and beauteous tresses and said unto me:
QO belle of beauteous jewels!

A life that does not deviate from the path of virtues

And prosperity that saves one from seeking the help of others
Under any circumstances, is assured by wealth only™".

May his efforts be crowned with success

Notwithstanding our pangs of separation.

- Palai Patiya Perurikatuniko

* A class of bards who played a wind instrument called Vayir.
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156. Marutam

e companion of the heroine leaves her friend in the trysting
/4
place and requests the hero to marry her betimes)

O chief of a sweet-watered plain!

In your domain,

The field - guards were scared that an old cow
Might eat away the ruddy stalked ears of paddy

That grew in the fertile land

And which looked like the hairy wisks

Closely stitched and put on the heads of horses

Of the kings who possess royal drums;

So they feed the cow with sugarcane

And thether it to the trunk of a Kaici tree

Using as chords the thin vines of Pakal and-Pakanrai.
The sapphire-like person of my friend

Has now turned golden;

Our mother offers to the deity that abides at the ford
Liquor, flower-wreaths and also a white-hued he-goat
With erect horns and hanging ears,

And weeps, not knowing of any other means

To remove her daughter’s malady.

It was early dawn;

The sunrays had not yet grown fierce;

My friend of Kuvalai-like eyes

Adorned with collyrium and I

Played together, when our garments,

Wrought of green leaves

And the Ampal of undamaged petals swayed on our bodies;
We neared you wishing you long life

And spoke with you;

Is not the present malady of this girl, the result

Of her crime of confabulation with you?

- Avar Mulankilar
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157. Palai

(The heroine speaks to her friend on hearing from her
of the intended separation of the hero)

My friend!

Our lover has resolved to trek all alone, a fearful path
Through the wilderness.

In that it is said, a wild elephant, at day break

Of bright splendour, pulls out the Atiral - creepers

Full of buds, which unpetalled during the previous night,
And which are now entwined with a Konku tree

That stands amidst the heaps of gravel that cover the dead bodies
Of men who were killed by the bowmen of wrathful eyes
Who welcome the fights with mirthful shouts

After quaffing a shining residue of filtered toddy

Poured through the tapering beak of a wide-mouthed pot
Borne on the waist of the women that vend toddy.

Men will let know of their journeys in convincing words
To the womenfolk in their houses

Who can survive their separation with their wilted bodies
Looking like a deserted idol

In the desolate commonyard of a village

When its inhabitants quit the place where a battle was waged.
‘Verily they would resemble the withered idol,

Softened by downpour and hardened by hot sun,

Losing in the process its artistic beauty.

- Vemparrur Kumaranar
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158. Kurinci

(The friend of the heroine speaks to the nurse to be overheard
by the hero who stands by the fence)

Beloved mother! May you prosper!

Please torture not your beloved daughter

Complaining that you beheld her walking down the hill
Like a peafowl of swaying gait, during the dead of night,
Still and dark, when the clouds had poured heavily

With the rumbling of thunder and flashing of lightning,
And when her heavy ear-jewels, fulgurant, dazzled

And her curly locks of hair waved in the air
~With the loosening of the tresses.

Deities inhabit the hills beyond our backyard;

At times, would not one such female deity,

Assuming the form of her choice and bedecked with bright blossoms
Wander in our backyard?

Again what you beheld was perhaps but a dream,

Very like a wakeful vision;

Such dreams perplex the sleeping ones;

You know well that she is one who quakes in fear

In the absence of light even when an owl hoots

From the the Maram tree in our foreyard

And trembles and rushes to safety.

Moreover,

Our father of immense might like unto the wrathful Lord Murukan
Now abides at our house, forsaking his hunting,

Assisted by tiger-like setters:

So, would she not dread to do this?*

- Kapilar

*This: act of moving out of the house during night.
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159. Palai

(The heroine is consoled by her companion)

It is a wilderness full of highly-branched paths;

Here, once the Umanas, the hawkers of the white and crytalline salt,
The produce of the clear-watered creeks, cooked their food

Using stone-made ovens, took rest and quit the place

Abandoning those ovens; those ovens are now used by the Karantai warriors
Who redeemed their cattle from the abactors, who, with great din,
Shot their well-wrought darts from their bent bows;

The abactors were warriors, who, could cause great grief to their foes;
The Karantai warriors, after chasing away their foes, dance in glee
With valorous pride to the quick beat of their drums of harh tone;
They them adorn their heads with the leaf-made wreaths and cook
Cattle-flesh using the ovens which were abandoned by the Umanas
Eat, take rest and leave the place with their redeemed cattle;

Please do not grieve that our lover had crossed such a fearful path.

He is not one who will stay in the place of his sojourn,

Forgetting the sweet embrace of your breasts, richly jewelled,

Even if he were to come by Amir which is east of Kurumporai

On whose sky-high peaks thunder-bolts rumble and whose slopes

Are fragrant with flowers; Amdr is girt with a protective wall

Which is massive, shining and tall; the glory of that city is felt even in
Places far away from it; it protected by Kotumuti

Who had smashed the tusks, long and ringed

Of the elephants with small eyes and musty cheeks, buzzed by a swarm of bees
Of the triumphant Céran, and expert archer endowed with long arms.

- Amur Kavutaman Catevanar

Karantai warriors: The men who wear wreaths woven of the Karantai flowers while
fighting the abactors.

Umanas: The salt-vendors who bartered salt, visiting every corner of the country.
They are supposed to be the ancestors of the merchant community which is very
prosperous now. They are called Nakarattar (city-dwellers).

Note: that the poet has perpetuated his native place in his composition.
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160. Neytal

(The friend of the heroine announces the hero’s decision to wed the heroine)

Our lover is the chief of a littoral land

Where a female turtle of ripe pregnancy

Plucks out the Atumpu vines

Causing them to get deshaped and collect them near
The white sand-dune on the shore

Of the curved creek and lays its stinking eggs

Which in shape resemble

The tusk-made Vattus

And buries are then guarded

By the open-mouthed male turtle

Until the time they hatch into young turtle.

He used to come by night in his chariot;

The chariot was drawn by horses swift as shot arrows;
They could gallop with grace; the charioteer would not spur them
For fear of provoking their uncontrolled speed

Even by a gentle of the reins.

He would cause them skim smoothly

Over the abundant and cool creek

When the sharp edges of the chariot wheels

Cut the Neytal buds rich in petals;

The severed buds floated on the surface of water,
Like so many heads of snakes.

Such a chariot now visits us by broad day-light
Drawn by galloping horses

And followed by boisterous young warriors;

This is witnessed by the gossipy folks of our small village.
At this, my agitated heart trembles;

O my friend of dark and well - combed tresses!

Is it so with you too?

- Kumuli Nb{alﬁr Nappacalayar
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161. Palai

(The companion of the heroine stops the intended journey of the hero)

O chief!

This young girl whose hue is like that of the tender mango-leaf’s
And who is adorned with choice jewels has well-grown hair
Decked with flowers that are buzzed by the bees

That pierce into the flowers and imbibe honey;

Her eyes are blue lilies rich in petals;

They are touched with collyrium;

Tear-drops stream down from her eyes

And drench her sallow breasts, supple and well-grown
And which can harass like a fearful goddess;

I am afraid that she had heard of your intended journey
To secure wealth coveted by your heart,

Crossing a hazardous wilderness

Where in the fearful and branching paths,

The hard-hearted brigands shoot arrows

Fixed to the bamboo stems,

Pulling the bow strings to the full

To discharge the arrows and where

The male vultures of ruddy ears,

Which live on stinking flesh

Summon toward them their crowded clan.
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162. Kurinci

(The hero speaks to his heart when he returns after a
meeting with his sweetheart)

This is'déad of night; the sky of murky clouds resembles the sea inexhaustible;
Unfathomable and rich in conch-shells; the lightning-flashes

Blaze out like flame-creepers splitting the clouds;

The clouds pour out ceaseless and forceful rains accompanied by claps

Of thunder. Such was the hour when I stood waiting

In a corner of her father’s mansion, awaiting the moment,

‘When the strict night-guards would be less vigilant,

All the while assailed by the benumbing northerly;

Our beloved is endowed with shining locks of hair

That resemble the black sand of a stream;

She has cool eyes with comely brows; they glow like flowers

In her lustrous face; her silvery rows of teeth

Are verily serried Mullai buds sought by a swarm of bees;

Her coral-like and charming lips wear a sweet smile;

Even she came to us swinging her hands, whence shone her beauteous
And goodly bangles; as she walked, her slender body quivred

Like a tender leaf assailed by the wind; she with her embrace

Non-stop, quelled all our suffering; she is rare as the divine damsels
Abiding in the slopes of the steep mountain dight with enchanting cascades
That drop down from a great height with dazzling brlghtness

Resembling the victorious flag held aloft over a tusker

Of Pacumpunpantiyan the lord of an army of expert archers in tke hilly realm
Of ever-fertile jack trees and Venkai trees and which belongs

To truthful Atiyan wearing dangling bracelets.

He is a patron of boundless munificence and he never fails

To bestow gifts on the expectant suppliants who call on him

And who for ever propagate the glory of their patrons.

-Para{ra\r :
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* Manimitai Pavajam

163. Palai

(The heroine speaks in desparation to her friend who consoles her)

The cool clouds gathered in the sky

And poured heavily with thunder claps

And caused all the flowers to get crushed;

Then the rains became scanty;

It was the closing phase of the season

When our lover left us here alone and parted;

We were overtaken by boundless grief;

As we have grown weak

Even the very few bangles

Slipped off from our forearms;

Now when we are yearningly gazing

At the direction he went,

Expecting eagerly his return,

We are assailed by grief.

O northerly, carrying with you a benumbing chillness
That could cause even the hill to quake!

You seem to blow only for me, quite mercilessly,

At this midnight of early dewy season,

When the dew drops which look like

The fine particles of water that are thrown off

When an elephant puffs away after taking water,

Veil every place and cause lotus blossoms to get wilted.
May you blow like this, losing no time,

In the direction of our lover!

Should you do so, he whose heart is strongly linked
To the efforts of earning riches,

May perhaps return thinking of me,

His heart melting like the washing of a fine sand strip
Overrun by the channel water.

90
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164. Mullai

(The hero speaks to his heart while in the martial camp)

The sun has sucked up all water by its rays;

It has destroyed all verdure;

The wide earth has lost all its fecundity and has ceased to be fruitful;
Intense heat has caused

Fissures everywhere.

Now thanks to heavy downpour,

The woods have regained their lost beauty;

The fragrant jasmine and Tonri. together with other flowers
Have unfolded everywhere, causing swarm of bees
With dots and stripes to buzz around them.

The entire forest is wrapped in sweet fragrance!

Our sweetheart now abides at home

She is assailed by boundless grief; with tearful eyes;
She is greatly worried about my plight.

This is time when I should help her regain her charm.
It is possible, if only our wrathful king--,

Whose tuskers everprone to break

The strong posts to which they are tethered--,

Smash open the gates of hostile fortress,

And in the process lose the ornate rings of their tusks--,
Ends the war.

-Maturai Tamilakuttan Nakantevanar
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165. Palai

94

(The piteous words of those that witness the grief of the mother)

My goodly daughter trod through many a land

Where a tusker trumpets aloud

On the sight of its soft-headed mate

Slipping into a trench, and its red-mouthed calf

Dreads the shouts amd flees away to a hoary hamlet

Tts streets rich in pollen and is suckled by a buffalo.

Fer pity of her, her friends all the time grieve.

“May my soul quit my body’ says her mother and takes up the doll
Of her departed daughter, that lay on the spread out sand;

With love she feels gently

Its eyes and forehead;

She lays it to lie cool, beneath the striped shade

Of the curved Nocci, adorns it with faded flowers

Of Kuvalai, reared in a pot, and hugs it and laments saying,

QO my rare daughter! give me the embrace of your sweet shoulders!”
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166. Marutam

(The speech of the hetaira addressed to her friend)

O my friend!

May you prosper!

It is said that our lover,

Who is the lord of a riverine plain

Affirmed solemnly before his wife and said:
“It is a fearful deity that accepts

The great offering of garlands

Woven with fragrant bunches of flowers
Over which scented water had been sprinkled;
Even the dotted and striped bees avoid buzzing them;
The deity abides at the entrance of Velur,
Abounding in manifold varieties of old paddy;
Here vessels dipped into the pot into which
Toddy gets distilled over the days,

Get broken and wets the street like rain-drops.
If I truly have, as you suspect,

Any relationship with that girl

Of dark and well-combed hair,

May that fearful deity punish me”’.

If this be so, then who is he--

Verily a garlanded tusker--, -

* That took hold of the crest of the raft

And sported with us--,

Robed and decked for union,

In the fresh waters of the Cauvery

That flowed kissing the tops of the banks.

- Itayan Netunkiranar
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167. Palai

(The hero speaks to his heart and gives up his intended
Jjourney in quest of wealth)

Sky-high and stately is the mansion

Where this day I have joyously spent my hours
On thornate mattress damasked with flowers

In the company of my beloved of dark complexion
Whose forelap is adorned with many a row

Of beauteous strings of crystal beads

Looking like lustrous sapphire.

On my way that I may have to tread

Is a village, much ruined

Where the Pirkku vines are rampant.

Scared by the hostile brigands,

The inhabitants have deserted it;

The brigands are men who thrive on the loots
Gathered after destroying caravans of merchants.
They wield bent bows and murderous darts;

There is a ruined temple

Which in the past flourished well.

As a huge-trunked elephant

After eating branches of Moringa tree

Rubbed its nape, narrow and high,

The beams on the brick walls have fallen down;
The reapers where pigeons once nestled

Have come down; the birds have deserted them altogether;
_ The deity, a picture of splendour, has deserted its abode;
Its exedra where offerings were made continuously
Is now desolate, no more leeped.

The pretty shrine now shelters a bitch

That has whepled recently;

The spear-mouthed white termites have covered
The well-chiselled reapers and the well-wrought leaves
Of the decaying roof, once well-woven with mud.
Will it alas, so happen, that I should

Abide tomorrow in that forlorn shrine

All alone and sleepless!
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- Katiyalur Uruttirankannanar



99 2ASBTEITDI
168, Gofles6

@ryéer whs smuwamar Qiayesy afvsgy afvad UTUHLTILIGS)

wmod HIDbGTEH SPILN GHmiidlsts
uesfloum H6usTBsooTiD smau@HSHID @61 Bu
2465TM6v Baustar(BLD euTedTBH Ml GleumL
LIsV6VTEST GHsTmm LIGHBIRH CFihs
B6V24,60T LITUILD @(peLpT 241 &650T
QamemL dbHL6dT 6765TM BHMLT GIBERF 60T
2 Gluiest 21360 Bumey H6SGWLHS
2AHf ATHEGID CLHausHTF FevibLesr
rrsT il @@Ly 5 5Qd serfimigeor
SMIHRIGHOLES GHWail Hiuflsvmi smiiu
SbniEemeT Lsubul Gun®ld &Bhiseuor
sumsiteurfl euwiL|el) &eT(pemip 2 Fmé
HTETTEUT DI [HS HMHIF60

LoTeT 518 PGB auHsHsd SGW.

- Cori't Lievsss gexew Gsyiorer.
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168. Kurinci

(The companion of the heroine advises the hero to avoid
trysting by and importunes him to wed her friend soon)

O chief of a sky-high mountain!

We spend the midnight

In your company

And after your parting,

We remain here with tear-bedewed eyes, pining,
Assailed by boundless grief.

So we beg you sir,

To avoid trysting henceforth wading
Through narrow paths

Frequented by the beasts at midnight

When even the hunters are asleep,

And when a mighty tiger of glittering stripes
And eyes burning in wrath,

Leaves the cave, its habitat,

And growls standing near a mountain cavern
On hearing which, a tusker hugs

Its loving mate that delivered a calf only recently
And stands guard to the spot

Where its calf of swaying gait slumbers

In the slop of a big mountain

Where dinsome cascades flow down;

There are cascades that sound

Like unto Utiyan’s larder at Kulumur

Where large herds of cattle rest

Under the shade cast by the Pallankunram;
*Utiyan is a monarch

Who holds bountifulness as his duty

And who is noted for his eqanimity!
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- Kottampalattuttunciya Ceraman

*Note that the poet, a Cera monarch perpetuates the memory of one of his an-

cestors.
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169. Palai

(The hero speaks to his heart while going in pursuit of wealth)

The swaying sun rays roof the earth from above;
The tree tops have been scorched

And the lands have turned barren and useless;
In such an expansive wilderness

With flaming heat,

‘A tiger kills a huge tusker in a fight and eats its flesh,
And the remains are picked up

By the dinsome brigands

With the help of iron-rods;

What is still left out is collected by the gregarious Umanas*
Who exchange the sea-born salt for food-grains;
They roast the flesh in the fire

Kindled by their churning - sticks

And cook it with rice and water, sweet,

Secured from the spring.

We have crossed many a path like this.

As the heart of our sweet lady

Had rushed to us

Pallor has crept over her body;

Burdened with deep thoughts,

She would be pining now all alone

In the desolate evening

Of abated rays of the setting sun;

She would be resting her forehead

On her soft fingers;

Her eyes would be in tears

Like the water that is spat out by a Kayal fish;**
With her shapely shoulders wasted by grief

She would grieve sorely;

Pitiable is our sweet lady

Adomed with well-wrought jewels.
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- Tonti Amur Caftanar

*Umanas - Salt dealers.
** Kayal-fish - A kind of fresh water fish.
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170. Neytal

(The heroine’s address to the beach while the is in grief)

My lover is the lord of a littoral region

Where bees are attracted

By the sweet fragrance of the petals

Of the eyes-like Neytal blossoms

Which unfold in the creeks;

They buzz the flowers

With a craze for the nectar-like elixir

And after sucking the pollen,

They feel delighted, but are unable to wing with ease;
The beach would not carry the message;

The Punnai of fragrant flowers

. Buzzed by bees would not plead my cause; 4
1 have no other refuge but you, O crab!

1 have cured him time and again

Of his sufferings, at midnight, densely dark,
When the sharks move about in the sea,
When the fisherfolks are on the shore,

And when a marine crow that lives by the sea
Sits on the huge branch of Kaitai tree
Grieving all the while

Together with its loving mate

And dreams of the white shrimps!

Be pleased to interrogatae him thus:

‘Could she who quelled your distress

Swim the sea of misery (all by herself)?

<&
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: Maturai Kallil Katayattan Venngkanar
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171. Palai

(The heroine speaks when her lover is away in a foreign land)

My friend!

May you prosper!

Grieve not thinking on our lover’s sterling qualities,
For on our forehead spreads minute pallor

And your charming shoulders--

Verily chosen pieces of bamboo

Sliced off from the thicket of the extensive hill
Wither and lose their splendour.

Our lover went seeking riches

Crossing a wilderness

When your shining and ornate bangles slipped off.
There runs a path at the foot of a high hill

Where nestles the hamlet of hunters;

In that path are Nemai trees whose tops are dried;
The hunters hear the roar of a murderous bear
And get scared;

They move everywhere in quest of the beast

With their strong bows slung on their shoulders
While their hands are full of ready arrows,

As aresult,

The heavy-handed bears avoid the fruit

And flowers that lie scattered around Iruppai trees
To eat the fruit-like succulent and hollow blossoms
In the branches.

Anon he will be with you.

- Kallatanar
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172. Kurinci

(The companion of the heroine gets the heroine to the
appointed place and requests the hero to wed her soon)

Sir,

In your mountainous realm,

Water abounds and tuskers trumpet;

The mellifluent cascade shining and silvery,
Falls down with the rhythmic sound

Of musical instruments,

Which resounds in clefts and caves;

Again, atop the hill, which is rich in bamboo clusters
A foreste of mighty hands

Which appear to be wrought of steel,
Concealing behind a blooming Maram tree,
Shoots choicest arrows

At the mighty chest of a tusker of speckled forehead
And plucks out the tusks that with might
Destroy the foes;

He plants them, in his hut

Thatched with grass,

He quaffs the juice of the drupes

Of the drum-like fruit of the tall jack tree
Growing in his foreyard,

In the company of his dinsome kin;

With sandal wood for fuel,

He cooks the meat mixing it with millet
And eats it with his kin;

I knew not at all of your loveless nature;
Had I but known it,

I could have saved the great beauty

Of this young girl

Whose hue dazzles like the blue gem,
Whose lips are sweet,

And whose charming eyes are touched with khol,
From being eaten away by the golden pallor.

- Maturai Palaciriyan Nappalatanar
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173. Palai

(The companion of the heroine consoles her grieving friend)

Adhering ever to virtuous ways,
Relieving the manifold distress

Of the righteous kin are not

Given to them that remain indolent
With no thought at all about toil.

So was our lover afire with a desire
To earn riches.

Before parting he said,

O girl of dark and moist tresses

And fragrant forehead!

You should endure the miserable pain
Of separation for a few days’.

He then put in order

Your lovely and splendrous bangles.
He crossed the auriferous mountain
Of sky-high peaks

Of Nannan famed for his stock

Of sweet and intoxicating liquor

And chariots of graceful movements.
In his realm, the bucks and does

Run helter skelter

Scared of the shouts of the salt-vendors
Who steer their carts drawn across the river bund.
There, owing to persisting summer
The nodes of bamboo explode

And throw of Kalanku-like pearls,
All unwashed,

Into the old pits.

He will be here, my dear, ere long!

- Mulliyur Patiyar
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174. Mullai

(The hero addresses his heart while abiding in the military camp)

O my heart!
“With them indeed lies true glory who possess
The wealth of victory, achieved by wielding matchless weaponry
Against the oncoming foe’s army in the vast battle-field
In which two great monarchs engage each other in bitter hostility!”’
The war is over; the drummer drums the flat of the king
That flowers of gold (insignia of prowess) would be presented
To the distinguished warriors.
Even forsaking this great honour, we are in a hurry to return home.
But would she, our love,
Whose complexion is darksome
Whose body shines bright with blemishless yellow spots
That glow like the burgeoned Veérikai flowers fragrant,
And who promenades in the vast region of fine sand
With her gentle gait of short steps,
Now grieve sorely, all unaware of our return
During this rainy season when the clouds in the eastern sky
Shoot up and pour amain with fearsome rumbling
To cause the mellow Mullai vines to sprout and entwine
The straight poles? Would she, out of resentment toward us,
Grow forlorn, wilt and be besieged by painful pallor?
Alas, what will betide her?

- Maturai Alakkargnalalar Makanar Mallanar
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175. Palai

(The heroine speaks to her companion when the hero is away in a foreign land)

My friend!

Our lover crossed a horrible waste

Where abide fierce brigands;

They shoot darts whose tips are deadly

And which make whistling noise while flying;
Wielding their foreceful and strong bows
Whose strings graze their swelling shoulders
They kill the strangers who are wayfarers;
At their fall, the kites call out their flock
And prey upon their flesh in abundance;

Our lover is one who before his parting
Held my forearms bedecked with choice bangles
- Many a time and firmly affirmed

That he would be back here

After performing his duty abroad,

During the rainy season

When the nimbi that pour out cool rain
Causing the earth to flourish,

Flash out more frequently,

Than the victorous spear raised aloft

In the battle-field of Alankanam

By munificient Celiyan

Of wind-like swift chariot

And rumble fearfully and ceaselessly

Like unto his martial drum.

They cause the forming of irdescent rambow
That resembles the garland

Adoming the mighty chest of Tirumal*

Who subdued the martial prowess

Of his foes

And who is the wielder of a dlSC

Whence issue manifold rays of light.

- Alamperi Cattanar

* Lord Vishnu
The battle of Talayalarikanam was one of the most celebrated battles of ancient
Tamilnadu.
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176. Marutam

(The companion of the heroine refuses entry to the hero who returns from
the house of the hetaira)

O Sir!
You are the lord of riverine plain;

Your domain is extensive like an ocean;
Its fecund fields resound with the chirping of birds;
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The ripe roots of lotus flourishing there

Penetrate deep splitting the soil;

Their hollow and rounded stalks are like bamboos;

Their leaves look like the ears of elephants;

The buds resemble the stakes

Admist which appear in great number

The fully blossomed flowers

Like mainfold smiling faces;

An aquatic crab of elongated eyes

Which are like the buds of neem

Dreads a white heron that searches for its prey,

And runs fast on the muddy soil

Full of flourishing Pakanrai vines

Leaving its foot prints

Like unto the areolae of women

And hides itself into its damp mud-hole.

You glowed with great splendour

In your dancing costume

In the company of dancing girls

Who dance on the festival days

Bedecked with skirts of blooms

Of the thick Vayali vine

That creeps over the tree at home

And makes it bright,

And also the blooms and leaves of Ampal.

It seems on a sudden, you disengaged your hand

That held for a long time

The small bangled wrist

Of your favourite hetaira

Of winsome and charming eyes like unto blooms,

~ The one that had adorned herself with expensive jewels

And your act provoked her anger.

The whole village is agog with your blame

And your favourite hetaira goes

In search of you to quarrel with you

For your lapse; her bedewed eyes

Touched with khol are now bereft of their charm;

She has yellow spots on her body

Looking as if they are wrought of gold;

Her soft fingers have turned red

Owing to her frequent cracking

Of her interlocked fingers : &

And her sharp teeth have become obtuse! :
: - Marutam Patiya Ilavikatunko
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177. Palai

(The companion of the heroine consoles her friend who is in grief)

O my friend!

You have grown weak and have lost

Your former beauty;

You often complain that our lover has not yet come back;
You feel helpless about your next move;

Please grieve not like this.

Our lover crossed a wilderness
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Where in the hill-slopes abounding in
Clusters of beauteous bamboo,

The tops of Valai trees got scorched

By the fierce sun-rays

And where a big peahen of advanced pregnancy
That lives in the forest

Standing in a path full of boulders

And longing for a ruddy fruit

Of the green vine of Pakal

Calls aloud; its sound

Like unto the Vayir’s*

Reaches the shore of the river Ayiri;

Though he chose to stay long

In the foreign land

He will soon be back here

To adorn with honey-smelling fragrant blooms
Your oiled and fragrant tresses,

Which can be plaited in five different ways,
And which have been made into a braid
Which looks like the huge trunk

Of a dark-hued cow-elephant of tiny eyes.

He will sure be back here

Happy with the thought of decorating with drawings
Your charming breasts full of yellow spots
Which cause you pain with their eruption
Though enchanting the beauty of your breasts
In your body, soft like the shoots -

Of the mango tree of tall trunk

That flourishes near a cool tank

At Cirukuti on the north of the Cauvery

Of Pannan with his heroic anklet,

Who truimphed over his foes

Destroying their army of hill-like tuskers
When the leaf of the truimphant spear grew gory!

- Ceyalﬁr Ilampon Cattan Korranar

*Vayir- A wind instrument wrought of bamboo stem.
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178. Kurinci

(The companion joyfully announces to the heroine that
the hero will wed her betimes)

Its tusks are adamantine, sharp and upturned;
Its thick hairs are like the bamboo roots;
Such is that boar which drinks from a spring
Brimming with water and looking like
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The face of a drum;

It gorges on the well-grown tubers of Cempu
Of broad leaves shining like the blue gem;
The tubers are like balls of rice well-cooked;
It then descends in measured steps

To a black boulder resembling

A slumbering cow-elephant,

And rubs the rich blooms that burgeon

In swaying bunches of white Kuitalam plant;
These blossoms are like white herons
Perched on the dense branches of green bushes
Situate along a damp soil that look as though
It abuts a stress;

It then eats the bunching ears of the tiny grains
Of well-grown millet;

This done, it slumbers sweetly

Under the Kutalam plant

Which showers golden pollen

On its body which now resembles

A touchstone with'auric streaks.

O my friend, .

Our lover is lord of such a montane reglons
Deeming it a divine benediction

You had union with him;

Never should your bamboo-like shoulders
Lose their charm;

Be ever-linked to our lover in this life

And also in the life to come

Which is aeviternal.

The day had dawned;

And it poured now noisily night and day;
Chill dew is now getting sprayed;

Such is the season.

Our lover, aware of the fact

That it will-be unendurable for the parted
Will not even, in his dream, be away from us.
Moreover, owing to his innate excellence,
He will be linked to you in close love

Than when it was, he first beheld you.

- Paranar
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179. Palai

(The companion of the heroine importunes the hero to give
up his intended journey to earn wealth)

O chief,

In the range of a lofty mountain whose crest is sky-high

And beside a rocky forest flaming, and infested with mirages,

There is a vast and unapproachable wood which consumed by

A fast-spreading wild fire; here, a tiny-eyed thirsty elephant

Stretches its long trunk, opens its huge mouth toward the empty space,
_Deluded by the mirage and leaves the forest in sheer disguist

Getting no refreshing water.

The paths are hazardous and fullof ero-stones on which are seen inscribed

The epitaphs of warriors who fell dead in the war;

They were expert fighters who shot swift-flying arrows

Bending their bows;

You mean to cross such a wilderness where there is none

To save the wayfarers from the agony caused by the bridgands;

But tell me chief, if it befits your loftiness to go out of this place

And abide elsewhere parted from this paragon.

Lustrous is her crescent-like forehead;

Sweet is her smile; sharp are her teeth resembling the base of the peacock’s quill;

Her eyes are fresh blue lilies touched with khol.

Can you afford to part from her?

- Kotimarikalattu Vatuli Narcentanar
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180. Neytal

(The heroine speaks to her friend to be overheard
by the hero who stands near the fence)

It engenders laughter in me, my friend!

With my beauty a-dazzle, I sported with my playmates

Having climbed a tall sand-dune situate in the flowery grove.

There came he, riding on a mighty chariot drawn by swift-footd steeds;
He gathered from the cool tank, bright blooms of blue lily,

Caused them to unpetal and wove a wreath buzzed by bees

And, unsolicited by me, invested me therewith;

The wreath dangled behind the nape of my neck;

On purpose, he threw his glance at my well-grown and delicate breasts,
Stood lost in thought and then left me on a sudden.

It is for this reason, the dinsome dwellers of this hamlet

Look askance at me and also at the golden polleen of the Punnai-tree
Of curved trunk that stands in the garden beside the Gralal tree

And the screwpine shrub fragrant, thorny and long-bladed

Over which rest the marine birds, having waded through

The stinking and dusky creek.

= Karuvir Kannampalanar
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181. Palai

(The hero addresses his heart that tried to trace its steps homeward)

O my heart!

Our sweetheart’s fragrant tresses

Are buzzed by bees;

They smell like cosmetics

Hawked by merchants;

She is now on a high sand-dune

Amidst the streets, fragrant with blossoms.
That sand-heap is in the prosperous city of Pukar**
Where are stately houses of invisible tops,
Sporting flags painted with Makaram fish;
In the Chola realm runs the Cauvery,

The great river, rich in wide fords
Burgeoning with flowers;

Its forceful current heaps up

The fine sand which gets formed into silvery hills;
Alamurram is the city of affluent Cholas
Of boundless fresh revenues;

Their flawless renown is universal;
Alamurram is a sacred place

Where is enshrined the three-eyed Lord
Who authored the fourfold, hoary and sacrd scripture;
By the fords of this holy place

Are houses surrounded

By pools and beauteously reared gardens;
Near the fords are witnessed

Beautiful wrought dolls,

The play-things of young girls

Who live in those houses.

Minili is a martial chief

Endowed with a mighty army

That destroyed the well-guarded

Forts of foes; Ay Eyinan

Equalling Lord Murukan in valour

Fought with him and fell dead

Flooding the battle-field with blood;

At this, came winging

126
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Alien birds of dinsome riot

Wheeling in the sky, forming a canopy

That sheltered the dead man

From the heat of the sun;

These birds settled at the fords

Of Alamurram.

If thou canst not cross the well-nigh impassable wilderness,
And desirest to retrace your steps homeward,

Do convey unto my beloved

My plight of misery.

- Paranar

Note: (Ay Eeynan was the parton of the birds. At his fall, the birds, local, as well
as translocal, foregathered instincitively at his place of death, to pay their homage
by forming a canopy with their spread wings in the sky, thus shielding him form
fier¢e rays of the sun. Eventually, they settle here near the place, sanctified by the
blobd of their patron.)

* The Hindus believe that the sacred Vedas were made by Lord Shiva. Verse
number 166 of-the Puranantru says that He authored the six Ankas also.

** Pukar: This was the ancient sea-port of the Colas. It is celebrated in the
Pattinappalai, one of the ten long poems of the cankam classics. This is also called
Kavirippumpattinam.
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182. Kurinci

(The companion advises the hero to visit by day)

O chief of a montane region!

In your domain,

A hunter adomning himself

With a posy of golden Venkai blossoms

Goes out ahunting in the woods,

His strongly-wrought baniboo-bow

Slung on his shoulder;

Having quaffed the horeyéd juice

Of sweet drupes of jack fruit

/And companied with his young attendants

Who shoot arrows that fly whistling,

He marches followed by mighty hounds

Ever swift and never-failing.

He kills a porcupine stained with whose spalshed blood
A cool shrub of wild jasmine sways.

This girl’s eyes are ever tear-bedewed,

With the thought of your coming alone at midnight
When the lowering clouds pour amain

And rumbling thunder-claps kill serpents.

Be pleased to make your visit by broad day light
To this, our mountain range

Littered with Alari blossoms of fragrant petals
That fell down, when an aged monkey of vibrant voice
Abhoringthe tender leaves of pepper

Leaped onto the extensive and high-peaked hill,
Thus making it resemble

A scene of frenzied dance performed by a Velan.

- Kapilar
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183. Palai

(The heroine speaks to her companion at the advent
of the season marked by the hero)

My friend!

Our lover left us here alone,

Crossed a hazardous wilderness

And is now in a far-off place.

Owing to his lack of compassion

My kuvalai-like eyes, touched with khol

Stream with tears;

The stripes on my jewelled forelap

Are now bereft of their splendour;

The yellow spot thither are fading;

Yet you console me saying that he will not prolong his stay there.
But see my friend,

The big herds of dinsome clouds

Proceed to the ocean of cool fords and tossing waves,
Drink deep the water,

Rise up in the western sky

And now appear in every place

Like the herds of pregnant cow-elephants.

They have all gathered together

And have inaugurated the rainy season

In this early dawn.

Would we not my friend, grieve

With our bewildered heart,

Assailed by the benumbing dew

And the thought of our parted lover

- At the advent of the westerly of the oncoming dewy season
Which would sprrinkle the boundless fragrance

Of the sharp-tipped blooms of the cool Pitavu

When swarming chafers unfold them during evening?

- Karur Kalinkattar
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184. Mullai

-

(The companion expresses her ioy on the return of the hero from a foreign land)

O chief of excellence!

You travelled fast a woodland

Where the white Pitavam blows

And fills the wood with its fragrance;

In that wood, the comely antlered bucks
With their spotted mates

Blow off with their breath the fallen flowers
With which the clear water spread is thick,
Drink the water and rest there;

There are fresh flowers

Of the well-grown jasmine vines

That entwine the impoverished tops of cactus
Of short branches and thorns.

There, the farm-hands remove the weeds
From the gardens with their hoes;

They get inebriated imbibing toddy

And feel joyous;

This is the evening hour

When the sun, its lustre abated,

Retires to the incardnadine horizon.

At this hour, you are before us

With a heart grown lordly

Having accomplished your mission,

With your ornate chariot

Whose rows of bells chime together

Like the sound of a cascade

That drops down from a hill!

It is so sweet not only to your helpmeet

Of divine chastity, abundant glory

And domestic weal

Who has mothered a son, the light of your clan
But also to me!

May you live long gloriously!

- Maturai Marutan Ilankanar
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185. Palai

(The grieving heroine speaks to her friend during the separation of the hero)

O my friend!

Our arms, charming and bamboo-like, that are adorned with choice ornaments
Have forfeited their great beauty; our bangles slip away;

Our helplessness is limitless;

Having caused us this plight, our lover is valiant enough

To be away from us!

He seems to possess a life as if it is wrought of (unfeeling) steel!
Alas, he went beyond a stately and lustrous mountain

Where the creaking bamboos, all gone dry and loaded with grains
Explode, creating a sound akin to the one produced

By the uproarious bowmen that pluck their bowstrings.

On the top of this mountain whose cascades have gone dry,

Are leafless Ilavu trees whose blossoms have blown all at once;
These shine like the rows of lamps

Set in order during a great festival!

-P?zlaip&(iyaperuﬁ)ca{uﬁk&
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186. Marutam

(The favourite hetaira speaks to be heard by the close kin of the heroine)

He is the lord of a village where the fisherfolk who are wielders
Of fishing rods fitted with strong cords and who are ignorant

Of poverty pull out the fish from the tank

Knowing that the victim has gripped the baited hook;

It is a tank rich in fishes; it also abounds in lotus

Whose wide and long-stalked leaves are beheld above the surface of water;
These leaves shake like unto the ears of huge tuskers

When the blowing wind disturbs the wide pond;

Big is the gossip in the village linking me with him;

My friendship with him but extends to

My offering company to him while sporting in the river

Using a float of well-grown needs;

The chief is still abiding in the house of another hetaira,

Hugging her shoulders smeareed with cool and fragrant sandal cream
While bright-bangled girls tune the hoary yal

And sound the sweet rhythmic drums using short sticks;

It is said his spouse resents me.

But I have not yet broken my serried bangles*

That are like unto the town the Por in the realm of Palayan

Where flows the Cauvery; Palayan is the chief of victorious spears
And rain-like arrows and cloud-like shields;

I being the rightful mistress of him

Am not hostile to her; indeed her husband himself is her foe

Who cohabits with her.

He is one who deserts the women who depend on him

Causing pallor to consume the lustre of their foreheads!

- Paranar

* Women breaking their bangles is an indication of their anger.
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187. Palai

(The companion of the heroine speaks to her friend)

My friend!

Protracted was the clandestine relationship
Of our lover with us and he slumbered

On our shoulders and relieved them

Of their anguish born of loneliness;
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Since his sense of shame prompted him,

He forsook the union enjoyed in secret

And went away seeking wealth,

With his heart goaded by the desire for riches.
He crossed a wilderness where are murky hills
With cloud-clad peaks; by this,

He but thinks of our welfare;

He is under the protective wings of the folk
Who entertain him as a guest at night

In a village sparsely inhabited,

At the foot of a hill devoid of human traffic;

It abounds in tall Nemai trees

Of withered tops;

He crossed a waste whose paths ;

Are hazardous and well-nigh impassable;

There are dark-trunked Ya trees |

With glittering and forked tender leaves

Which resemble the swaying wattle of a bantum;
Owing to the excessive heat of summer

In the hilly waste, the inhabitants

Have deserted their houses

And they now lie desolate;

In that forlorn place, the moist-eyed elephants eat
In the early dawn of very mild sun-rays

The white pith of the palmyra;

They but make rocking movements

In their languid state

And look like boats of the unkind ﬁsherfolk

_ That float in the sea;

These fisherfolk sail beyond the fords

Infested with sharks of sword-like mouths

At early morn for fishing.

The foreyard of our beauteous house

Filled with fresh sands

Ever wears a festive look

Like the inaugural day of the winsome festival
Of arrow-shooting by the valorous malavas*
Who, riding speedy-steeds destroyed their foes in the battle;
Would that foreyard lose its charm and become desolate henceforth?

- Mamulanar

* Malavas were warriors who were expert horseriders.
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188. Kurinci

(The companion of the heroine speaks during night to
be overheard by the hero who stands near the fence)

O massed rain clouds!

May you flourish!

Dark with the water of the expansive ocean,

You rise and move clock-wise in the sky on high
And encircle the entire world.

You are reverberating like the triumphant drum
Wrought of leather;

You are accompanied by many a lightning-flash;
They flash resembling unsheathed swords of warriors
Which are wielded in the fierce battle

Waged by the just monarchs

Who ever hold fast to righteousness.

But tell me O nimbi,

Would you but daily make futile din

Or would you save the millet

Which the daughter of the hillfolk guards?

She guards the field with her mates

Of graceful gait, who are adorned with garlands
Of Verikai blossoms which have

Burgeoned in auric splendour.

She twirls the Talalai*

And sounds the Tattai*

And waves the bunches of the beautiful Ceyalai leaves
Which blaze like fire.

142

- Virai Veliyan Tittanany

* Talalai and Tattai were two different ancient devices to drive off the birds.
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189. Palai

(The lament of the nurse after her darling’s elopement with her lover)

My young daughter clad in her skirt

Of Vayalai leaves dangling from her waist,

Has a forelap adorned with yellow spots;

She eloped with her lover and now has turned a stranger to me.
Companied with her lover she braved

A wilderness of huge and fiery boulders.

There, aestival heat is fierce

And the forest, abounding in jack trees

Burdened with green fruit stands scorched;

The clouds have turned unkind

And would not pour any rain;

The tarns are waterless;

Like unto the Mallar-dancers -- *

Bound for a different place from their own,

With drums in their uplifted hands,

To witness a festival--, move along,

The tuskers are on their way

Hugging their young mates

Heaving deep sighs.

I am besieged by anxiety and agony.

I searched and searched for her

In all directions, alas in vain,

And I am now cribbed, cabined and confined in my chamber
All bewildered;

This is a village in whose streets

The traffic of chariots is ceaseless;

There the orchestral melody of the tipsy master-musicians
Flows and overflows.

Lo, it stands robbed of its much-coveted wealth!

Its loss is even greater than mine!

- Kayamanar

* Mallar - warriors
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190. Neytal

(The heroine’s friend discloses the secret love of her friend to the foster mother)

O mother!

May you prosper!

On a day when the northerly blew amain

And tossed the waves of the sea which battered the shore
And scared away the newly-arrived egrets

Perched on the branches of Punnai

Flourishing atop the sand-dunes,

Came the chief,

Who had the privilege to ride his chariot

Through that beach;

In the ford where a creek enter the sea

A mighty shark attacked the legs of the horses

That drew his chariot.

At that the charioteer unyoked the steeds .

And freed them.

Those horses adorned with rows of bells,

Then bolted helter-skelter.

No longer the same old charming serviceable steeds!
Gone was their swiftness,

And the chief with such weary horses,

Arrived at the grove close to the resounding sea
And rested on a high sand-dune.

He did not even stay there till the nebulous dusk.
Yet this village imatchably nefarious,

Speaks slanderously of your daughter

Linking her with the chief

In whose shore, young girls wearing serried bangles
Sport in the sea with their play-mates

And when tired, climb the heaps of salt,

And at sunset count the barks

Sailing toward the shore.

Know that your daughter never even willingly looked at him.
Pray do not torment her!

- Uloccanar
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191. Palai
(The hero addresses his heart and gives up his intended travel)

O my heart!

It is a scorching path interminable;

There, the salt-vendors all decked with flower-wreaths buzzed by bees
Gather in large numbers and move together and it looks
As though an entire village is in motion;
The wreaths are made by weaving

The fresh and downy flowers of the wayside Patriri
And the Alari blossoms’ flame-like petals,
Into the white strips of palmyra blade;

Their feet are protected fully

By leather sandals that creak while walking;
They have rods to goad their bulls;

Their tireless, sturdy and persevering bulls
Pull away the carts

When their wheels get buried in the sand;
The tinkling of the curved bells

That adorn the necks of the shapely bulls
And the whistle made by the salt-vendors
By folding their lips, mingle-together

And assail quick

The fear of the wayfarers

Who tread through the expansive wilderness
Dotted with Omai trees

And promise them a safe journey;

Your heart is bent upon coming by wealth
That is rarely attainable;

Well, I ask you thus:

““Thinking that she is prepared

To bear the pangs of separation,

Are you man enough to articulate

The words suggestive of your parting

From your beloved

Whose hug spells bliss

And whose soft and dense tresses

Are dark like black-sand,

Adorned with wreaths of jasmine buds
Arranged in regular rows?

If so, go, tell her of your intent’’!

- Orotakattu Kantarattanar
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192. Kurinci

(The companion of the heroine interdicts trysting by
night in a view to force the hero to marry his love betimes)

O chief!

You are the lord of a high-peaked mountain
Where prevail for ever rain and thunder.
Now the millet is ripe;

Its heavy ears drop;

The little parrots of ruddy beaks

And necks ringed with lovely stripes

Like unto the bowls (the rainbows)

Never bent to shoot darts

Clip the coarse-looking millet ears

Spoiling their beauty, and wing away;

In the middle flight, grown exhausted, they drop them down
On the ground;

Flocks of jungle cocks of folded wings

Grab these ears and feed on them.

If we desire that you should delight my friend
By your nightly visit, alas, the chances are not there,
For here in our hamlet in the slopes

Of our tall mountain,

The streets are lit

By the gems of snakes

That were washed away by the streams
Flowing from the dark caves

Of the high mountain.

Alas, she loses the bliss of embracing

Your wide chest, even during the night!

- Potumpil Kilan Venkannanar
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193. Palai

(The hero speaks to his heart which seeks wealth and gives up his journey)

O my heart! ;

You intend to cross a wilderness
Long-stretching and hazardous;

It abounds in the brigands

Who are peasants ploughing with bows,
Not bothering about rain;

They cast their look on the branching paths
Of the wilderness dotted with tall trees

And march out with their kin on a good day
When they fight and kill their foes.

There a vulture -- its neck looking white
As though it had been painted,

And its ruddy ears as though they were
Made artificially and then fixed to it --,
Drinks the blood that flows from the victims
And gets its beak stained with it.

As it feeds in haste, its young

Nestling atop an unscalable and forked branch
Of a long-trunked Ya tree on a hillock,
With a piece of flesh containing the soft and moist eye
Scooped from a victim,

It slips from its beak,

Falls down and serves as food

To an aged jackal famished long!

Such is that wilderness!

It is easier for me to brave this wilderness;
But it is impossible for me to forsake

My sweet slumber on the broad shoulders
Of the young girl of manifold excellence,
Of melliferous words, of soft mien

And of enchanting teeth

Sharp and white like the base

Of a peacock’s feather.

- Maturai Marutan Ilanakanar
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194. Mullai

(The heroine speaks with grief at the advent of the rainy season)

O friend!

As the war began to rage

Our love left for the battle-front

Promising to return in his great chariot --

Decked with kotifici* and drawn by swift horses of spread-out manes.
This indeed is the time marked by him

For his return.
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It had rained cats and dogs;

Dense darkness dispelling it had downed;
The well-ploughed field lay furrowed,

With its red soil turned upside down;

In the long furrows of the high and wet soil --,
Ruddy like torn flesh--, -

The sown seeds, sprouting in abundance
Have grown well;

With umbrellas woven of palmyra blades
Stuck to their heads

And accompained by beat of drum,

The husbandmen pluck the weeds

Causing the crops to bend greatly.

The scenes resembles a herd

Of antlered deer that have spread-out for grazing.
In the cleared field, Varaku

Has grown well with ripe, dark and clustered ears.
They are pecked by the blue

And long and crested peacocks.

They perch in glee

Spreading our their fan-tail

On the curved and strong-leaved

Kuruntu branches which the farmhands

Did not clip off to avail of the shade

When pea-fowls call aloud

Like the young girls

Who shout to chase away

The parrots from the millet-fields.

Lo, this is the rainy season.

(Alas, he hasn’t returned.)

- Itaikkatanar

* Kotinci - The lotus - staff of the chariot.



155
195, Limmsy

(0al Guradiu g;j)mnu"l Qansuawgy)

SY(HEKFTID @MbBH6TET QLIHHESTEIT @HMILOSSIT
B HHsIBa1sy el e wT®H auHG wsTd HTGW
L6060 LOT6soT QKT Lisusy 2ari’ig
LOEMEBTLOETOTEY (B! LOTEM6V HTMHN

2 QIEGHeo1E] SIWI(HLD 6TETL WTERID
onesrLilemesor BBTEEIET LOL HED 6VTEm6IT

medTm BLULIME SHeTTest 24 uflssid
Q)65T6BTEMS® (LPMIGUEV 6T6DLIPEDWILI LIGOT 60T ML
FabgHe0 eumfl misliileursh GxmibLilw
BEVIDLIEDEST 2 Faflujld 2 el wesT LossTGeor
2%zM EHLNGsTT HesTmIOD Msvew

SMismeu BHTWID HELIHE GHBLOE

Fmiem BHTHMW LisMsnevd GaTHHIGHTeY
2@ YD (IpgiaiTil Gelsy

Famis LTGHTHBET SIPHIE T H LD

LT &M(HLIEST] BSYI(IPMI HbIE6060T

24ETTHI HIW(HO OB HevoT6vofl6vf1FH1 Lite@uii
sTIDLOE®6EOT (LpHHIMS H(HBLoT

F60TLO6MEOT 2_dH@EHBT WigaissT GHMIIGU.

195. Palai

2| SBTEITD]
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(Her daughter having eloped, the mother consults the soothsayer)

It is said

That the lad’s mother

Decorates in great delight her house;

The ornate outer-wall is now coated with red mud;
Fresh sand is spread in the foreyard;

Garlands are hung everywhere;

It is thus she means to receive

My young daughter of broad shoulders
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And her son -- the wielder of a shapely spear,
Who crossed the well-nigh impassable wilderness.
He should straight come to my house

For I begot the young one

Endowed with eyes like those of a doe’s.

Even if he ignores my mothering,

He should yet call on me first; did I not foster her,
The one of sweet smile

And shining teeth for many a day

Nestling her on my hip

Brushing her lovely hair

And trying it in knots?

Haven’t I rendered her goodly help?

He will do well to realise this.

O Velan -- the wise prognosticator!

You hold in your hand a crooked staff

With many a branch;

From one of the branches dangles

A small bag; your big bundled hair

Wears a piece of cloth.

My tear-bedewed eyes never close in slumber
During night; can I hope to shut

My eyes is sweet slumber, with her advent?

Or will he take her to his house to delight his mother?
Forecast with your Kalanku!*

Tell me truly what will betide!

- Kayamanar

The soothsayer counted the small pieces of stone and advised the people who
approached him for help.
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196. Marutam

(The sulking wife speaks to her spouse when he
returns from the hetaira’s house)

O chief of littoral region!
In your village, the fisherfolks
At dawn, net the huge, big bellied Varal fish,
And exchange their, succulent pieces
That resemble drum’s eye, for liquor
In the bazaar, rich in toddy,
" Where atop the tall poles flutter streamers.*
They dance in glee, intoxicated,
And then slumber oblivious of their work.
Their loving wives at early dawn,
Serve them in wide Ampal leaves,
Balls of rice, deliciously cooked
And mixed with the round-shaped fruit
Of cane, at once sweet and sour.
Approach me not!
I will not touch your polluted chest
That embraced your favourite harlot
Of dazzling beauty
Who moves about prideful
Like unto Anni Minili
With her ears adorned with round steads
Who took fearful revenge
Upon the Kocar of great fame
In the fierce and fearful battle,
Supported by Titiyan
Of swift chariots
Who was the lord of Aluntur,
For their cruel act
Of destroying the charm of her father’s eyes!**

- Paranar
* Flags of different hues were used in shops, indicative of the articles sold.

** For more details of the episode refer verse number 262.
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197. Palai

(T he companion consoles the pining heroine)

My friend!

May you prosper!

Your dark eyes like blue-lily

Have lost their charm;

Your quilt-like shoulders have wilted away;
Your former beauty once admired

By your goodly kin, is now gone.

Please grieve not even a whit on this score.
Our lover parted from you

Causing your row of bangles fall off,
Urged by his heart, bent upon coming by wealth.
He trod through a path

By a tall mountain, rich in Konrai trees
With bright clusters of flowers.

The path is beyond the wilderness

Where a tusker with its silvery tusks
Slumbers sweet, embracing its young mate
Of advanced pregnancy,

Whilst its young calf runs

Up and down its body

Like the tiny-headed son

Who crawls on and glides down

The chest of his father,

A valorous warrior, who lies

Embracing his young wife

Of long and dense and dark tresses

That hang low rolling on her shoulers.

He would not stay long

In the foreign land

Though he has gone beyond

The melliferous and ancient mountain

Of Kannan Elini of a mighty army

Whose great wealth is his valour

That caused his foes to flee.

- Mamulanar
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198. Kurinci

(The hero speaks to his heart having had union with his beloved)

O my heart!

We were in a dilemma

Whether to tell her or not of our love for her.

The love that was hidden within ourselves till then
Burst out of bounds and so

We sent word to her through our messenger.

Receiving our goodly words came, our sweetheart, with pleasure
To the trysting place and embraced us.

It was midnight;

The entire village was slumbering;

She came here under the cover of the pouring rain.

She was clothed in garments of exquisite excellence
Woven with fine threads;

Flowers of the rainy season

- Adomned her tresses, and they sent forth their fragrance.
She resembled a peafowl amidst rain-clouds that crawl
On high mountain peaks.

She took care that her anklets tinkled not while walking.
Those lovely anklets looked like rainbow

And they looked big as though they were gravid.

A swarm of bees buzzed the blossoms

In her tresses when she came to us

Trembling all the while.

She is not a mortal

But a Celestial damsel indeed,

‘Who haunts a spring --

Full of water and rich in flowers --

In the fearful hill-side named Kaviram

* Of Ay’s realm in the south!

- Paranar

* Ay was one of the seven renowned patrons. He was the lord of the Potiyil hill
supposed to be the abode of the legendary Akastiya.
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199. Palai
(The hero speaks to his heart that goads him to go seeking riches)

O my heart!

The multitudinous flowers of the Maram trees on the mountain,
Which are well-ripened fall down heavily on the rock,

Tossed by the battering in succession, of the swift wind

Even like the sea-waves that dash against the shore;



Manimitai Pavalam J 164

Mistaking those flowers for rain-drops,

The grief-striken elephants of acute thirst whirl round

To slake their thirst; they rest beneath the striped shades

Of the swaying trees, whose branches are leafless and dry;

On them are beheld the webs spun by the spiders;

The flocks of deer with utter helplessness grip with their mouths

The faded blades of the Maral plant;

They are attacked by the wild Red dogs,* whose teeth are strong

And whose tips resemble the needle-tips sharpened with a file;

The deer bleat and run scattered, even like the Palai blooms

That are assailed by the swift-blowing wind. At sun-set, a lonely buck
Now calls out in its masculine voice '
Its herd that had parted from it;

Such is the wilderness, vast like the sea;

Your avaricious heart goads you tirelessly and causes you think

That it is good to go forward, like other men,

Leaving behind such a wasteland.

If you are convinced, you are at liberty to proceed!

But I won’t go with you, leaving in the lurch, our sweetheart

Whose arms are cool, broad, shapely and bamboo-like,

Even if I were to come by wealth like unto the land which was once lost
By the ancesters of Kalankaykkanninarmuticceral,

The wielder of triumphant sword,

Which he captured later, after killed Nannan adorned with golden jewels
In the battle of gold-abounding Vakaipparantalai.

- Kallatanar

* Wild dog.



185 2SBTEITDI

200, Gluigey
(emavwast GFOulhe Cang smVLENGH GMDBWOUE &afiis))

mMlevnaflssr @evmi@, LossuTeVIoed LOMIEEST
Lsvmeueh Gaflll LjsuGaull @GIbemL
omG\gesT eewTITE FmenLUNTEG GG
@streoTm 2 _smmuy’ B 2uilsnin Gesrun
ABBTET 2 HMHEHE Geormid@ sufibst
‘HOUG) 1oMEGLD LIsHoTLIeT 6TIDLIG)
subHemenT G\FeTGLOM ausmeTGLowl LIFLiu
Qumbomh LUGHEHT SGIOST 2 DL G(HLD
ogGeoT i@, SHF DML LsoLIT gig
sT6Vsm6V 6TOGWM(H SYNLILT sTELENIM
VBT LU L sy o Mufit SimmesTm)
Bzl Gasv@eall gruflesr wmpd
6TaUsmY 2fememeuilh GlLIL @sud :
HIDSL UBIBT 2 ISHFsT 6TL0EBS.

- o QovrFFearni.



Manimitai Pavalam i 166> :
200. Neytal

(The companion speaks *o the hero afier diving the mind of the heroine)

O chief of a littoral region
Where conch-shells crawl everywhere!
Ours is a tiny village, girt with water.
Its streets are sand-filled and stinking;
The sand shines like moon-light.
Its huts are simple and are thatched of grass;
They are attractive to look at;
. Itis not worthy of being called a village.

- Yet, a day’s sojourn here
Will make one forget one’s native place.
Please visit this place once!
If you are pleased to abide with us this day
At a corner of the grove
Abounding in tall trees
Where the beauteous and noisy waves
Batter the shore and get broken,
We will celebrate your manifold virtues.
. You are free to leave thereafter
Yoking your steeds to your goodly chariot
At the fall of the night.
Or, if you consent to stay with us this night,
We will be pleased to entertain you
To the extent our simple life permits.
Does this, O sir, suit you?

- Uloccanar
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201. Palai
(The firiend of the heroine speaks to her friend during the separation of the hero)

Listen to me my friend,

May you prosper!

“The streets resound with gossip;

1t is like the loud roar

Of the fearfully expansive ocean

At the dusk after the sunset

On the full-moon day

When the fishwives who are bedecked
With charming leaf-skirts

And who have raised-forelaps,

Offer pearls of dazzling rays

And right-whorled conch-shells

And worship the sea-god

At the highly renowned ghat of Korkai
which is the sea-port of Pantiya monarch
Who is triumphant in wars

And who possesses tuskers

Which are expert fighters

And which are bedecked

With golden caparisons of immense charm
And scintillating rays.

“Qur mother never closes her eyes;

She heaves hot sighs.”

So saying, why are you feeling helpless?
Our lover who crossed a wilderness of unending summer
With hills of sky-high peaks

Where an open-mouthed male bear
Whose hands are hefty,

Enjoys its mate of withered breasts,

The mother of densely dark-haired cubs
That look as though they were wrought
Of sliced darkness

Would not choose to stay away

In the foreign land :

Even if he were to come by such wealth
Like the fertile land of he Cholas

Which is rich in paddy-fields.

- Mamualanar
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202. Kurinci

(The heroine's companion importunes the hero during the hyst by night
to marry her friend betimes)

Sir,

In your hilly domain with shining cascades, a tusker fights its foe,

A tiger, to the delight of the young soft-headed cow-elephants.

It gets seriously wounded in that process and with uplifted trunk
Heaves deep sighs in the rocky hill-range, causing the clusters

Of Venkai blossoms which are like unto sparks of fire scattered

From a smith’s furnace, blown by bellows,

And fall on the dense and sapphire-like bushes

With innumerable wee glow-worms. Are there others too, apart from us,
Who suffer in the ocean of grief

At once unbearable and impossible to cross, thinking of you,

‘Who bravely visit this place all alone holding a spear in hand,

Reckless of the hazards, through this narrow path ;

Across the hill-slope at mid-night, densely dark and fearsome to behold,
When thunder rumbles aloud severing the fresh and speckled hoods

Of serpents in the forest?-

- Avurkilar Makanar Kannanar
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203. Palai

(The lament of mother on her daughter’s elopement)

They cared not whether I would feel happy or get angry;
They did not think it to be a matter

That concerned my judgement;

Such are they, the village women

Who are vile gossips;

They called on me frequently

And reported that the deportment

Of my daughter was such and such;

I screened all these from my daughter
Lest she would be ashamed.

(Unaware of all this)

She had deserted me, even me,

And I abide here in this forlorn house;
She had resolved that her love-life here
Would no longer be smooth

Should her mother come to know of it;
She had eloped with'him

Who wears a heroic anklet

And who wields a fulgrant-bright spear --
He leading and she following him --,
Braving many hazardous paths

Of the wilderness flanked by many hills.
To impress her forcibly with the truth
That I am not averse to her

As is imagined by her,

Let me become the head of that house --
Fenced with Nocci of swaying tops

Rich in fresh sprouts --,

Receive her and her lover as guests

With due hospitality, during the desolate evening,
By overtaking them and reaching

That lonely village by a desolate and high hill
Without any hazard confronting me

In the narrow and bewildering paths
Where beasts roam,

At the fool of the hills.

- Kapilar
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204. Mullai

(The hero speatks to his charioteer after the successful completion
of his mission)

O my charioteer!

Having stayed in the extensive martial camp

Of Valuti*, whose royal umbrella -- pure and white --,
Shelters beneath its cool shade

The entire earth,

And who is the lord of a sea-like army

And prideful horses,

We have done our duty.

Lo and behold!

The pleasant rainy season has set in;

The woodland wears a beautiful look

Blessed with the downpour.

This is evening when hives of honey bees, beautlfully winged,
Hum around the fragrant Mullai flowers.

Rush my charioteer!

I should enjoy the sweet embrace

Of the shoulders of the bangled lass

Who has tresses, fragrant like the cool grove

At Circukuti, rich in paddy-fields and gardens

Of Vanan, and where kettle-drums of the husbandmen
‘Who harvest white paddy

Scare away the birds fromt the flower-abounding tanks.

- Madurai Kamakkani Nappalatanar

* A general name for the kings of the Pantiya line.
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205. Palai

(The pining heroine speaks to her companion who importunes her
to bear the pangs of separation)

My friend!

Our lover trod a wilderness

And now he abides in a land of alien tongue.
There, the narrow paths are full of shining gravel;
The paths lie criss-cross amongst the hills,
Where on the huge branches shooting upward
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Herds of male monkeys leap out jubilantly
And call out their loving mates;

While leaping, they shed

The Venkai blossoms, fresh and fragrant,
Which look like the tiger’s striped skin

Atop the mountain

With cascading waterfall

That looks like the musty cheek

Of a tusker in the hill-slope

Where the tall bamboo clusters

Cast their shade;

The confusing darkness of the season

With rain-like dew-fall

Is now over.

He concealed his falsity

And spoke to us sweetly thus:

“My darling,

I will never part from you

Under any circumstances.”

He spoke as though his friendship with us were flawless and ageless
In which our souls mingled inseparably.

Yet he forsook us and went away

Quite contrary to his affirmation.

Our grief is boundless

And it increases day by day painfully

Causing pallor to spread over our body!
Though our lover parted from us

Causing our eyes to stream with tears,

Let him meet with success

In his endeavour!

Let him come by rare wealth

Quite painlessly, so that we may

Entertain honoured guests in our home

Which is as prosperous as Kaviripimpattinam,
The city of Killi of auric jewels,

Who destroyed the victorious armies

Of the prosperous and truthful Kocar

Of ancient fame! - Nakkirar

Kocar: The rulers of the Tulu country. They were notes for their valour and.
truthfulness. This anthology has many references to these people.
(Akam:15,90,113,196,205,206,216,251,262) For details, refer ‘AKANANURU in
its Historical setting’ (1974), by C.E. Ramachandran.
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206. Marutam

(The heroine turns down the request of the virali who solicits
leave for hero’s entry)

My friend!

Our lover is the chief of a village

Where the young boys grazing cattle

Ride on hairy, charming, broad

And dark-skinned backs of buffaloes

Whose twisted horns evoke fun and laughter
And which look like the arms

Of the dancer of Peti-dance, *

- Enacted in the festival, after having quaffed toddy;
Those boys, when seen from a distance

Look like monkeys seated on boulders;

Our lover likes to wed a young hetaira

In her spacious-house of great festivity

Which ceaselessly resounds with the roar of drums,
‘When his flowery garlands would get crushed
In his passionate embrace

Of the braod - based and garlanded breasts

Of the hetaira, the one that wears

Choice jewels and whose complexion

Is like that of the Inkai-leaf during rainy season.
Resenting his looseness in morals,

My broad and soft shoulders

Have cast off the well-wrought jewels;

They have wasted like the rain-washed heaps
Of white salt--numberless and huge --,

Stored near the ghat of Virai city --,

The port of the deadly, martial Velir.

What may this be?

- Maturai-Marutan Ilanakanar

* Pgti is a person who is neither a man nor a woman. Such a person usually wears
the garments meant for women and lives the life of an entertainer.
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207. Palai
(The lamentation of the mother after the heroine’s elopement with her lover)

I held a cup in my hand

Filled with sweet and honeyed milk
And essayed to feed my daughter
Stroking gently her tresses

And uttering words of love;

But she refused to take it

With words of protest;
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Alas, she, even she, has now eloped

With her lover and has crossed hazardous paths,
Which are fanning out fearfully

And which lie amidst wilderness

Where are seen gravel

Kicked and strewn by the wasted hooves

Of the grey-backed mules

Laden with piled-up bags of salt

Driven by men of valorous deeds,

Who waited for auspicious omens,

To do swapping in the villages

And commenced their journey

Equipped with proper weapons.

And after waiting in the western villages,

The salt which is truly

The white and crystalline ambrosia

Was collected in solid flakes from salt-pans
Into which flowed and spread the saline water
Of the divine sea and vaporised.

(Oh the hard lot!)

The long - tusked elephant which exudes

No more the must buzzed by bees

Is assailed fiercely by the rays of the sun;

With its trunk no longer tough

It thirsts for water which is not there and moves away.
The unrighteous lover of my daughter

Digs again a dry well

And some clear water begins to percolate;

He scoops this out in a vessel;

Yet it fills a moiety of the vessel.

Does my daughter (fostered on honey and milk)
Drink this brackish water

Heaving hot sighs the while her crescent-like forehead sudates?

- Maturai Eluttalan Céntanputanar
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208. Kurinci

(The hero speaks to his heart after his first union with his sweetheart)

Ay Eyinan Veliyan Vénman was a patron
Of unbounded munificence;
He bestowed on the Akavans*
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Elephants, white-tusked and lordly,
When they sang standing in his spacious foreyard
And holding bamboo rods in their hands
The praise of his hill, rich in honey;
He fought with Mifili, the lord of chariots par excellence
And bejewelled elephants;
He was grievously wounded in the war
Which was fought during mid-day;
The war, where shining swords clashed with one another
Was closely fought;
At that time, )
All the birds rose up and formed a canopy
Over his body spreading their wings;
They wheeled round and shielded his body
Against the scorching rays of the sun
That shone in the beauteous heavens
But Nannan the fighter of fearful wars
And boundless anger
Failed to visit the battle-field
And hid himself mercilessly;
Then many a woman of the Vélir caln
Rushed to the spot with great anxiety;
They cried aloud in agony
After tearing away their garlands
Woven with bright blossoms,
And their sufferings were quelled
By Akutai of a large army
Who would flawlessly triumph over his foes.
My beloved of dark complexion
Whose charming and soft tresses
Which smell of the blossoms of the rainy season
Burgeoning on the Kolli hill of Ori,
That abounds in the wealth
Of jack trees of ambrosial fruitage,
Hurried here and delighted me
When her modesty could no longer contain her passionate love,
Like a dam of salt that could not check
The floods during heavy downpour.

- Paranar

* Akavan - A clan of singers
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209. Palai

(The ’compam'on of the heroine consoles the grieving heroine when the hero is
away in a foreign land)

My friend!

You weep complaining that your shoulders
Have lost their charm

And that the grief of your mother is unbearable;
You also grieve that the gossip in the village is
Louder than the shouts of triumph

At Alankanam, when Celiyan --

The lord of the Pantyas of tall chariots
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Adorned with gold,

The rider of chariot of graceful movements,
The one of mighty shoulders,

Strong like the cross-bar

That holds firm the palace gate --,

Totally vanquished all his seven foes.

. Please do not weep.

Our lover, though he has gone beyond

The rocky path, north of the high Venkatam hill
Rich in bamboo clusters

In the realm of victorious and martial Pulli*

Of huge elephants,

He will not, for sure, there abide

With thought none about you;

For, you are enchanting like the doll,

Hailed by all, that was chiselled by the celestial sculptor
In the beauteous Kolli hills --

Abounding in jack trees

From whose ruddy roots

The fruit burst out --,

Which Kari with his loosely worn armlet --,
The lord of Mullur

Who wields a blood-stained javelin

Captured and handed over

To the Cera monarch, his overlord,

After killing Ori, the expert archer,

Of deathless renown.

- Kallatanar

* This chief is held by scholars to be the ancestors of a people who are known as
Kallas in Tamilnad now.

For details, refer ‘Kallar Carittiram’ by Na. Mu. Venkatarami Nattar.
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210. Neytal

(The companion of the heroine speaks to her friend to be
overhead by he hero who stands by the fence)

O my friend!

The merciless and murderous fisherfolks
Who live in low-roofed hutments

Strike with harpoon a huge fish

That swam in glee.

It then leaps in the air

Curving like the heavenly rainbow,

- Drops into the water,

Stirs the expanse of the bellowing sea
That sprays the iridescent spume,

And feeling exhausted

Remains still near the row of parked boats.
The blood gushing from the wound

Alter the very hue of the stinking sea
When our lord of the ford,

Came here thinking

Of our broad shoulders;

He extolled endlessly

The beauty of the wide ford

Of our village girt with groves.

Such a one has now denied us our slumber
On his soft chest;

Do we not hear of him

Who naively asserts

Time and time again,

That as his swift chariot

Is checked by the low-hanging i
Branches of Talai, his visit is seldom possible?

186

- Uloccanar
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211. Palai

(The companion speaks to the heroine now grown weak)

My beloved friend!
Hearken to me.
Our lover parted from us, and we bewail tearfully;
The gossip in our village is loud
Like the noise of the waves that roll in the ford
Dashing against the boulders
Installed by Matti at strong-gated Venmaivayil
Where he fixed the teeth plucked out
From Elini of inborn skill.
He was captured even at the commencement
Of the battle waged against him
At the behest of the Cola monarch
Of spiralling wrath,
And was incarcerated in a far-off land
By way of punishment
For his failure to participate
In the operation pertaining to the trapping
Of tuskers, cows and calves in pits.
Our lover no boubt abides
In a land of alien tongue,
Beyond Veénkatam hills
Rich in cool groves
Where puissant tuskers
Whose feet are strong and rounded
Like the drum and whose tusks are mighty,
Rub their backs against the Maram trees,
And cause their abundant flowers
Like unto the white spread of lime
To fall like cool hails
And scatter on the rocks
Looking like the spread of paddy of farmers.
Yet, be assured of his early return.

-Mamulanar
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212. Kurinci

(The hero addresses his heart when he fails to meet his sweetheart in the
appointed place of meeting)

O my heart!
She is beautiful like a soft doll
Wrought of the gold of superior touch
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When it shines bathed in the young rays of the sun
That sails on high;

Her tresses are heavy and her mouth is ruddy;
Her teeth are sharp and they resemble ;
The sprouting buds of the entwining reeds

That flourish amidst sand.

Her words are very sweet

Like unto the Cevvali pan*

Played on the yal by an expert musician;
Longing for such a divine girl

You are greatly troubled

Like a pool stirred by a herd of tuskers.

Not knowing her to be unattainable -

You torture me daily.

You cross hazardous paths to meet her every day.
You ever ceaselessly contemplate her

Who is rare to attain,

And steep me in endless misery.

Kuttuvan of ferocious wars

And melliferous garlands

Who had a sea-like army

Endowed with blazing weapons

Rose against his foes like mighty clouds

That split the darkness with their lightning,
Made his camp with his army

Of polyglot warriors wherever he liked.

Finding no foe to match him,

And so with evergrowing anger

Besieged the sea with a resolve to fight with it.
He wielded his shapely spear

And drove off his foe, the sea of rolling billows.
O troublesome heart!

May that spear of Kuttuvan pierce through you!
May your puissance perish!

- Paranar

* Cevvali pan - One of the ancient Tamil ragas melodised at eventide.

Note: The king glorified here was called Katal Pirakkottiya Vel Kelu Kuttuvan.
The name méans that he triumphed over the sea. :
This king possessed a powerful Naval force.
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213. Palai

(The heroine is consoled by her companion durihg the absence of the hero)

My friend!
The Vatukas are men who adorn
Their tresses dark and curly,
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With neatly-plucked Atiral flowers,

Which are buzzed by swarms of bees;

They enter the alien territories, lift away huge herds
Of cattle together with bulls;

They appease their deity at dawn

With the offering of well-fermented honey;
‘They are fond of eating meat

Covered with a layer of white fat;

Their domain is north of the Veikatam hill

In the domain of the Tontaiyar

Who are winners of battles and owners of tuskers
Which are well-trained fighters.

From the unscalable peaks of the Venkatam hill
Cascade down many a cataract long and silvery.
Though eur lover planned to tread

The Vatuka’s domain, whose paths are shadeless and waterless,

Unmindful of their fiery and extending nature,
He will not choose to stay long in that land,
Causing your wide shoulders and slender forearms
To wilt away, even if he were to come by

The rare world of the celestials

Together with its Nectar.

Your shoulders are charming

Even like the bamboo that flourishes

In the Kolli mountain in the west.

It is in the realm of the triumphant Vanavan*
Here are vast gardens, made fit for cultivation
By cutting down huge trees

And thus allowing free passage for the wind;
In these gardens, comely gems of flame-like lustre
Glitter when the day dies and the sun sets
Withdrawing its myriad rays.

Our lover cannot afford to forget

The bliss of your company.

You are a soft-miened lass

Endowed with comely tresses

Which are dark like the black sand

Of the clear-watered Cauvery

That flows in the realm

Of the triumphant kings of the Cola line

Who are wielders of victorious swords

And whose braceleted hands are ever poised
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To shower ceaseless gifts
Of golden jewels on the suppliants.

* Vanavan - One of the many names of the Cera line of rulers.
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- Tayankannanar
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214. Mullai

(The hero speaks to his heart while in the martial camp)

O my heart!

The rain clouds which spread throughout

The wide and extensive sky

Have screened fully the multirayed sun

And they now pour amain

Drenching the herds of tuskers and their mates.
Our monarch who rose against his bitter foes
Now abides in the martial camp in which are stored
Long and dazzling javelins of pointed leaves;
With a craze for victory and fame

He never shuts his eyes;

The burden of war has fallen on our shoulders;
Our sweetheart of beauteous tresses

Put her trust in our words

And she believes us to be her closest kin;
Alas, such a lass is all alone

Even during the evening of rainy season;

Now the cowherds would go homeward
Taking their cattle with them

When the open-mouthed and big bells

Tied to the necks of the huge bulls

Would tinkle in clear tone;

The cowherds would play their pipe

And also their goodly yal

Setting it to Cevvali pan*

That causes pain to the lonely.

Alas, what would be the plight of her

When she hears this clear-toned music

That causes grief to living beings?

- Vatama Vapnakkan Pericattanar

Cevvali: One of the major ragas of the ancient Tamils. This was meant for the
evening hour.
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215. Palai

(The heroine’s companion causes the hero to give up his travel)

It is a wilderness infested with men
Who are born brigands and who place
Their fingers between their lips*
When they miss their target while shooting their darts;
They are bowmen of downright wickedness;
They are expert archers that shoot well-wrought arrows;
They kill the wayfarers and cover their dead bodies with gravel;
Abiding on these fearful heaps of gravel,
Vultures of sharp beaks and scarlet mouths
Peck with their beaks
And dig with their claws, strong and close,
The eye balls from the newly severed heads of these dead men
And feed their loving mates of strong beaks.
It well becomes to those women
Who are able to abide all alone
With their hearts grieving
For their lovers
Who had passed through such a wilderness
To bid adieu to their parting lovers
Wishing them thus:
““May victory attend you soon.”
To you who are determined
To part from us, urged by a hearty desire to give battle,
And proceeding onward holding in your right hand
A beautiful and majestic spear,
With a view to annexe
The territories of polyglot foes
Beyond the high-peaked mountain
That runs across your paths,
We are unable to bid such a farewell,
For, we cannot suffer your separation.

- Irankukutikkunranatan
* A sign of regret.
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216. Marutam
(The hetaira speaks to her kin to be overheard by the kin of the heroine)

He is the chief of a village

Where a lass of the Panar clan

Using a thin fishing rod set with cord,

Catches a Varal fish from the bank of a stream nearby;
She roasts it in the fire with Vanci for firewood
And lovingly feeds her father therewith,

Who is intoxicated with liquor

Filtered through Pannatai.*

I am told that the wives of that chief

Speak ill of me as they please!

If the slander be true,

Let anything betide me.

* IfI but step into their street,

They are bound to suffer great grief.

Their suffereings would be akin

To that of the huge tusker’s

On whose mighty chest

Atan Elini threw amain

His shining spear to the top of which is well fixed
A blade of steel that never gets loose

When piercing the target.

Atan Elini is the chief of Celli

Of inexhaustible uberty

Where many a young Kocar

Weaves the Nalal blooms,

Plucked by the sporting girls

From the seashore,

The Kuvalai blooms plucked from the paddy-fields
By the farmers

And the jasmine blooms that unfold

In the protective forests,

Into garlands and sport in glee!

- Aiyur Mutavanar

* Fibrous cloth - like web about the bottom of the leaf-stalk of a palmyra or coconut
tree.
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217. Palai

(The heroine speaks to her companion who lets her know of the
hero’s intention to part from her)

“The dewy season has now set in;

’ Having poured, the clouds are now white puffs;
The sky is clear;

The clouds cannot now shed

Even droplets of water

Resembling cotton that foams up

Softened by churning;

The big sweetcane flowers of long, fleshy stalks
In the wide fields

Sway in the northerly like the Pujai flowers

Of the summer season;

In every bush of green and dense foliage

The Pakanrai blossoms blow

Like round glass-pieces embedded

In the shield wrought of skin

Whose blue hue they veil;

The thick buds of the country beans

Of luxuriant leaves unfold;

The well-ripe and bright buds of Tonri burgeon;
Every field bustles with the noise of the white herons;
Women parted from their lovers tremble

And are bereft of their charm;

So please think not this season

To be opportune to fare forth seeking wealth,
What though the excellence of the sought-for wealth be.
Thus do I appeal to you -- our only support”.
Even thus you spake to our lover.

Should he yet part from us mercilessly,

We would be but looking at this body

Enjoyed and then forsaken by him,

Now bereft of all strength and tortured by malady,
For ever aching for his union

Assailed by cruel fog we would tremble;

Eke would we so bite our teeth

That fire would sputter out.

- Kalar Kiran Eyirriyar
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218. Kurinci
(The companion of the heroine advises the hero to marry the heroine soon)

This is dead of night, engulfed by thick gloom;
Now, a tusker of swift gait

Which is admired by its herd,

Feeds them with bamboo shoots

And toothsome leaves;
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Lightnings flash out like dazzling swords,

And clouds scatter many a big drop of rain;
They move about in the heavens

And gather round the cool peak of the huge mountain.
Rumbling all the while;

You say, “My eyes would not sleep

Unless I embrace your curved and shapely shoulders
Which are soft and sweet to behold

And which look enchanting

Adorned with goodly and ornate jewels.”

You think it easy to come

To this trysting place

In this big mountain cleft

Where a huge tiger of burning stripes

Awaits the advent of men;

Your steps falter; you proceed avoiding pit-falls
During the densely dark midnight.

We grow weak and our ornaments of great worth
Slip from our body, if a single day

Passes without our embracing closely

Your chest that is cool and fragrant,

And which is coated with sandal cream
Concocted with subtle skill

By mixing many a scent.

So I do not even mind

If our mother comes to know of this.

I also reck not if this hoary town of ours

Hears the words of blame

Spoken by the slanderous women.

May you come during broad day

To this cool and big hill-range

Rich in flame-like Tonri :

Buzzed by bees, and bright Venkai blooms.

- Kapilar _
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219. Palai

(The mother laments after the elopemant of her daughter)

My young daughter decked with golden bangles,
Whom I reared with care admiring her virtues
Right from her birth,

Moved about with her mates and played with a ball
In her glorious and spacious house,

Her anklets tinkling all the while;

Even when she played for a short while only,
I would call her, “My child! Come to me!”’
And fondle her;

I would hold in my hand

A milk-filled cup,

That resembled a broad Pakanrai flower
Filled with dew, and feed her saying,

“My darling! If you have taken

A bit of milk for my sake,

Have some more for the sake of your father!”
Even she has now eloped

With her lover, who recks not righteousness.
I grieve not with my unforgetful heart,

For her departure;

I but grieve thinking

That she had to trek the long waterless stretch of wilderness,
Losing her graceful beauty.

In that wilderness, the hot wind

Threads through the holes of the wood-apple
The bark of whose tree is blotched.

Mistaking the sound of the wind

For the music of neatherd’s flute,

A dotted buck that dreads a Cennay*

Whose teeth are shiny and strong

Like golden wire, runs towards

The direction of the music.

- Kayamanar

* Cennay - wild dog
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220. Neytal

(The companion of the heroine speaks to the hero during night)

My friend has breasts of great beauty

Which none can see; they are inaccessible
Like the sacrificial pillar,

Beauteous, tall, well guarded and entwined
With a cord in the middle. ;
Paracuraman, the lofty one with the battle-axe,
Of yore, extirpated totally

The dynasty of the Kshatriyas
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And the musty elephants in the battle-field
And then completed painstakingly his sacrifice;
It was he who fixed the Yupa*

For the sacrifice at beauteous Cellur
Where the sacrificial fire glows for ever.
Your heart throbs whenever you think of
Her lovely breasts.

Causing the town and its streets

To gossip, you come in your chariot openly
You speak to me in submissive words
Such occassions are many;

You stand behind me for long

Soliciting my intercession;

Speak to me of the means to foster

Her beauty by union,

The union which assures

The constant and loving abidance

Of the one in the heart of the other,

Like that of the big birds --

The Makanril pair” that can

Never suffer separation --,

Flourishing at Unar

Rich in its stock of many varieties of aging paddy;
At Untr, the breakers at early dawn

Roll and roar aloud.

Speak to me of the means to foster

The beauty of her supple forearms

And shapely shoulders,

Admiringly compared by her playmates in the seaside grove,
To the cool and lovely bamboo

Of cool Caykkanam abounding

In fields where flourish long ears of corn,
And where the fisherfolks throw

Their beautiful nets

Weighted with straight sticks,

Catch shrimps of curved backs

And other fishes

And heap them ashore.

- Maturai Marutan Ijanakanar

* Yiipa - The pillar erected near the sacrificial pit.
A Makanril pair - Waterbirds which ever live in pairs.
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221. Palai

(The companion of the heroine speaks to her insisting on her elopment, she

having connived at it)
My friend,
Our kin are busy with the arrangement
For your wedding;
They after imbibing liquor

Concocted with honey, gathered from blooms,
Spread fresh sand in the foreyard

Of our house, goodly and ornate.

They have declared:

“We are soon celebrating the wedding

" Of our daughter of beauteous tresses.”’

So, I have decided to send you with our lover

A dark-bearded and bull-like lad

Who wields a freshly-wrought spear

Bright with shapely leaf.

He had consented to elope with you.

On the way he will fetch,

The honey-dripping and soft bunches of flowers
And also the tender leaves of Maram tree

Of bent branches and rounded trunk

And adorn your cool and fragrant tresses therewith.
He will go with you crossing the well-nigh impassable path
Amidst a vast wilderness

Where the bamboo clusters have lost their beauty
As the clouds failed them

And moved away to the heights of the sky

And where the dark-hued she - elephants run scared
On hearing the growl of a wide-mouthed tiger
Seething in anger as its intended prey, an elephanat -, escaped it.

- Kayamanar
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222. Kurinci

(The companion of the heroine speaks to her friend to be overheard by the hero
who stands near the fence)

My friend,

May you prosper'

Our lover, who is the chief of a sky-high and blue mountain
Girt with a dense forest, caused you this grief;

It has destroyed your great charm

Praised by all in the past;

I will suggest a remedy.

Attan Atti of high and shapely and beauteous shoulders
Danced at the wide ford of Kalar

Where the beat of drum and bustle of joy ceased not
During the festival when the Cauvery

Of long and dark tresses (the black sand)

Snatched him for herself

Allured greatly by his handsomeness;

His wife Atimanti ran in search of him

In every direction and wilted with a bewildered mind;
At that time,

One Maruty restored

Attan Atti but got herself drowned

In the roaring and big ocean,

And came to be celebrated in songs.

To attain a fame like that of Mariti’s,

Let us go searching for our lover

In the damp and miry path

That received the night-long downpour

Accompained by strong thunder-claps for many a day!

- Paranar



213 SASBTDITDI
223, Limemsy

(PPl Caumul e smovwamms Cany amymssiws)

Nflg6v susvedwi Q&imHs HIMBESHTT

LMHHID AHHIGaT CBHTeVGIsVsST G\msvorsnsf]
2p1pe0 sumyd Bz mifl Gaipsv

SUHATLOHLIL] 2 MIPID 2 DeTGIBBLD GCILIHBIHTU
BERST(PBT (Ip(HEST FemsorCGsT G1LI(HHISHED
sTIReTE HBauem sTBS5606T QeumisT B
S1psoGILITLS wiremsoruflsst gGlwesrd G resr mid
Mipsflsv emio m5flsv MBerflemL

@migsor gruflsnib 50T HLosuflsst
LODHHIBIT LGHED WTUS! LDHSTRLY
SbLismsTsT QBBHEESHTET HEES HitbLN
sifiufleoTis &BdEEH &flaussrT LTy
HIsoorBs% oL h1s sumflll spLIU TGS
BET(Ipsma 2AGTH CUTOBTE GHD6TH
HToTHMIT HLOPOHTEDL Coulibgmlssr
LOGTITEEOTIT &abBH60 IR W HiuNGsv.

- LremevLITIgu GUiEHEE G



Manimitai Pavalam

223. Palai

(The heroine is consoled by her companion when the hero is away
in a far-off place)

My dear friend,

May you prosper.

Our lover trod through a long-extending
And scorched and waterless wilderness;

It is dotted with Omai trees

That cast no shade

And Murunkai trees which abound

In curved and tufted pods

That resembled the sharp teeth of a wild boar;
A boulder hard by one such Murunkai tree
Resembles an elephant aflame

When the wilderness catches fire and is
Fanned by the western wind.

Do not plunge in grief with the thought
That he who is hard-hearted enough to part from us
Will even forget us totally;

He has boundless love for you;

You have densely dark tresses;

They are curved and curly

And hang low at your back

And roll on your broad, bamboo-like and beauteous shoulders
Resembling curved clusters of dark beetles;
They are well-washed and combed;

They are adorned with goodly buds

And flowers of wild jasmine

And also a wreath of Kuvalai,

Cool and fragrant;

Our lover enjoyed his blissful slumber

On the soft matress -- your tresses.

So, could he forget that slumber

And close his eyes now?

214

- Palaipatiya Perurikafuriako
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224. Mullai

(The hero speaks to his charioteer after completing his mission with success)

My friend,

“Will our lord, the guardian of our sweet life

Return here now?

Will his expert charioteer, in his hands hold

The reins of the steeds endowed with wind-like speed?
‘Will he with good control drive them,

Their necks fastened to the bent yoke

And cause them to gallop heaving deep sighs
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Like the bellows of the smithy

Which is blown amain,

When long and fine filaments of their salaiva
Looking like the minute threads

In a spider’s web flow from their frothy mouths
Like butter in the churned milk

And fall on the broad and sandal-smeared chest of our lover
Spoiling its splendour?

Will the chariot run through the woodland
Which now glows with greater beauty,

As it stands relieved of the aestival heat,
Scattering the herds of deer

That run leaping, out of fear?

Will the swift-moving and shining chanot-wheels
Cut through the path of wavy sand

Causing a coarse sound

Similar to that of a quern’s

When a house-wife rotates it

After pouring into it well-dried grains?”’

Even thus, my sweet and pitiable lass

Of well-wrought jewels will ask her friend.

She will, time and time again,

Place in position the few ornate bangles

That are still on her wrist.

She will every now and then gaze

At the direction of my return,

From her house, well-guarded and spacious.

O my charioteer!

The evening is gone and night has set in.

Let our chariot run with greater speed!

- Aviir Malankilar Makanar Peruntalai Cattanar
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225. Palai

(The hero speaks to his heart that quests after wealth)

®

It is a small village of lovely houses

Hard by a well-nigh impassable path-

Amidst the wilderness full of huge boulders
Beyond a grove of densely-growing teak trees.
There are bushes everywhere

And the beetles make holes in the bamboos
That grow amidst them.

As the western wind blows,

It produces a melody

Soft like that of the flutes’ of the cowherds
Who, holding long crooks

Follow their cattle that move on to drink water.
There are Iruppai trees in full bloom.

Their folded flowers in clusters

Resemble the quivers which are well-fastened
And whose tops are kept open.

The clusters are covered by tender leaves.

The flowers that are shed

On the red soil are like the pearls with holes,
When the string holding them gets snapped.
Shall we abide all alone on the morrow

In such a village contemplating

The bewildered look and the sulking of our sweetheart
Whose well-grown treeses, dark like nimbus,
And endowed with flowers, are hanging low,
And whose forearms are set with serried bangles?
This day,

We are here, hugging our innocent sweetheart
Of soft mien, heart-melting words

And virtues galore -

A lady of boundless love.

218

- Eyinentai Makanar Ilankiranar
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226. Marutam

(The companion of the heroine condemns the hero who has kinship with harlots)

O chief of a fecund village

Rich in daily inflow of riches!

I would not trust your words.

Utter not lies to me!

You are without the sense of shame, for sure.
Kalar is the capital of Matti,

Who is the lord of the fisherfolk.

He has an army of warriors

With innumerable javelins.

His bow is well-strung.

In this spacious town of Kalar,

Young women of bijou-bangled forearms
Wear skirts wrought of leaves of multifarious hues.
They sport in the red-hued freshes.

When they are satiated

They go about plucking the green Pancay grass
From the fields and chase out .

The white herons from the field

Of Karantai plants.

1 come to know that you sported yesterday

At this ghat, with your favourite hetaira

Of bangled forearms

In the Cauvery at early dawn

Whose freshes uprooted the high and white Marutu and VanCi trees.
Today, the slander in the village

About your water-sport is louder

Than the shouts of triumph

In the matutinal court at Urantai

Of Tittan of manifold garlands

When Katti of murderous and valorous army
And Panan of enormous strenght

Fled away without fighting

On hearing the tuneful sound of the Kinai-drum.

- Paranar

Kinai - A one-faced drum.
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227. Palai

(The heroine is consoled by her companion during the separation of the hero)

My friend,

May you prosper!

““This girl’s forehead has lost its lustre,
Her arms have grown lanky;

The stripes on her sallow forelap

Have grown dim;

Alas, what would befall her?”
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So you think deep and worry yourself

With tearful eyes.

Grieve not my friend.

Our lover trod through many a path

In the wilderness.

There, a tusker of enormous strength

And boiling wrath

Whose stream of must drenches its cheek

And flows into its mouth

Beholds before its eyes

A Veénkai tree with golden bunches of flowers.
As it resembles the hue of a tiger,

It spurns it, gets angry with it

And charges its trunk with its tusks.

At this, its branches shed their blooms

And present a desolate look.

The elephant, its body stained with red soil,
Then trumpets like the victorious warriors

In the battle-field.

By his parting, he caused gossip

In the village and it is like

The bustle in the bright bazaar

At Marunkdr of big creeks,

And groves and stately and prosperous houses.
That is beyond Unr, a highly renowned city
Girt with protective walls

And which belongs to Talumpan

Of great renown,

So named for the scars on his body

Which resemble the fruit of the egg-plant.

He was trampled once by a cow-elephant

And thus came to be intrenched with scars.

In the past he sounded his drum

After capturing the entire Tamil country
Thanks to his unfailing sword.

His court ever received a ceaseless stream of suppliants.
His glory was hymned by Tunkalori.

Though our lover has caused the gossip

To spread, may he yet, live long freed from all ills!

- Nakkirar
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228. Kurinci

(The companion of the heroine addresses her friend when the hero stands
by the fence)

My friend,

The beauteous hamlet of our lover

Is atop a big mountain.

The hill-range is dotted with cane clusters.

In a path that runs through such a range

Are Venkai trees of bright flowers.

These flowers resemble the spots on a leapord

When the moonlight, bright as day falls on the mountain.
As a result, the wide-mouthed and dark cow-elephants
That abide in the groves run scared.

If he, the chief of such a mountain,

Spends the day time joyously

Sporting with us in the deep spring

Full of eye-like and dark water lilies

Amidst a mountain cavern

Which is in the dense hillslope

Where a dinsome cascade that falls down

From the mountain wets and cools

A sandal tree and causes the swarm of honey bees to whirl,
And return to his native place

During night,

He will be doing that which is good.

- Antar Makan Kuru Valutiyar
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229. Palai

(The heroine speaks to her friend who cosoled her during the
absence of the hero)

O my friend!

““The prosperous and myriad-rayed sun wielded its disc

From the expansive heavens, and so the earth fissured eveywhere

Along the path,waterless and interminable.

The cow-elephants of convex nails and soft-headed calves

Now lie in groups with their emaciated bodies, for, they refused

To take their food; They now lie - resembling the abandoned huts

Of a deserted village; our lover, the expert liar,

Parted from us with a promise to return at once

And travelled through such a long wilderness

Dotted with many a hill. May his efforts to come by immense wealth

Bear fruition forthwith, even though we might cease to be alive!”’

When I spoke to you thus and gave vent to my feelings,

You comforted me saying thus:

O my young friend, whose parents, for a long time longed for progeny!
Nurture not so much hatred for our lover.

Your agony is boundless and your eyes are tear-filled.

Your body has been crept over by auric pallor.

Your comely body adorned with speckles has lost its great charm

And you grieve so much for it. Avoid such grieving!”’

But see my friend, the early spring, most blissful has set in.

The branches of the Murunkai trees are ladden with fresh and ruddy buds and flowers.
The koels, dark-hued and red-eyed, sweetly call from the tops of the swaying branches
Of the mango trees rich in fresh shoots, after having pecked at those flowers
And eaten their pollen. Alas, our lover who promised to be back here shortly
Has not yet come back even during this season!

- Maturai Kulavanikan Cittalaiccattanar
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230. Neytal

(The hero addresses his heart on his return after a meeting with his beloved
during the courting period)

‘O young girl of sharp teeth, dark and long tresses
And lustrous forehead! '
Your forelap is bedecked with the small
Eye-like and dark blossoms of Neytal
That burgeon in a big creek close by the sea!
You are clad in a skirt
Wrought of broad and cool and lovely leaves.
Your body has soft and yellow spots.
Compained with your playmates,
You scoop with your hands
The fine pollen, of the Punnai
Shed on the silvery sand imagining it to be gold.”
You build a toy-house of sand
And play house-keeping.
O girl! What harm will befall you
, If you keep my house too
As my life-partner?”’
Thus I spoke to her
When my expert charioteer drove gently,
Close to her, my tall chariot
Fitted with a staff shaped like a lotus (Kotuici),
And drawn by swift and goodly steeds.
At that, her eyes, beauteous and red-streaked,
And fed with khol,
Turned joyously tear-bedewed
And she essayed to conceal it
And bent her head gently
Causing me to suffer great grief!

- Maturai Aruvai Vanikan I]avettanar
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231. Palai

(The heroine is consoled by her companion during the separation of the hero)

O my friend,
Our lover thought that destroying the pride
Of the hostile ones and helping the kin
At the hour of distress are impossible for the indolent
Who live at home contended.
So resentful of such shameful indolence
And with a mind goaded by the desire
For goodly fame, he parted from us
Seeking wealth; he took a path
Through the waste that strikes panic
In the hearts of men who think of crossing it.
There, the brigands, the wielders of bent bows,
Shoot arrows and kill the wayfarers;
They cover their mortal remains
With heaps of gravel in the very spots
Where they fell dead :
Their tufted heads left exposed;
In every wasteland dotted with cactus
Are seen such heaps;
I am sure he will be back here
With a heart that melts out of lover for you.
He is one who enjoyed the blissful stumber
On the mattress -- your tresses
Bedecked with flower-wreaths
And buzzed by a swarm of bees.
You are like unto Maturai
Of great renown of Pantiya king
Who wears auric jewels
And who reigns his land
Enthroned beneath his silvery, royal and sky-high umbrella,
And whose triumph over his foes
_Has conferred on him unfading fame.

- Maturai Tlattupiittan Tevanar
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232. Kurinci

(The companion of the heroine speaks to her friend to be overheard by the hero
who stands near the fence)

- My friend,
May you prosper!
Please ponder over what I say.
Our lover is the chief of a montane region
Where a huge elephant that eats bamboos
Mistakes the thunder-clap for the growling of the tiger
And flees away trumpeting
And the trumpeting reverberates in the mountain caverns.
Our kinship with this man
Hath spelt evil for us.
In our village amidst hills
The foresters on festival days
Dance with their mates
Who excell in the art of dancing.
They dance in the wide and rocky foreyards
Which look beautiful
With the auric-hued flowers
Of the Vénkai trees of sapphire-like beauteous buds.
These grow in the common yard
And augur the marriage day
By their blossoming.
Henceforth,
Our house too would wear
A festive look like unto the bustling arena of festival
Of the Kuravas,
For, our mother would take the change of our complexion
To be the handiwork of Lord Murukan
And invite the Velan* to our house
To offer manifold flowers to Him
With a prayer to protect our spacious
And well-guarded house!

- Kotimankalattu Vatuli Narcéntanar

* Velan : The frenzied-dancer who carries 4 spear (vel) while dancing.
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233. Palai

(The companion of the heroine consoles her friend during the
separation of the hero)

My friend,

Sob not; your bewildered and cool eyes
Flood with tears and drench

Your breasts whose base is broad.

Our lover crossed a wilderness

Seeking riches during the summer.

In this season,

The enfeebled elephants grieve

As the clouds that move away toward
Other realms that are fecund,

Had deserted the extensive land

Which is charred by the engulfing wild fire.
He trod through paths

Dotted with hills, high as well as short,
That look like the groups of dark-hued ghouls
That gathered in the battle-field

When Utiyan Céral offered food lavishly
During the martial sacrifice

He performed in honour of his forefathers
Of everlasting fame,

Who entered the battle-field

With their heroic men and horses

And attained the world of the celestials,
Thanks to the valour that knew no retreat.
Though he went with an uncontrollable zeal
And with a bewildered heart,

He would not stay long there,

Forgetting his blissful sleep

On the mattress of your dark tresses,
Arranged in a fivefold manner.

- Mamalanar

Note: The Cera monarch referred to here is known as Peruficorru Utiyaficeralatan
(The king who fed others with abundant food). He is hailed as the leader of a clan
of the Ceras.



235 <D SBBTEUT DI
234, (ywmﬁv ‘

(amouast CaituIsNGS Qanalus)

STTLWD QUTPHS BIHIHD STEHEV
wlssarsworufli LTHS B6T3T6T WILD Lo(H )55
BenTLsmn HsdT6THSI istTeor eflsnyufli
Lsvgyiemed BeSiom QsvediBH GmTefEu
SsTELITHE Semowl LUHB LpeTEw

usvES) Tyl Glosvsul Wi

HTGIsvssT LogHeT 670fl HIESIWD

HeToTBETT Té(F, SIflH@EHLD LIGH0T6001 60 QBBHEHT
susvailsmirh HMTG Hsvausud GUMIK
BHTHEMLP (LpseT@U QB HEDL. w1 fsmesor
STMIL|STOTIT 2_suenHW 2eTlsy 2_HETT

24EHF MM 61sTITIG 65T GILOSITLID DS QgD
(pssmey BDICSVTS ST HIBWH ST

sTeVsmsY BUITEUI L|sVGEIEVEHT LOTEDEVLI
UnsusmLB B(HHs 2 somailsr BT
SPUL (HLpbH LIEsTIaUT (30T SH6TT

HETEOTI DD LITTHS LIGEmEVIsT -
ssT@eorit @B LilstretiNewf]l afllGeu.

- Guuwesrir.



Manimitai Pavalam 236
234. Mullai

(Address of the hero to his charioteer)

O expert charioteer!

There is water everywhere as the clouds poured amain.

May you move into our chariot

Whose speed blinds the eyes of men

And which is tall, ornate and wrought with perfection
Adhering to the rules of chariot-making.

May you hold the soft reins together.

Let our neighing horses of soft manes

Gallop with speed looking like swans that fly in rows.

Let men wonder if it is the wind that blows.

Let the vehicle course through the cool streams

Where fine sand is beheld everywhere.

Let the multispoked wheels cut deep the soft path

And move on; the day is past and the desolate evening has set in.
Now the young doves that hop and eat aplenty

The densely growing leaves are satiated.

They hop at will in the company of their mates

Free from all troubles; swarms of beauteous bees that wing softly
Buzz longingly over the pollen of fragrant blooms.

At this hour, our sweetheart abides alone, assailed by deep grief
In the village amidst the woodland, which is pleasant to live in.
Her collyrium-fed eyes would now be streaming

With tears and pallor would have crept over her body

And spoil its charm; speed up your chariot

So that her lightning-like and flashing tresses,

All in a tangle, may be set right!

- Peyanar
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235. Palai

(The helpless heroine speaks to her companion
during the separation of the hero)

My friend!

Listen to me please.

The dark clouds poured amain softening the fruitful soil;
They chose not to pour further, but reached the mountain-top;
Again it drizzled at night;

The northern wind opened the Kantal, of long and beauteous petals;
The coiled and white blooms of Mucuntai

Unpetalled and adorned the green bushes

Like the stars adorning the sky;

The crabs abode in their mud-holes;

In the vast fields, the big and branching sugarcane flowers
With strong and rounded stalks bent down

And looked like herons that got drenched in rain.

The dewy northerly virtueless,

Wrathfully blows and strikes panic;

It mercilessly assails me

Joining hands with the confounding eventide;

The pallor abiding on my forehead

Proclaims its presence to everyone;

My body has grown weak, having lost its former glory;
Our lover has no pity for us;

Nor has he made enquiries of us;

Has he forgetten to think of us

Owing to his mad quest after wealth?

Or despite his remembrance of us,

Has he failed to enquire

Owing to the crowded agenda of his daily task?

- Kalar Kiran Eyirriyar
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236. Marutam

(The heroine speaks to her friend when her lover leaves her after reunion)

My friend!

May you prosper!

In the village of our lover,

The farmers who harvest the white paddy stalks,
- Eat, eagerly gripping with their mouth

The well-cooked pieces of the big striped fish --
Succulent and colourful --,

Caught from the clear-watered pond
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Rich in Mulli plants of blue gem-like blossoms,
And leave for the threshing ground;
Then, they spread there the many bundles
Of harvsted paddy-stalks
Of long ears leaving inter-space none;
The threshing ground is girt with bedewed Paficay grass;
Fresh blossoms drop from the swaying branches
Of mango trees of dark trunks
Like unto rain-drops, on the threshing floor.
My ignorant heart,
Unaware of his love and greatness
Began to thaw
When I beheld him at night
Who.had smeared his chest with sandal cream
And whose beauteous silken garments shone bright
And who was bashful like women
Of curvaceous ear-jewels.
Thus did I free myself very much
From bewilderment
And speaking out of my grief
Like Atimanti of bedewed eyes --,
That Atimanti, who lost her husband
" (In the freshes of the Cauvery)
And wandered visiting every land and every hamlet
Enquiring if anyone had seen Atti
Of majestic gait like that of a bull’s
Beauteous shoulders and dark and curly hair
; Adorned with flowers
And who out of confusion
Lamented aloud saying
I know not what took place;
Did the sea or river devour him?”’

- Paranar

Note: The episode referred to in this verse is found in many other verses.
(45,76,135,222)
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237. Palai

(The pining heroine is consoled by her friend)

* This is the spring season;

Now the stretches of fine sand

Glow with greater beauty

Thanks to the scattered flowers of small-based Patiri
That are fleshy, colourful and striped

And the blossoms of thin Atiral creepers;

The buds of Kuravam that resemble

The teeth of a snake, have burgeoned

And a swarm of bees hum around the blossoms;



Manimitai Pavajam 242

The southerly blows through the boughs,
Fragrant with the blossoms;

The melodic koels call out at short intervals
Even during this season,

My eyes shut not in slumber

And each night is spent in pain and agony.”

Thus you complain and shed tears

Which spoil the charm of your body.

O my lovely girl whose pretty and tranquil eyes
Are streaked red and fed with khol!

Cease weeping!

He will not stay long in the far-off place
Forsaking the nectar of your lips

Even if he were to attain Uraiyur.

Uraiyfir is a city of many sluices

That are all the while battered by the flowing river.
There the villagers roast

In the soaring flames blazing red

The plump pieces of succulent fish;

They also break and spread the soft balls

Of the cooked millet grains in the earthen vessels;
They make sweet coarse sugar

Out of the juice of well-ripe sugarcanes

Grown in the fields where sway

The heavy ears of paddy moved by the blowing wind.
They also make fresh beaten rice

From the Campa * paddy grains

And soak it with cow’s milk.

They share all these dishes with their kin.

- Tayankannanar

* Campa - A kind of paddy
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238. Kurinci
(The companion of the heroine speaks to the hero during the tryst by night)

O lord of a realm of high mountain!

In your domain, the forest is thick with trees
Whose branches are so entwined

That you cannot tell one from the other;

There lies starving a tigress

‘Guarding its cubs newly littered;

To appease its hunger, its huge mate

With manifold stripes on its body,

And with its neck resembling

A piece of palmyra trunk

Goes out seeking the flesh

Of a young deer

To the dark-clefted hill side at midnight;

It smites a lordly wild bull of curved horns

To fall on its right side

Causing its innocent-looking mate to lament

In profound grief.

The lament of the wild cow resounds

In all the directions in the wide-extending forest;
The tiger then drags the body of its prey

Along the wide and rocky path

Staining it with blood.

My friend is endowed with a charming forehead
Which is fragrant like the fresh and cool blooms of Kantal
Which burgeon softly

And which flourish at the base of a palmyra palm
That stands in the fragrant and dark hill-slope
In the realm of Nalli

Who pours gifts like rain clouds

And who bestows on the suppliants,

Tall and ornate chariots and tuskers.

A foot of Nalli’s is decked with a heroic anklet;
His arms are long;

He rides the swift horse.

If you intend to part from the damsel

Of fragrant forehead,

Tell me if you have any medicament

For her malady!

- Kapilar
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' 239. Palai

(The hero addresses his heart when going in search of wealth)

O my heart!

Our young and goodly beloved

Spoke in bouderie, yesterday too,

In a sweet voice

Before I parted from her,

She queried me with anxiety thus:

0O noble one,

You intend to go abroad seeking wealth

Which is rare to attain,

Leaving me alone here to wallow in the dolorous evening,
When young women of shining jewels

Who have yellow spots on their bodies

Worship the crescent on high.

You will be crossing many paths in many regions
Of alien lands where red-eyed warriors

Who growl like tigers enter the foes’ territory
With fire brands and long arrows

And lift away their cattle

And where their great bustle of triumph
Reverberates in the scorched wildemness.

O dear, will you or will you not protract

Your sojourn there?”’

Alas, our plight is pitiable.

What may, I know not, befall me!

The commonyard of our village

Will eft soon vanish from our vision,

And the trees too will go out of our sight one by one!

246

- Eyinentai Makanar Ilankiranar
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240. Neytal

(The companion of the heroine agrees to help for a day time
meeting with the heroine)

To show unto my brothers

By the light of the lamps shining

In the strongly-wrought boats

That waded through the vast billowy sea,
The many kinds of fishes he netted,

My father would return home tonight.

My mother will worship with folded hands
And observe a ritual with her friends

In honour of the deity

That abides at the ford.

So sir,

If you like to slumber sweetly

On my friend’s shapely breasts

After stroking her charming forehead

And honey dripping tresses,

Please come to the cool grove of Punnai trees
Of abundant blossoms,

Which is in a corner full of silvery sand,
And rich in Cerunti flowers

That unfold buzzed by bees.

There, you can have union with her!

In the dark twig of the big branch

Of the Nalal of crimson flowers,

The fledgeling abides alone;

Thinking of this, the stork that ever flies low,
Rises up from the darksome creek
Abounding in Neytal flowers

. Which are like blue gems,

And wings away; so the seaside grove
Wears a desolate look,

- Elu Panri Nakan Kumaranar
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241. Palai.

. (The grieving heroine speaks to her friend who tries to console her)

O my friend, may you prosper!

‘‘He ever graces me and never resents me;
His friendship endures for ever

And is never flawed by acerbity;

He is a paradigm of virtues!”

Thus we hail him.

Alas, our love who was always by our side
Linked with love inseparable

Has parted from us;

He has now gone beyond a mountain
Thick with goodly trees.

There, the extensive land is frightful;
The tender bamboo shoots

Atop the mountain get wilted;

The ripe bamboo stems strike against one another and creak;
The rocky surface burns; :

As the clouds have failed,

No cascade falls down;

In the fearful and extensive wasteland,
A thirsty and aged buck runs

After the white mirage

Mistaking it for water;

Unable to move away to any other place
It abides there with grief

In the scorching wilderness of mirages
A place very much alien to it;

There, the female monkeys of soft heads
And ruddy faces leap and play

With the Kalafikus *--

The sweet and rounded fruit --,

Of the wayside Nelli tree !

Lo, I am steeped in misery!

- Kaval Mullai Putanar

*Rounded pieces of stone used in a game bearing this name. It is a game played
by girls.
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242. Kurinci

(The companion of the heroihe speaks to her friend to be
overheard by the hero who stands beside the fence)

My friend,
Our lover is one, who, in our company
Scared away the parrots of circular stripes
From the vast field of red millet with green stalks and bent ears,
Which is beside a grove, where dance peacocks of ocellated
And sapphire-like fan-tails; on their fan-tails are shed the auric pollen
Of Venkai trees as the bees buzz and kindle their well-ripe buds
In the bunches slender and swaying.
1 very much fear that our mother, all ignorant of the truth
That my present malady is owing to his virtuous qualities,
May invite to her house the Velan.
She may spread out many a dish as offering to Lord Murukan
And request the ignorant Velan thus:
“May you discover the source of the anguish of my daughter
Whose enchanting beauty is like that of the tender mango shoot’s!”
I fear that the Velan will so sing the Lord’s praise
That the arena where the frenzied dance is enacted
Will glow with greater splendour.
But before the happening of such things, will it be ever possible,
My friend, to get to our lover and embrace many a time
And cause our delicate and ever-crescent breasts
To get immersed in his chest?
Shall we thus regain the former beauty, goodly and unfading,
' Of our shapely forearms and broad shoulders?
Alas, they have now grown weak;
Their bangles slip off;
These were the bangles which we once chose for our wearing and removal!
These were the bangles too whose lustre could be eyed even from a distance!

- Pericattanar
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243. Palai

(The heroine tells her friend of her intolerable agony
during the separation of the hero)

The creeper of the country beans has shed

Its beauteous flowers and the Inkai blooms

Like unto curved and holed coral, have burgeoned;
The little drops of rain carried by the whistling wind
Drench the cool Pakanrai bushes

That skirt the village and cause them

Burgeon beautifully;

Freshes have ceased to flow in the streams;

The paddy crops grow dense;

. They get impregnated, put forth curved ears

And the ripe ears now shine bright and rustle;

The merciless northerly,

Travels fast through such green-hued fields of paddy crops
And stays here.

If it goes to the place where our lover now abides
And tells him that he abides there

For an unduly long time for amassing wealth

And also informs him

Of our lonely plight and of our life

That resents many a thing, once dear to us,

And then returns to us fully assessed of his state,

It will spell good; if not it will be otherwise.

But it seems,

The northerly is bent upon teasing us alone

Causing us to grieve with tearful eyes.

Such, my friend, is the outcome of our hoary karma!

- Kotiyar Kilar Makan Neytal Tattanar
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244. Mullai

(The hero speaks to his charioteer after completing his mission)

O charioteer!

Our Pagan has come as envoy

With a kindly heart to help my love;

He says that my sweetheart is grief-stricken
Beyond measure and weeps ceaselessly
Causing her charming eyes

Which are cool and are like the many petalled lotus,
Turn incarnadine;

He also reports to us the words that she spoke to her friend thus:
“My friend, may you prosper!

This is rainy season, cool and sweet;

Now the bats, whose wings are dark --

And look like the glutinous skin soaked in ghee,
That abide atop high branches

Desert the old tree, their day-time abode

And fly about seeking fruit.

In the jasmine liana,

The buds have opened their petals,

And the blossoms smell sweet

Like the bride’s tresses

And this sweet fragrance charms

The swarm of bees that are there.

It seems my friend, for our lover,

Both coming home and staying away

In a far-off place are equally pleasurable!”’

So, my friend,

Yoke your grass-eating steeds at once

To our tall charaiot and drive fast homeward!
Our job here is over!

- Maturai Alakkar Gnalar Makanar Mallanar
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245. Palai

(The hero condemns his heart that is after wealth and postpones his
journey to a foreign land)

O my heart!

If you feel well-assured

That our beloved is endowed

With the strenght of mind to abide at home
Enduring the pangs of separation

Consoling herself with the thought

That her husband is a wise man bent upon weal,
And who is going abroad seeking riches

Which are more precious than life itself,

Then you are free to move away
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Leaving here all alone, our sweetheart of great beauty.
On your path through the wilderness,

There are villages abounding in battle-fields
Where many a fight -- hard to win -- has taken place.
Lo, the clouds having deserted,

Even the bamboos have gone dry;

These are villages where abide the hunters

Who are wielders of mighty bows;

They plunder the passing merchants

And live a life, bereft of human virtues;

When night falls, their chiefs visit the houses

. Where toddy is bartered.

The vendors are women, endowed

With broad shoulders with beauteous stripes,

And stomachs with yellow spots.

Unable to offer anything as the price,

Some warriors do not get the desired toddy.

So they seek to bring there the silvery tusks

Of the musty elephants of the wood

Which are preserved in their houses;

For this, they tenderly stroke

The soft heads of their young sons

That play in the commonyard,

And bid them secure the tusks.

You may stay at night in such villages,

And continue your journey the next day;

You may cross many a branching path full of rocks;
They are tall and beautiful;

They cast their shades at dawn;

Their swaying branches possess

Bright blossoms that resemble blazing flames.
Swarm of bees hum around the blossoms

And make melody like flutes;

There again are beheld on the boulders,

Grass grown white and dry,

Looking like sticks

Which help appease the sharp hunger

Of the swift-moving camels.

I am not willing to follow you!

- Maturai Marutan llanakanar

Note: The word ’enpu’ also means grass. Vide Perakarati, Arumukha Vilasa Press,
Madras, 1893.:
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246. Marutam

(The companion of the heroine refuses entry to the hero when
he returns home after a visit to his hetaira)

O chief!

In your village renowned for its fresh and ceaseless revenue,
There are extensive and water-logged paddy-fields;
There, a male conch whose mouth is agape,

And whose belly is rough,

Espouses its loving mate witnessed by
Sharp-nosed Aral fish in a deep pond.

We are told that you abode

At the cool grove of Kaiici trees

Rich in pollen and sported

In the wide river yesterday

With your favourite hetaira

Of lovely tresses adorned with flowers.

The gossip regarding this is louder

Than the very jubilant shouts

Of Aluntur, when Karikalan of great renown,
Soaring wrath and enormous might

Triumphed over the other two crowned monarchs,
Who were highly renowned

And the eleven Vé] chiefs,

Destroying their great valour

In the battle at uproarious Vennivayil

Abounding in toddy,

And causing them take to their heels

Forsaking their dinsome drums.

- Paranar

e

Note: Venni is now called Koilvenni in the Papanacam Taluk of Taficaviir district
in Tamilnad.
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247. Palai

(The heroine speaks to her companion who grieves for her when the
hero is absent)

My friend,

May you prosper!

It is a wilderness well-nigh impassable;
There, a male bear of fiery mouth

With its herd, eats the silvery flowers

Of the dark-trunked Iruppai tree

And when satiated, breaks open the top

Of a tall termite-tower wrought of ruddy soil
(To eat the pith inside it).

Desirous of coming by wealth,

Our lover chose to tread this waste
Unmindful of its perilous nature;

He crossed many a hazardous

And branching paths

Where a murderous elephant

Stands near a village

Intending to attack men that come

From that a village, ruined during a battle

In which, warriors, hostile to each other, died;
He went beyond a lofty mountain

Of high-peaked range

Where are perched on the branches of trees,
Flocks of vultures which are swift-winged and long-necked
And eager for the stinking flesh.

By his parting, he caused

Languishing of our majestically beauteous breasts
On which roll down tear drops

Which are verily unwashed pearls!

Truly he is merciless, my friend!
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- Maturai Marutankilar Makanar Peruhkannag&r
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248. Kurinci

(The companion of the heroine speaks to be overheard
by the hero who stands near the fence)

My friend,

" Our lover is the chief of a hilly realm
Where a dauntles boar stands
Poised to attack men, at the end
Of the forest at a corner
With an impassable entrance,

As its sow of hauging teats,
Followed by its young cubs,

Gets out of the forest

After having attacked a strong setter
Thus warding off the young hunters
And protecting its young ones.

A hunter nears the boar

Aiming at it a sharp dart

But moves away without attacking it
As it recalls to his mind

His valorous chief who would not
Move away from the battle-field
But would stand blocking the way
Of his foes, even when warriors

Of immense strenght retreated.
Please listen to this humourous incident
That happened last night.

Our lover came and stood

Near our house, a garland
Beautifully dangling

On his lofty and rounded shoulders
Like a cord tied on the hump

Of a bull; it shed flowers

On his shoulders since the string
Got loosened when the garland

Got entangled

In the dense bushes.

Our mother saw him

And in haste looked at my face
And smiling went away saying
“You are indeed a good girl!”

264

- Kapilar
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249. Palai

(The pining heroine speaks to her companion who feels
sorry for her grief during the separation of the hero)

My friend, may you flourish!

Listen to what I say!

Our lover crossed a high-peaked mountain
Which is covered with bamboo clusters;
There in the jungle where blow many flowers,
The cattle-lifting Malava warriors ;
Adorning themselves with peacock-feathers
Abide under the scant shade

HSBTEITDI
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Of a tree, kill a young cow,

Eat its flesh well-cooked and move away;
The westerly carries with it

The foul smelling dust of the soil

And blows noisily

Which is mistaken

By the flocks of does and bucks

For the cry of an antelope

Felled by a brightly-striped tiger
Which went seeking its prey.

So they run scared in the branching paths,
Crying aloud all the way.

Our lover has not yet come back

To relieve us of our sufferings,

Though we stand robbed

Of our youthful charm and great beauty
Like unto that of the city of Vempi
Whose chief is Mucuntai,

The wearer of dangling jewels

And lord of an army of countless spear-wielding warriors.
Mucuntai gifts away daily

Bulls of high and swaying humps
Smeared with sandal paste

Whose necks are adorned

With auric ferrules,

And heaps of rice and tall chariots

And also tuskers

To the Akavar * of sweet melody

Who seek their support

And who beat with a stick their Kinai
Of clear tone, tied well

With strong strips of leather.

Kinai : kettle-drum
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- Nakkirar

* A class of suppliants who sang the praise of kings and chiefs for getting gifts.
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250. Neytal
(The companion of the heroine indirectly induces her friend to comply with the
request of the hero)
My friend!
May you prosper!

The sea-waves full of close-knit droplets of water
Battered ceaselessly the Punnai trees on the shore
And caused them to shake.

A swarm of bees buzzed over their bunches of flowers
Causing them to glow with greater beauty

And also smell sweet;

We in the company of our crowded mates

Were sporting on the sand-dunes in all splendour;
Then came there a stranger

With wreaths of flowers adorning his chest and head;
He had left his tall chariot with Kotifici*

And his young warriors at a distance;

He spoke high of our sand-houses;

He went away (disappointed)

Getting no response from us.

From that day onwards,

We are assailed by great grief

Born of sorrowful thoughts;

Our supple shoulders have emaciated,

In this small and beauteous village

The abode of fishermen possessed of lovely nets,
The women of the Panar clan

With their cruel lips

Utter slanderous words against us;

Our hearts are greatly agitated

And our bangles slip from our wrists.

Alas, the ford of the sea too,

Even like us, during mid-night

Sleep not.

- Cellar Kilar Makanar Perumpiitan Korranar
* The staff in the front side of the chariot.
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251. Palai

(The companion of the heroine laments over the loss of the beauty
of her friend during the separation of hero)
My friend!
May you prosper!
The Kocar * whose ornate and tall chariots --
Fitted with victorious flags --,
That can run with speed like th_e wind,
Gathered their warriors at their open court
Beneath the ancient banyan tree
That had great branches
And beat their tuned drums with short sticks;
They marched against their foes and destroyed them; ?
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As the king of Mokur was unyielding,
The Neo-Mauriyas who rose against him
Cut and cleared the rocks

Whence flowed silvery cascades

To gain easy passage to the wheels

Of their well-decked chariots.

Beyond this rocky passage

There is a long-extending path

Rich in groves of teak trees;

There roams about all alone, with pride, -
A lordly tusker of flawless white tusks,
After having charged and killed

With its tusks

Which the white bored holes

On the vast ground therewith,

A mightly tiger of glowing hue

That had earlier escaped from its tusks.
Our lover crossed this hazardous path
And caused our bangles to slip.

These were bangles, wrought of shells cut by the file;
To him has gone our messenger;

Now our tightly-worn jewels

Have loosoned since we have grown thin;
Deep is our grief and great is our misery
Caused by sore thinking;

If he happens to learn
“Through our messenger, this our plight,
He will end his stay there

And will not prolong it

Even if he were to come by

The great wealth of Nantan

‘When he returns,

Our shoulders will swell again;

The pallor on our lustrous forehead
Where roll our tresses will vanish!

- Mamilanar.

Kocar - A clan of the Tulu country

*A king of the Nanda dynasty whose capital was Pataliputra, modern Patna in the
north. The Nandas are said to have hidden their huge wealth beneath the waters of
the Ganges. (Ref.265 of this collection)

:
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252. Kurinci

(The heroine speaks to her friend when the hero stands near the fence)

O my friend!

He fears not to come alone,

Holding a spear in his hand;

He comes to our extensive mountain

Of groves, cool and fragrant,

Where Yali* feels enthused

To kill a tusker

Striking at its high and dotted forehead
And pulls out its silvery tusks;

It causes even a tiger -- ever-triumphant
In hunting and never smites

Its prey so to fall on its left -- to tremble;
I too am unable to bear loneliness.

I grieve with tearful eyes;

What are we to do my friend?

Our mother has mounted a vigilant guard
And she has forsaken sleep

Like a watchman of a tank with weak embankment
That throws up water drops

When battered by waves at midnight
When it so pours :

That the cool and downy Intai blossoms fall to the ground.

- Nakkannaiyar
* Yali - Leophant.

Animal with lione’s body and elephant’s face. The images of this rare animal are
found in many a Hindu temple. However, the commentators consider that the word
¢ Yali’ denotes the lion.
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253. Palai

(The companion consoles the heroine who grieves
over the separtation of her lover)

My friend!

May you prosper!

“My pallor-ridden body is wasting gradually;
Of late my mother wears an unkind look;
Rampant is the gossip in the village
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And it is louder than the bustle
_ Of the festival full of music
At Maturai, the gold-abounding city
When Pacumpiinpantiyan triumphed
Over the Konkar who wear
Never-fading blossoms wrought of gold,
And captured their many territories.
It looks as though I may die any tomorow.”
So saying, you weep
By reason of your manifold misery.
Erumai is the lord of Vatukar,
In whose relam in the north, flows
The Ayiri river;
In the realm of their aliens
The cowherd throng have so trained their bull
Of swaying humps and flappy necks
That they at the commanding whistle
Of their masters
So direct the movement of their cows
That they move towards their masters;
To the necks of those oxen are fastened
Beautiful and hallow bamboo rods
Packed with food;
The Vatukar of matchlessly strong shoulders
Proceed in the night, hard to brave,
Despoil the alien territories
And abact their numerous cattle.
Though our lover crossed that Ayiri river,
I am sure he will get disenchanted
With the thought of amassing wealth
And brood over your shoulders, bamboo-like,
And your soft breasts like unto tender coconuts
And which are getting pervaded by pallor.
He will also think of your dark tresses
Hanging down causing pain to your waist,
Your eyes that reach your ear-jewels
Inlaid with shining diamonds,
And your face, beauteous like the moon,
Which is the tilak of the sky.*

- Nakkirar

*Tilak: an ornament of the forehead; it is a symbol of auspicious ness; The widows
would not wear the tilak. In popular Tamil, it is ‘pottu’.
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254. Mullai

(The hero speaks to his charioteer afier reaching home)

“My sweetheart of charming forehead
Would now be alone in my house
Grief-tossed and bewildered.

Her foster mothers of soft, fragrant,

And partially grey tresses

Who have aged flawlessly

Would be extolling her;

Her young playmates whose roseate feet
Enhance the charm of their golden anklets
Would be at play leaving their foot prints
In the sand-filled foreyard of our house.
The red-footed male dove

That abides in our house

Would in the company of its mate

Make short flights and then eventually
‘Wing up in the space;

Whenever she beholds these sights,

My beloved would think of me.

O Charioteer!

As we have completed our king’s mission
In this foreign land,

Let us now commence our homeward journey;
Drive your lofty and ornate chariot

Whose wheels flash like lightning,

Drawn by well-trained steeds

Which resent indolent abiding at the stable;
Let the moving chariot-wheels

Cut down the green crops on the route;
Drive fast leaving behind

Long stretches of sand

In the cool, blooming and fragrant woodland
Rich in Talavam and Mullai.”

As thus I instructed you,

O charioteer, without delay and to my great delight,
You have driven the chariot drawn

By the horses decked with the garlands

Of tintinabula

And brought it to the bourne of our town.

- Maturai Aruvai Vanikan Ilavettanar.
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255. Palai

(The helpless heroine speaks to her friend during the separation of the hero)

Our lover parted from us seeking wealth;

He went on board a dreadful vessel

That splashed through the extending sea

Of stinking waves making it appear

That the earth itself moved,

When the swift winds pushed the vessel
Ceaselessly night and day.

The vessel has steered by the captain

By the light that glows atop the light-house,
Situate in the wide ford of high and dense sand-hills.
We are now in our village

Amidst a cool and fecund plain

Rich in streams and tanks

Brimming with water;

Here, the cool Pakanrai bushes

Blossom resembling the Karuvilar flowers;
The northerly shakes the inner petals

Of the fleshy Pakanrai flowers;

It also causes the Pakal vine

Of green fruit that resemble the outer skin of jack fruit
Sway together with

Kitalam creepers of ripe leaves;

Themerciless wind ceaselessly blows

Through our well-guarded house all night long;
If we'are fortunate to secure somone

To get to our lover and report to him

That our shapely jewels and-our serried shoulder-bracelets
Are slipping down from our emaciated body
Robbing us of our beauty,

He will not tarry there for long

And will hasten back to us in time

To relieve us of our boundless misery!

- Maturai Marutan Ilanakanar

Note: This is the only verse in the whole of the cankam classics, which speaks of
the hero’s journey in a ship.
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256. Marutam

(The companion of the heroine refuses entry to the hero
who returns from the abode of the hetaira)
O Sir,
In your domain,
A strong-clawed tortoise
Bestirs itself from its slumber on the heap
Of long leaves of Vallai, the branches of which
Lie twisted; satiated with its sleep,
It moves out crawling over murmuring pebbles,
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Reaches a wide bathing ghat,
Drinks with its open mouth
The split toddy of palmyra
And makes staggering movements;
It then stirs up the mud
In the goodly and wide paddy-field
And abides beneath the soft-leves
Of Ampal near by.
Utter not fibs!
I am fully aware of your deception.
It is you who are unaware
Of the fact that we know well
Of your lapses; did you not
Yesterday sport, as of right,
In the beautiful freshes of the Vaikai*
With a young hetaira of charming eyes
Adorned with khol?
The gossip in the village is
At its height
Notwithstanding the efforts
Of your beloved and her friends
To veil it; the gossip is louder
Than the shouts of joy
In the triumphant court
Of highly-renowned Kallur
- Rich in gardens where the sweetcanes grow
And beauteous fields dotted with flowers --,
 When the elders heard the plaint
Of a girl of tender age
And charming forehead,
And punished the lad who had despoiled
Her feminine charm;
The liar did not reck rectitude
And made false affirmations
As though he had never seen the girl;
The liar was bound to a lofty branch
Of a huge tree and on his head was poured
Buckets of ash by way of chastisement.

- Maturai Tamil Kittanar Katuvan Mallanar

* The great river of the Pantiya country.
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257. Palai

(The hero speaks to his sweetheart on the way after elopement)

This is a hazardous and branching wilderness infested with brigands,
Where the strangers, to identify their paths, chop off

The branches of the Ya trees which are forked and rich in tender leaves,
And place their ladders thereon.

The tuskers peel off the juicy and fibrous barks at the lower part of the tree,
Eat them and throw the waste away, which is later on used

As fuel for cooking, by the salt-vendors who are merchants by tradition.
There are ant-hills with small side-holes

Which are covered by shrubs of tender twigs,

Which the bear-cubs seeking food at night

Dig with their forearms causing the silvery snakes

That abide in them to roll inside.

This is mid-day of the summer when the faded flowers of Patiri,
Curved and honeyed, smell sweet; you follow me through this path
When your pretty little feet, adorned with tinkling anklets,

Inlaid with grains, turn ruddy; you have adorned your charming

And well-combed tresses with the lovely blossoms of Maram,

Whose buds blowed all at once; you do not know even to ward off the tiny bees
That buzz over your honey-smelling hair; I am convinced

That you are valiant to tread this path with me,

Swinging your bamboo-like forearms causing your forearms adorned
With small and splendid bangles to glow with greater beauty.

- Uraiyur Maruttuvan Tamotaranar
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258. Kurinci

(The hero who returns home after having failed to
meet his sweetheart addresses his heart)

O my heart!

May you prosper!

Inspite of my repeated advice

That she is unapproachable and unattainable

Like the gold, treasured with care

By the V&l chiefs of the hoary clan

At Pali-range of Nannan Utiyan,

Whose city is impregnably fortified.

Alas, you did not pay heed to what I said.

Every day all-impassioned, you move out all in vain, to meet
Your girl, lovely and soft,

In the narrow and fearful path,

Where roam about serpents seeking their prey;

You are given to loneliness;

You evoke pity in everybody;

Your eyes have lost their lustre;

Your love-sickness grows limitlessly;

You cause me endless and incurable grief

And now I am the laughing stock of everyone on earth!
May you perish,

Like the gems that lost their lustre,

Hidden in the cave of bewildering darkness

In a lofty and extensive hill

Where swift wind whirls

And cool rainclouds crawl and cascades drop down!

- Paranar
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259. Palai

(The heroine’s companion speaks to her friend after
approving the prospal to elope)

O my friend sweet to my heart!

The well-oiled spears shine bright;

The aides are on the move;

Garlands and leaf-skirts have been woven;

The waterless dry land has received a downpour;

So, the trees, after shedding their ripe leaves

Have sprouted tiny tender ones;

The groves look as though they are

Roofed of the dense-petalled fragrant and melliferous flowers;
The woods have become exceedingly lovely;

The dewy season is over,

And the spring season is in its wake;

The eventide with the milk-white moon

Has come as the herald,;

The flower plants in the pial may go dry;

The Vayalai creeper may wilt;

The hanging clusters of flowers

In the soft branches of Nocci may fade and droop.
Beholding the suffering of your mother

Who is more innocuous than you,

And dreading your brothers who are lordly like the tiger,
You hesitate to elope; listen to me.

Embolden yourself and be ready for elopement!

Hug me close that your breasts will press well against mine!

- Kayamanar
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260. Neytal

(The heroine speaks after her companion had commenced the dialogue
to be overheard by the hero who stands near the fence)

The mountains are bright

In the crimson rays of the evening sun;
Swarms of bees wing toward the flowers and buzz;
Flocks of herons fly shrieking

Above the seaside groves rich in Kantal;
The crabs that sported on the beach
Now rush into their holes; the waves are calm
And fishing boats are off the waters;
The night herons, inseparable from their mates
Fly to their nests amidst

The inner leaves of the palmyras
Growing on the sand dunes;

The blooms in the creeks

Fold their fragrant petals;

The fragrant blooms of Punnai

That surround the houses

Blow with golden hue;

The day has gradually spent itself;

The heat of the sun has abated;

If night should come

What would the plight

Of this girl be?

(Thus spake her friend.)

At dead of night

When the giant-owl, given to hooting
Whose habitat is the hoary tree

Hoots all of a sudden

And when the ghouls rooam about,

My heart melts in grief.

Lo, I trusted the clever words

Of the loveless man,

The author of this, my grief!

(Thus replied the heroine).

- Mocikkaraiyanar.
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261. Palai

(The hero afater his return, narrates to the companion of the
heroine his experience on his way during his elopement)

O girl!

I heard the growl of a huge tiger

That had killed a tusker,

And also the harsh tone.

Of the strong-faced Tutis*

Sounded by the tipsy hunters

Wielding bows, from their strong-hold.

I thought your friend would be scared
On hearing them and told her thus:
¢“Inserting unto your tender tresses

Fit to be arranged in five parts,

The wild Patiri flowers of dark calyx
That unfold in this summer

And the Atiral blooms

And adoming them

With the soft flower-bunches of Maram,
Dripping with honey, ;

May you take a few gentle and soft steps,
Swinging your hands,

Your shining bangles tinkling all the while
And your anklets sounding sweetly,

That I may feast my eyes on your back
That glows with beauty!”’

But owing to shyness

She would not do so;

On a sudden she stood apart

Drooping her head

With the innocent look of a dove’s.
Beholding it, I gave up my journey

And stayed with her in the well-nigh impassable path of the wilderness.

- Palaipatiya Perunkatunko

* A drum used by the brigands, hunters and warriors.
It was a harsh-toned drum.
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262. Kurinci

(The hero speaks to his heart after his union with his beloved)

O my heart!

The Kocar abiding in their ancient villages
Did away with the entangled vines

In the green and hoary forest

And ploughed the ruddy soil

With ploughshares drawn by bulls;

Well did they manure the soil
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And carry out the\other agricultural operations
And eventually raised the crop of greengram
That grew well thick with green leaves;

As the cattle of Anniminilie’s evertruthful father
Entered the garden and grazed the crops,
The merciless Kocar gouged out his eyes
For this peccadillo.

Revengeful girl as she was,

Anniminili took a vow

Never to eat food from a vessel

And never to wear fulled garments

And adhered to her wrathful vow to the last.
Her wrath was quenched

When, with the help of Titiyan

Who was endowed with an impregnable fort,
A valorous army and well-trained cavalry,
She had the Kocar massacred.

Our body swells in boundless joy

Which is like unto that of Anniminili’s

On that day she wrought her vendetta.
Boundless is our joy

As our sweetherart of soft and sweet words,
And fragrant like the odoriferous hill of Pekan
Rich in his stock of liquor buzzed by bees,
And happy in his munificence,

Came to us and had union with us.

The lofty mountain of Pekan

Is besieged by rain clouds

From whose peaks cascades down

A dinsome waterfall carrying with it
Blossoms aplenty;

The mountain range abounds in springs;

The droplets of water

Splashed by the waterfalls

Moisten the bushes that abound there.

- Paranar

Note: Refer poem no: 196 of Akam.

Pekan: One of the seven renowned patrons of arts and poetry; the chief of Potini
(modern Palani) the abode of Lord Murukan. He is celebrated for his act of having
gifted a carpet to a shivering peacock.
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263. Palai

(The lamentation of the mother afier the elopement of her daughter)

This is hot summer season;

Now, the orb of the sun

Emerges from the vast ocean

Of rolling waves to be worshipped by all the world;
It then turns fierce,

Spreading out its dazzling rays

Which suck the tanks dry;

The goodly lands turn barren and useless;

The green blades have totally withered.
During such hot season,

The undaunted youth eloped with my daughter
‘Through a well-nigh impassable

Wilderness, full of fearful and branching paths
Where the brigands who are expert archers
Climb the lofty Ya trees and remain ambushed
To watch the wayfarers, and loot them;

Alas, had I known earlier

That my daughter had lost herself to him,

I would have given her hand to him in marriage
In all joy untinged by aught of dislike.

I would have celebrated the wedding

In our house of great uberty

Like unto Vaiici’s, protected with care

By Kotai* of shining javelin,

So that he could enjoy,

His blissful slumber on

The still-growing breasts

Of my beloved daughter.

Lo, it could not be so!

294

- Karuvar Kannampalanar

*‘Kotai’ was one of the names by which the Cera line of kings were known.
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264 Mullai

(The confabulation between the heroine and her companion)

Now the season is winter

The clouds, spread in the dizzy heights

Of the heavens and pour amain

With claps of thunder;

In every street, rain water gushes

With great speed; now bloom in the dnsely-leaved Mucuntai
White flowers like unto the stars

That stud the cloudless sky;

The cowherds with their crooks

Drive homeward their manifold herds of cows
That suffered during the day the heavy downpour;
They have richly decked themselves

With choice and striped blossoms

Of white kantal;

Their garlands are dripping with water;
During this season,

Our lover abides in the martial camp

Of the monarch of fiery wrath 5

Whose forces have made their camp

Striking panic in their foes;

It is encircled during night

By elephants of spiralling wrath

And lordly gait!

Does our lover at least think of his lot

Though he does not think of our plight?

- Umparkattu Ilankannanar.
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265. Palai
(The pining heroine speaks to her companion)
My friend!
May you prosper.
You are like a doll

Endowed with bright and curly tresses
Dark like the black sand in cool shades;
Your voice is sweet like the fluten melody;

- LOTEPEVGTITT.
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- @r lover has parted from us
Causing you grieve;
Our sufferings have caused us grow weak;
Our bright bangles are falling off;
We are now abiding here
Our eyes flooded with tears;
Our lover took to a path
Very hard to pass through
In the range of Veénkatam hills;
There the warriors of fearful look
And flexible bows who reach the hill
And slaughter a lordly bull
Whose bellowing is enchanting;
They roast its fat flesh
In the fire, and gormandise the white flesh,
Like the ghouls that frighten beholders,
And quench their thirst by quaffing
The mellowed and unsullied Toppi*
That is brewed at home;
Their hands still smell of flesh
And their mouths are unwashed;
They dance in their hamlets
Rich in Maram trees
To the rhythm of the continual hooting
Of the tufted owl;
That hill-range is rich in elephants
Whose foreheads are adorned with red dots;
What may the wealth be,
That our lover deemed it as precious than we?
Will this match the Himalayas
Touching the expansive heavens,
And looking bright like the flames amidst smoky mist?
Or could they equal the enormous wealth
Concealed amidst the waters of the Ganges
_By the Nantar of multitudinous fame
And triumphant wars
All gathering together at Patali
The city of great renown?

* T6ppi - A kind of toddy prepared at home by the ancients.

298
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266. Marutam

(The heroine speaks to her husband who rejoins her
after a visit to the harlot’s house)

O chief!

We are told that you sported yesterday
Like a mighty tusker

In the freshes of the river, long and wide
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And beauteous and pleasing to the heart,
Holding the edge of a raft
In the company of young women
Of lovely tresses, dark and dense,
And smelling sweet like Narantam grass.
You had deliberately worn
The clothing needed for the water-sport;
Even as you sported in the freshes,
Now here and now there,
The women cast their lewd glances at you.
The glances of their beauteous and cool eyes
Caused your passion to mount steadily
‘And burst all limits
And you sported with them unashamed;
The gossip about your water sport
Is louder than the jubilant shouts
Of the warriors made during the day-time
When they were feasted
With abundant food and liquor at Urattur
Near Arimanavayil
Where Evvi of triumphant sword,
The Lord of Nitur
Whose streets are pervaded by the melody of Yal.
It was Evvi that did away with the strength of his foes
That wore jewels of fresh gold
And declined to accept his lordship.
Even that gossip is not so painful to us;
It is the affirmation you made
In the name of Lord Murukan,
The god of valour,
Who is enshrined at Alaivay
Where glow gem-like beautiful lamps
And where peacocks foregather and abide
On the divine hill, adding to its beauty,
After having been scared away
By the shouts of the farmers
Ploughing their fields nearby.
That is more painful to us!

- Paranar

Note: Alaivay is at present known as Tiruccenfur. It is one of the six sacred abodes
of Lord Murukan. This place is also called Centil.
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267. Palai

(The heroine speaks to her friend who feels sorry for
her plight during the hero’s separation)

My friend!

The outlook of our lover is altogether changed.

Lo, he was (once) so dear to us.

He spoke to us words that melted hearts;

He was once with us in love;

He made affirmations assuring us of his inseparable kinship;

Such a one is now borne by a desire to amass wealth.”

Thus you think and grieve so much.

Give up this worrying!

Our lover trod many a wasteland beside lofty mountains.

There, shaken by the summer wind, the Iruppai buds

Resembling cat’s paws and the blossoms that look as though

They were wrought of ivory, fall down and are gathered and eaten
By herds of bears of hairy legs; the male monkeys, their faces dark
As though smeared with khol spring upon the long and parched bamboos
Causing their white grains to shed on the hot rocks and get roasted,
Making noise like the clicking of nails.

In fact he is not at fault; I must but blame my arms

Which suffered the slipping of shining bangles,

Artfully wrought with the help of a file;

They know not the means to bind unto themselves

The man whom once they attracted by their excellence.

- Palaipatiyaperunkaturiko.
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268. Kurinci

(The heroine’s companion persuades the heroine, having
earlier assured the hero of her due help)

O my friend!

May you prosper!

Please ponder over my words.

Our lover comes from a big mountainous realm;
There, a tiger fought with an elephant

Of beauteous and speckled forehead;

The place of their fight turned miry with blood
And the foul smell of blood

Is now countered by the fragrance

Of the colourful blossoms of Vérnkai

Mingling with that of Kulavi flowers.

You speak disregarding the weal

That will emerge.

If you pursue a flawless life with our lover,

The while enjoying a love-filled union;

Aren’t you my sweet life?

But I did not choose to discuss with you;

I but sneaked away from our house

Guarded with care by our renowned father
Whose kin are thick as the tender shoots

That surround a bamboo stem.

I think that I have done that deed

The result of which evokes no regret

Though by this I suffer blame which I merit not;
Should one seek to find a person

Who is bereft of bashfulness

As well as the virtue of friendship,

There is none that answers the description but my poor self.

- Vatama Vannakkan Pericattanar.
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269. Palai

(The companion consoles her friend during the separation of the hero)

It is a wasteland very hard to cross;

There are boulders resembling

Slumbering she-elephants;

Beside them are beheld tall natural rocks
Which appear to have been erected by men;
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On their broad surface are seen

Inscribed the figures of men;

They are inscribed to perpetuate

The memory of those valorous men

That never once retreated in a battle;

They redeemed their cows and bulls

From their foes of bright javelins

Of well-fixed blades;

Now, the young warriors wearing anklets
Smear the figures with the cream of fragrant turmeric
After giving them a ceremonial wash;

Then they adorn the figures with wreaths
Which are buzzed by streaked chafers

And then return to their villages;

Our lover who trod through such a path

Has returned in all celerity

To wipe the tears that flow

~om your eyes that resemble

A air of red Kalunir flowers

Uniolding in a cool field

Rich with curved ears of paddy.

That paddy-field in Cirukuti of Vanan

Is girt with groves running along the beach
Where girls of pretty foreheads -

Perform Kuravai dance --,

Leaving their doll at the ford

Abounding in potable water --,

To the clear-toned notes of Vayir

From whose broad mouth emanates loud music; .
As they dance, colourful bunches’ of flowers
And leaves sway on their for€laps

Adorned with strings of golden coins;

The dancing takes place during this last phase
Of the season of cool downpour

In the month of Tai *

So, may your bracelets gird firm your shoulders!
May yeur grief end!

May you adorn your tresses,

Dark and curly, with wrealths of flowers!

- Maturai Marutan Ilanakanar

* Tai - January - February.
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270. Neytal

(The companion of the heroine importunes the hero to wed her friend betimes)

O chief of a littoral region!

In your domain, the fishermen

That live in the stinking streets

Catch the finny drove in abundance;

They collect the Nilam flowers*

With rich and colourful petals

From the murky creeks and also the Gnalal flowers
And make garlands and adorn themselves with them!
The shoulders of my friend

Have grown weak;

She very often gazes at the ford,

Which is broad, beauteous and very near the grove,
Where the sea-waves carrying with them

Foam and spray

Stirred up by the ruddy shrimps,

Strike against the hanging branches

Of the broad-based Punnai tress

And spends sleepless nights, all bewildered,
Robbed of the former beauty

Of her dark-complexioned body,

Like unto the Kalumalam town

Of generous Kuttuvan

Of stately chariots and steeds of trimmed manes.

- Cakalacanar

* Blue - lilies
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271. Palai

(The companion of the heroine causes the hero to
givde up his journey to a far-off land)

Sir,

It is a hazardous path through the waste;
There, a male pigeon with dots and streaks
On its body and endowed with ruddy feet
‘Goes out with its pretty mate

To a far off-place and picks up
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Small pebbles from a bright sandy path
And swallows them.

It then flies over many paths

Where the brigands snatch away

The lives as well as the belongings

Of the strangers beside the small hills

Of extensive range

Where the striped Maral plants wilt away
Since the clouds poured not.

It then cries perched on a beauteous branch
Of a Nelli tree rich in fruit

Which are toothsome and which allay
The thirst of fatigued travellers

Who are on the verge of death;

If you are resolved to go abroad

To come by ephemeral wealth

Crossing such terrible paths,

1, for sure, wish your mission success!
However, just reflect,

If in the place of your sojourn

Any medicine is available

That will prevent the beauteous

And rounded Toti*

From slipping off your beloved’s shoulders
Which look like stems of bamboo
Between two nodes,

Growing on the hill, where white clouds float
And where jack fruit sway in clefts

Of Aviyan of stately chariots

Who is the lord of Kallil

The town of inebriate jubilation.

- Kavirippumpattinattucc enkannanar

* Toti - an ornament worn by the women on their arms.
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272. Kurinci

(The companion of the heroine speaks to her friend to be
overheard by the hero who stands near the fence)

My friend!

Our lover came here all alone;

He ignored the dew-fall;

His spear shining like a lightning-flash

Drove off the dense darkness

Of the fearful mountain-cleft which shelters deities
And which offers the water of the cascade
During night, to cleanse the blood-stained
And foul-smelling forehead

Of the huge-trunked elephant

That killed a huge tiger.

His spear lit his path as he trod through;

He was adorning his head with a wreath

Of Kuvalai blossoms

Plucked from a spot hard to approach

And watered by a cascade,

And tied together with Kutalam blossoms;
The ceaseless fragrance of the wreath

Was carried everywhere by the moving wind;
He entered our low-eaved house

Amidst agarden of boulders and pepper vines
With a joy that thrilled his body;

Beholding him,

Our mother mlstook him for Lord Murukan!
She spoke in praise of him

And strewed colourful red-millet grains
Mixed with water,

And worshipped him with songs

In praise of the Lord.

Alas, what would be the fate of our friendship
With that chief of a beauteous mountain
Where on the swaying branches of Vénkai

Of golden blossoms

The sapphire-hued peacocks abide and call out,
Adding to the charm of the branches?

- Maturai Aruvai Vanikan Ilavettanar
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273. Palai

(The bewildered heroine speaks during the separation of her lover)

By the advent of the northern wind
That grew fiercer and fiercer

And seemed endless,

The tender shoot of the disease of desire
Sprouted in our breast

The soil of our languishing heart;
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That shoot grew into the rounded trunk of grief:
The murmurous gossip of the village

Formed its beauteous branches;

In these branches appeared the shining tender leaves,
The unbounded love;

It then grew into a huge tree

Of unabashedness;

It is but bashfulness that is praised by the poets
(The absence of which, has, alas grown as this tree).
The tree began to shade the entire world

And shed its flowers namely the open slander
Of the village folks.

Our lover has not chosen to come

Even at this hour!

This is the fresh dewy season

The crops have let out their tender ears of corn;
The moist-footed white herons

Fly in the sky as though they leap forward,
Making a curve like unto a garland

Of Kutalam blooms '

Swung with force into the sky,

And then spread at dawn

In the uberous beach;

At this season.

Pallor that robbed us of our beauty

Still assails us.

Is he not aware of our sufferings?

Or has he failed to think of us

Even after knowing well of our plight?

Is it because his heart isnot

Tender as our heart?

Is he not aware of the nature of womanhood?
How am I to construe this?

- Avvaiyar

Note: This poem contains one of the best metaphors used by the carikam poets.
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274. Mullai
(The hero speaks to the charioteer)

My soft-miened wife, young and chaste,

Is adorned with the fragrant Mullai blossoms;
She is now in a lovely village

Amidst a woodland, cool and fragrant;

The rainy season sets in at mid-night;

The clouds rumble shaking as it were

The entire firmament

And pour amain to the great grief of serpents.
At this hour a shepherd makes fire

With his churning sticks

And lights a small torch to guard safely

His fold of sheep of quivering heads;

He stands all alone his feet touching

The pole placed firmly on the ground;

He catries on his shoulders a sling wrought of strong cords,
Which contains a pot and a piece of leather;
Oné side of his body is drenched

By the tiny and innumerable rain-drops;

The whistling sounds

Which he makes flexing his tongue

Pass rushing the air

And cause a fox that goes

In quest of frisking lambs,

To take to its heels

Into the short and thorny bushes!

- Itaikkatanar

Note: The state of a shepherd who stands guard to his sheep during the rainy season
is described by this poet in verse number 142 of Narripai also.
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275. Palai

(The lament of the mother on the elopement of her daughter)

““You behave like a child;
You play with your ball
Beneath the bough of Vayalai vine
That you nurtured
With the water taken out
From a pot, tall and filled to the brim,
By means of a cup of palmyra leaf;
You roam about freely;
May your girlish irresponsibility perish!”
It was thus I admonished her;
Even then she did not utter harsh words;
She but spoke sweet words
That would slice into my soul;
Such a girl of charming forehead
Chose to desert our house
Rich in hospitality; :
Carried away by the love of a stranger,
She left me here all alone
And dared to elope with him,
Through a hazardous and wellnigh impassable wasteland
Of fierce hills, where even the vast land smokes
From fissures in unbearable heat
And where flocks of bear-cubs
Grab and eat the silvery and hollow blooms
Of round-trunked Iruppai trees.
Behold O women that possess eyes!
~ This is the Nocci plant
Quite frequently chopped for its leaves
With which skirts were wrought
To adorn the beauteous and broad forelap
Of my daughter -- exceedingly innocuous!
Behold also underneath the plant
The sand houses she made
With her roseate and tiny fingers!

- Kayamanar

Note: The grown-up girls being kept under strict vigil is attested by verse number
7 of this collection also.
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276. Marutam

(A4 hetaira speaks to her kin to be overheard by the kin of the heroine)

He is the chief of a riverine plain.

In his domain of cool fords,

A white-hued male Valai fish

Goes about seeking prey,

In a huge and wide tank.

A stork, intent on preying upon it
Moves in silence to escape the notice
Of the fish, like a thief

Who steals into a house well-guarded.
Come what may!

Do we still maintain modesty?

Let him visit our street

Seeking our company.

If he does, I will seize him

By his garlands and garments

And bind him to my shoulders

With my tresses; ‘

I will imprison him in my breasts

Like the Aryans who bind

Huge tuskers after ensnaring them
With the help of a decoy cow-elephant,
Even in the presence of his women
Whose eyes are touched with khol
And streaked red.

If I fail,

May my pulchritude fostered by my mother
Inly languish and perish,

Like unto the wealth of a niggard

Who hoards riches refusing help to seekers!

- Paranar

Note: Sanskrit words of command were taught to the elephants. This is referred to
in Mullaippattu, (lines 35-36) one of the ten idylls. Perhaps the men who taught
these words were of northern origin.
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277. Palai

(The heroine speaks to her companion at the advent of the
spring when her lover is away in a far-off land)

My friend of beauteous jewels!

I am a witness to the loss

Of my forehead’s lustre.

It pales like the cool-rayed moon

That gradually dwindles in brightness
And loses all its splendour by day;

Our lover of boundless zeal,

With the javelin for his sole companion,
Passed through a hot wilderness

With no trace of moisture.

There, a bright-striped tiger

Whose growling resembles

The churning sound of curds

Goes out seeking prey

Unable to bear the famished state

Of its mate whose mouth is agape;

It lies in ambush

For the coming of the small-eyed boars
Whose thick hairs resemble

The palmyra web.

In that vast wilderness of branching paths
There are old, holey trees

Under whose dotted shades

Fatigued strangers rest.

Even before his promised return

The sweet early spring has set in

And, swarms of bees kindle the flowers,
Suck nectar and shed their pollen;

The bright and red clusters of Murunkai blooms,
Verily dense flames of fire, stand erect
Like the bristling hair on the neck

Of an undaunted bantum, sharp-beaked,
That is engaged in a fierce alectryomachy.

- Karuvur Nanmarpan

=1
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278. Kurinci

(The companion speaks to her friend during tryst by
night to be overheard by the hero)

My friend!

The rain-clouds drunk with water

Of the eastern main, foregathered,

Looked like the serried army,

Armed with leather-shields and weapons galore,
Of the monarchs of martial drums,

Rose up to their right

And flashed like vines that entwine

The supporting poles;

The huge clouds thundered aloud and besieged the high peaks of the hill
At this mid-night.

It is certain that on the morrow

Shining cascades will drop down;

The flood will break the tall

And beautiful bamboos;

It will flow into the very wide bathing ford

Of our village;

In that case, would we immerse

In the flood that flows down

Through the beauteous and extensive mountain
Of our lover who caused us incurable grief?
Would we so bathe in the flood

That the grief that assails us at midnight

Will vanish, and our dewy and cool eyes

Turn red, reviving in the process,

The lost beauty of our sapphire-like body?

- Kapilar
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279. Palai

(The hero speaks to his heart when he goes in search of wealth)

““Those who cannot part from the soft and supple breasts
Of their spouses, pervaded by the hue of golden sallow
And which swelling, come close to each other,
Can alone afford to live in the same place

With them, inspite of their witnessing

The poverty of their friends

The sufferings of their near kin

And the prosperity of their foes.”

This thought, verily a sharp flame

That could burn away our strength of mind
Appeared time and time again

- In our heart during midnight and broad day;

We extinguished that fire every day

With the water of perseverance

And we are now in the wilderness

Undergoing a lot of suffering.

We are the sole refuge of our dark-hued sweetheart
Whose tresses are dark and cool;

She could not bear our separation

Even for a while, how so short it be;

Even during the few minutes she took to sprinkle water
In the foreyard at early dawn

When the sweet melody of the Vilari* string

Of the small yal

And the joyous calls of koel

In the groves in full bloom

Combine together and wake up people,

She but thinks of us, and her chore done,

She would walk gently like a swan of pleasant gait
And come to us ;

With a heavy and helpless heart!

Alas! what would her plight now be

Stricken sore with grief?

326

- Iruikon Ollai Ayan Cenkannanar

* Vilari - One of the seven notes of ancient music. The other six notes are: Kural,

Tuttam, Kaikkilai, Ulaj Ili, Taran.
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280. Neytal

(The hero speaks to his heart after meeting his sweetheart)

The girl, who has decked herself

With many a Cerunti flower,

That blooms in bright clusters

Like unto justaposed flowers wrought of gold,
And who has lovely tresses

And who is at present resting

Tired of chasing away the crabs

Along the shore of dense sand,

And who wears choice bangles

Is rare to be attained by anyone!

She is not to be secured by great wealth
And ormaments as bride-price!

Would her father,

The lord of a charming and wide ford
Girt with groves,

The one that brings ashore

From the extensive ocean

Round perals and shares them

With others in that shore

Where bees whirl and hum,

Deem it dharma and give his daughter to me in marriage.
If Iremove from my place

And live with him in all submission
Following the salt loads in the salt-pan,
Sail with him on the raft

In the deep waters of the sea,

Fish with him and be ever with him?

- Ammiuvanar

Note: The custom of paying bride-price and marriage by service are referred to in
this poem. These customs are found among many tribes throughout the world.
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281. Palai

(The heroine consoles her companion who-is unhappy
over the heroine separation from the hero)

My friend!

Had not our lover, abiding in our village, made
Repeated affirmations to rid us

Of our heart’s fear?

Unafraid of the falsification of his words
He has now left us here--as mere topic

For the village gossip

That is loud like the beat of drum.

He has gone beyond the rocky pass

Made through the sky-high and cool mountain-range
To facilitate easy passage ;

For the shining wheels of chariots

Of the Mauriyas who came southward
With their force, to capture territories there
When the mighty Vatukas led the army.
Those possessed swift and deadly darts
That made whistling sound when shot,
And strongly-wrought bows

Of beauteous and long strings;

They had tied to their bows

Beautiful and long strips of leather

To which were fastened the fallen feathers
Of young peacocks of graceful gait.
Advise me about the course of action

That we should pursue!

330

- Mamulanar

Note: The invasion of the Tamil country by the Moriyas is referred to in poems

with the serial numbers 69 and 251 of this collection.
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282. Kurinci

(The heroine’s companion speaks to her friend when the hero
stands near the fence during tryst by night)

Friend!

Our lover is the chief of a hilly domain;

In his realm, a hunter the tips of whose darts
Are well-wrought and whose bow is strong,
Goes a-hunting in the extensive hill-range;
He digs for gold in a watery spot

In the hill-range using the white tusk

Of an elephant, killed in a fight;

Even as he digs out gold,

He also collects strong gems

That blind the eyes by their brightness;

The white tusk of pointed tip gets broken
And hail-like crystalline pearls scatter thereform;
Adorning his head with a wreath

Of Venkai blooms woven with Narai fibres,
He then descends down the hill

With these threefold riches

Rolled into a bundle

And borne on his shouldler

With the help of a sling of sandalwood.

Our father whose opulencee is his abundant store of sweet jack-fruit
Has consented to give your hand

In marriage to that chief;

The gossiping village too links you with him;
Our mother also approves this,

With all praise for your rounded arms.

So for our part,

Let us propitiate our household god

With meet offerings,

QOur soft hands folded in workship,

And pray for the early advent

Of the day marked for the wedding!

- Tolkapilar

Note: Household gods are worshipped by the Tamils even today. A separate place
is set apart for such deities in the house.
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283. Palai

(The companion of the heroine gives her consent to the elopement of the hero)

Sir,

1 am afraid of remaining here without you, S
Who stroked with affection the tresses, long and lovely,
And the supple arms of my friend.

But my friend’s impatience

To elope with you is greater than my fear.
“The path runs through a wasteland;

There, the women of the huntifig tribe

Who abide in hamlets roam about

In the wilderness and fetch home

Food stuffs in small quantities

After scaring away the aged deer

Of multi-branched horns;

In the places where these women roam about
They hear the agonising and weak hooting
Of an eagle-owl from a far-off place,

And the wayfarers there are distressed
Everytime they hear that hooting™.

So, saying, you might give out

That such paths are hard to be trodden

By my friend who is longing

To go with you during this painful elopement.
So, may the dark clouds gather together

In the sky and pour amain

That the parched trees will revive

With new sprouts from top to bottom;

Let the scorching heat take leave

Of the land; let the land turn sweet

For travel, its heat having been quenched;
May the cochineal insects that look

Like tiny bits of silk-cotton -

Used for dyeing the feet of women

Add to the charm of the cool land
Throughout the extensive forest

of i\ieshly sprouting grass!

- Maturai Marutan llanakanar

Note: The material used for dyeing the feet was called Cempaficukkulampu in Tamil.
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; 284. Mullai

(The hero speaks to his charioteer after having finished his task abroad)

It is a comely woodland where there are hamlets full of rabbits
Endowed with charming hair and small eyes

That wink every now and then; those eyes resemble the berries

Of the tiny-leaved Nelli trees; they have comely and curved ears;
These rabbits eat the dangling, swollen and unripe ears of millet

And slumber beneath the creepers ladden with fruit.

Having woken up from their sleep, they move in pairs, to drink the water
Stored in small pots in the foreyard of houses.

These houses are in the village of the warriors that are expert archers,
Who are fond of quaffing the toddy made from millet grains

And who go for hunting in the woodland with their bows,

Slay a deer in a garden and eat its meat.

It is here that our beloved of dusky complexion

Who is more bewildered of love-sickness

Than we ourself, abides!

- Itaikkatanar

This poet Itaikkatapar is a specialist in the Mullai tinai. Ref: 194,274,304 and 374
of this colléction. The realistic picture of a shepherd is found in verse no:274.
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285. Palai

(The companio of the heroine speaks to her friend
after getting her consent for elopement)

My friend!

We were distressed beyond measure,

That our lover should go alone

Seeking wealth leaving us to suffer

The pangs fo separation.

But now, gone is that misery!

Our lover said unto me thus:

“My beloved of broad shoulders-

And Kuvalai-like lovely eyes

Touched with khol, will go with me

In the scorching wilderness;

There a wild dog bites the thigh --

The great aid for swift running --,

Of a buck, to quell the hunger

Of its loving mate that longs for flesh.

The robbers there strike at the strangers

With stones; so their garments are torn

In many places and look like the bright skin

Of a huge tiger with manifold stripes;

They hold over their heads umbrellas of palmyra leaves.
Such wayfarers climb the lofty trees,

Gaze at the sky to watch

The advent of a vulture 5 ]
Which having parted from its flock, would rise up -
And wing in the sky to eye its prey,

Pounce upon it and lift it.

Come to me, my dear,

And hug me times without number!

- Kavirippumpattinattu Karaikkannanar
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286. Marutam

(The hero tries to convince his sweetheart that he will wed soon; he touches the
hands of her companion by way of requesting her to console his sweetheart
in his absence; taking it to be his affirmation, the companion speaks thus:)

Sir,

You are the lord of a fertile plain;

In your realm of cool bathing ghats

A tiny kingfisher slumbers

Beneath a hanging branch of a Marutu tree

After eating many a shrimp.

Young girls of the village scoop the silvery sands
Like unto the eggs of fish

And make a heap;

For them the sands are the grains of paddy;

The soft sugarcanes serve as the silver-ringed pestles;
The belles whose waists

Are slender like the Valli vines,

Singing the glories of their kith an kin

Pound them, and their waists sway every now and then.
The virtuous ones are ever desireless;

Even if their hearts long for something,

They contain their desire

Using their wisdom as the goad.

Well do they think on the righteous propriety

Of the sought-after thing; they also examine

And find out if they merit it;

After due deliberation, they seek to implement their desire;
Such is the nature of great ones.

The action of those that achieve great things

Are well-watched; If you, who are great

Should speak words tainted by falsehood,

Where can truth abide at all?

- Orampokiyar

Note: The song referred to here is known as the Vallaippattu. It is one of the folk
songs of ancient times. References relating to this are found in the Tiruvicakam
by Saint Manikkavacakar and the Cilappatikavam by Ilanko also.
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287. Palai

(The Hero speaks to his heart while on his way to seek wealth)

O my heart!

This is a small village of pretty little houses;
The Curai vines creep over the temple here;

It has broad-basd pillars against which

The male Marais rub their (itching) backs;
The silvery surface of the brick platform

No more receives offerings of the worshipping folks at dawn;
The banyan tree of spotted trunk
Overshadows the platform as well as the walls
Of the temple and the westerly blows over

Its lone and long stilt-root

And chases away the loving pairs of doves!
When we abide in the scanty and striped shade
Cast by a lofty branch of a swaying Ya tree,
Evening which is mischief-bent comes to grieve us .
In this interminable waste;

We now grieve, watching a buck

That licks (with love) the charming back

Of its lovely mate of shapely legs

In this endless waste forsaken by rain!

Would our sweetheart, intent on beholding us,
Fold her bangled hands and grieve

All alone at this hour,

Her only prop being the day time?

Lo, pitiable is her plight!

- Kutavayil Kirattanar
- * Marai - Wild cow

| Note: The temple was known as ‘Potiyil’, meaning a common house: references
are found in this collection (Poems: 167,373,377) to such temples. It is also called
Ampalam.Even today, the Keralites call their temple Ampalam.



343 . /S BTET DI
286. 6658

(wsigsssn Cand Aafiudayrd@ ampay sLTwE)
QF6iTIoH FINSHBIST 2 6TETLD B6IT D6V
24g1b Baflu SbusL @ wrilessr
Frysv Gourkisnsl) LGFenssTl) LSILL,
(P(HE(LPT6ToT Q&TEIT(EHID 2 (HEud &600T 6001160
sTRBssr GlETevEmey uNlenmEREI eT6OIEY.
STEUGUTE Ml ENEUBID 6u(HBeUTLI
&N (PBIT S1BHEHSCBHD H6oflenLo &HT6uorL 6VlssT
6TEBoTERLD G\FUIHEHEVT WG D6 [H6UoT600f 14
QamgBuni GMIGWD OB U(HE &6TD5S!
@ULTy @i el GlLrefli SiHe
2Y(HAUEDT uiflsHLo Gleu(mHeu(, LIL TS TS
BWHHEDeV WHE 2 WkEGUE ssmer@uit
uMILET SHens LIPFHmeT GCSTIqenilD
BB srid@D LssT JHBss55!
wasflit st G AHCM HiEaTDE
QaTH8sT BB 155 &gI0 e
2kBn Berel sHomg STUGL.

- e pprom cpGlsuleTear.



Manimitai Pavalam 344
288. Kurinci
(The companion.importunes the hero to wed the heroine soon)

O chief of a montane region!

You complain of your sufferings to us,
Visiting daily this field scorched by fire
Where now millet ears are ripe

And hanging low;

When you visit here, your lovely chest

Shines bright bedaubed

With the paste of the sandalwood of your hill;
Your head is adorned with a chaplet

Of fresh blossoms that burgeoned

In the branches of Veénkai tree

In your hill-range;

These chaplets breathe a fragrance of their own
Different from all else;

This girl has lovely tresses, decked with flowers
. Neatly plucked form clusters.

| She utters words that are lovely and mellifluous;
' This well-guarded place of her father

* Is as safe as Mankatu

Situate in a dreaded hill-range,

The abode of sylvan goddesses

Who cause great suffering.

Even when a male monkey, the father of a cub,
Ripes out the drupes of a jack fruit,

To appease the acute hunger

Of its soft-headed mate that abides

Amidst the shrubberies, short and awesome,
Will, in that region, suffer pain and agony,
Near which falls from the unscalable height
Of a mountain a dinsome cascade

Dazzling mtermltteptly in the narrow path

Of a big and extensive hill

Where live very m/any brigands.

We are here, no doubt, alone in this hill-scape
Rich in fruits; .

Do not underrate our status and strength.

1 bid you go back to your place.

May yeu think aright and thrive well! .

- Vitrurru Miteyinanar
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289. Palai

(The hero speaks to his heaft on his way in pursuit of riches)

O my heart determined to come by wealth!

We are in a path of tall trees

Running through a wilderness

Where people pluck the blossoms of wild jasmine
That grows densely, creeping over the heaps of gravel,
Covering the bodies of strangers

Who fell dead by the arrows of robbers;

These blossoms are gathered and offered

At early dawn to the tall hero-stones planted there.
Our sweetheart would ceaselessly think of us,

Her mind greatly bewildered.

Would she, a beautiful and innocent lass

Who would grieve greatly

Even when our soft embrace is a little relaxed
Now sit all confused, on her bed,

Neatly spread out and flaned

By pillows stuffed with the down of swan

And grieve all alone --

A plight caused by our stay in a far-off place?
Would she be gazing at the strong wall

Where she had made marks to count the days

That passed by, her eyes shedding tears

Like those pearls dropping from a snapt string,
And drenching her shapely breasts?

Would she, whenever she hears

The open-mouthed lizard’s clicking,

Fold her hands in adoration, and with a troubled mind,
Implore it to give her auspicious signs

And thus brave the onslaught of evening?

- Eyinentai Makan I_Iar'tkr'm@r

Note: The fact that the ancient Tamils believed in the oracular nature of the lizard
(Palli) is attested by poems with the serial numbers 9,88 and 351 of this collection.
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290. Neytal

* (The heroine speaks to her friend to be overheard by the
hero who stands near the fence during night)

He is the lord of a great littoral region

Dotted with hoary hamlets.

There, the green-footed mate of the tufted stork
Which is perched on a big and beautiful palmyra palm
Declines to eat at night and calls out,

All of a sudden, in intense longing,

The while embracing its tender fledgeling,

Since its loving mate was caught

In a fine net, woven intricately with threads,

Thrown by the boys of the ﬁsherfolks

Whose hair looks rough,

Who eat succulent fish, and who fared forth

To the miry shore at early dawn for fishing.

He has not come here alone

With a love-filled heart

To our lovely beach abounding in Punnai blossoms
By the creeks to embrace me.

As such,

How is it that my friend,

My eyes have turned sallow losing their sapphire-like hue
Of the big and cool Neytal

That burgeons to feast the bees

At the ford of Tonti*

Upon the expansive sea of shining waves,

Which is the port city of Kuttuvan, the possessor of whlte-tusked elephants
Ever victorious in wars?

- Nakkirar

Tonti was a flourishing sea-port famed for brisk | trade with foreign countries. Ref:
‘The Foreign Notices of South India’ by K A Nllakanta Sastri.
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291. Palai

(The hero speaks to his heart while going in pursuit of wealth)

It is an interminable path through the waste
Unblest by the rain clouds;

The trees there have totally gone dry

And they now stand denuded of their leaves;
Herds of cows together with bulls
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Feel the pangs of hunger;

It is a flaming summer and all the tanks have gone dry;

The lofty hills here are now bereft

Of their uberty; beside one such hill,

A wrathful and mighty tusker fight a tiger

Of curved stripes on its body, and walks away;

On the way are beheld scattered

Sizeable gravel that glitter like so many glow-worms

In the brancing paths,

Hard by the high-peaked mountains;

There are brigands who lie in ambush

Camouflaging their heads with awesome leaves;

They attack the wayfarers making frightening shouts;

Their arrows which are stuck

With big feathers of vulture, whizz through the wind

Like the hum of bees that suck honey

From the bunches of flowers;

They kill the victims and rob them of their belonging;

As a result, the merchant groups avoid treading such paths.
They abound in the tiny-leaved Nelli trees;

The bucks that had shed their antlers are sprouting new ones
Covered with film-like skin.

They so call aloud their mates that the newly sprouting horns
Feel the vibration;

The bucks so call their loving mates

Whose bodies are densely dotted

That they come thither and eat the round and sweet berries of Nelli.
O my heart!

After travelling through such a hazardous path

Scorched by the hot sun,

You think of the very great beauty

Of the supple shoulders of our beloved

Whose forearms are short and whose eyes are charming
And whose locks of hair are dark and dense

And send forth their sweet fragrance throughout the wood
Like sweet-smelling blossoms!

May you prosper!

- Palai Patiya Perurikatunko
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292. Kurinci

(The heroine speaks to her friend dreading the frenzied dance)

Our lover is from a hilly region

Where a strong-handed forester

Whirls with force a stone using a sling

From a loft atop the hill

Sensing the swift movement of an elephant
That comes by night to eat the millet

In his field, and the stone thus flung

Tears through the wind like an arrow,
Knocks down the bunches of Venkai-flowers,
Shatters honey-combs in the hill-range

And gets stuck in a dangling jack fruit.

If he does not wed us (betimes)

Tell me what we should do. ‘
Unable to sense the true cause of our grief
Which has deprived us of our bangles,

And imagining something else,

Our mother fritters good many things;

If the Vélan a total stranger,

Is caused to perform his frenzied dance,has wreaths swaying,
He beingbent upon the sacrifice

Of a tender lamb, -- a weanling

That eats tiny and young leaves, not suckled by its mother,
Lo, it will be a thing of great shame for us!

7 - Kapilar

Note: For more details about this ritual dance, the readers can go through the
Tirumurukarruppatai, one of the ten long poems in the Pattuppattu collection. Ref:
22,98 of this collection also.
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293. Palai

(The heroine speaks to her friend sensing that the
hero will go away in searc of riches)

My friend!

People say that our lover will tread

All alone through a wilderness

Scorched by summer heat

Where the denuded trees with barren twigs look desolate.
The spiders have spun their webs

Which look like woven nets;

There, the moving heat-waves look like

The loom’s warp of skilled weavers;*

There again, the green and shining Ukay fruit
Resembling koel’s eyes become ripe

And the big fruit, like unto the pretty golden coins,
Fall off the soft branches.

The villagers speak derisively of our grief.
They say that our grief is like

The plight of the calf

Tethered away from its mother

By the merciless cowherds.

Merciless are the words of the villagers

Who assert that we articulate words

Of grief in ever-increasing agony.

What is it that our lover seeks, all bewildered?

- Kavalamullaippiitanar

* Silk garments of high standard were exported to foreign countries, especially to
Rome. This is attested by writers like Pliny and Ptolomy.
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294. Mullai

(The heroine speaks to her friend who consoles
her at the end of the rainy season)

Friend!

The densely-dark clouds rumbled

And shook away the sky and poured amain;
The rain drops fell down and bounced;

The rainy season is now over

And the flowers are filled

With minute, misty, star-like droplets of dew;
The Karuvilai flowers unfold and look tear-bedewed,
Like helpless women severely left alone

By their lovers; the Thkai creepers

Of downy-headed flowers

That spread on the bushes

Have beautiful, tender leaves

That look damp and oily;

In shape like livers split into two halves,

They sway in the wind;

In the wide fields, :

The long ears of corn thick with grain,

Feast the eyes of men bending their heads down.
In the midnight of this early dewy season,
Swarms of bees hum around the branches of trees.
Our merciless lover stays long

In the martial camp of the wrathful monarch.

He thinks not of our agony;

Alas, he does not rush to us

To cure us of our sufferings;

The endless northerly too adds to our anguish.
Intolerable, O my friend, is this loneliness!

- Kalar Kiran Eyirriyar
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295. Palai

(The pining heroine is consoled by her friend)

O my friend!

You have comely and cool eyes, streaked red,

Which resemble the cool petals of Picci flowers of the rainy season.
The Veénkatam is in the realm of Pulli,

Who wears tinkling anklets; in that country, the merchant groups
Dealing in the sea-bred salt tread the paths full of gravel

When the fierce sun burns makes the earth dry,

And causes the springs waterless;

The branches of trees on the hill catch fire.

In the vast areas, the dry bamboo clusters explode in the summer heat;
There, a hill-like tusker which once killed a tiger now lies wilting
Its flow of must all dried up, resting its long trunk

On its crescent-like silvery tusks,

In a comer of the wilderness thick with trees;

The salt-vendors rest on their way

And unyoke their exhausted bulls that they might rest:

They break a rocky soil and dig wells in the vast area;

Those wide-mouthed wells ooze out with water, drinking which
The strangers rest and relax themselves;

Beyond the wellnigh impassable wilderness, live the Vatukas in large groups;
They wield strong bows and their quivers are full of arrows;

They get intoxicated with liquor and make jubilant shouts;-

Though our lover has gone beyond such a region

Where a strange tongue* is spoken, he will return soon

To revive the flawless charm of your broad shoulders

Which are the permanent abode of seraphic beauty!

- Mami.anar

* The strange tongue referred to here might be an old form of Telugu now spoken
in the modern Andhrapradesh north of the Tamilnadu state.
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296. Marutam

(The companion of the heroine speaks to the hero who returns
after a visit to the house of his favourite hetaira)

Sir,

Yesterday too you slept in a fragrant grove
With your hetaira, who is young,

Whose comely eyes are-cool and streaked red,
Whose complexion is dark,

And whose tresses are adorned

With the blossoms of short-trunked Karici
Rich in garland-like flower-bunches.
Today also, you sported with her

In the Vaikai in its freshes

And your chest is still wet.

Yet you try to conceal it;

Can you?

It is everyone’s gossip;

The gossip is as loud as the bustle

Of meriment in the festival of Maturai

Of storeyed mansions,

Celebrated by the Pantiyan king

‘Of fresh jewels, triumphant javelin,

Huge tuskers and tall chariots,

Who is the lord of Korkai of great renown
Where the fisherfolks who net variegated fishes
Exchange their sea-born oysters

For fibre-filtered toddy.

- Maturai Peralavayar
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297. Palai

(The hero speaks to his heart while going in search of riches)

O my heart!

This is a dreadful wilderness

Dotted with Omai trees

Whose bases are abodes of deities;

Here are fearsome hero-stones

With epitaphs that bespeak

The name and fame of the dead warriors;

Their sides stand damaged

As the merciless bowmen of long

And copper-red beards,

Abiding in the wilderness

Had been whetting their darts on these stones.

So the strangers who pass by

Fail to make out the meaning

Of the broken epitaphs and quit the place stymied.
Here is a little village

Where a house in its smelly foreyard fenced with thorns.
Kittens of shiny hair that wears the hue of Palai blooms
Surround their lean and lacky mother like unto a painted picture,
Even as stars encircle the moon.

The bowmen sound their drums

To abact cattle; at this,

A male vulture spreads its huge wings and flies away.
Our beloved told us,

Casting her joyful and innocent glance at us,

That she would be now tormented

By unbounded grief, caused by our absence

At midnight and during the most desolate eventide.

I know not what woe will betide us!

- Maturai Marutan llakanar
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298. Kurinci
(The heroine speaks to the hero during the tryst by the night)

O lord of a montane realm!

In your region, the Veénkai trees are in full bloom

During this sapphire-like eventide;

Their huge branches are rich in fresh shoots

And splendid tender leaves; they with their burgeoned flowersi
Resemble the myriad-rayed sun which, to usher in all profitable wealth,
And cause the world flourish with many a craft,

Rises aloft from the vast sea.

The moving breeze moves gently the branches

And scatters the cool dew-drops.

Driving away the humming bees from the dangling garland
Wrought of soft flowers, and holding a shining spear that chases
The dense gloom away, you visit us during midnight,

Having covered the extensive jungle-track

Where a huge and musty tusker of the mountain

Runs helter-skelter, in unabated wrath.

Not having deserted its foe,

It would not abate its odium by a victorious fight,

Nor would it join the company of the huge cow-elephants.

Your visit indeed is sweet to us.

But sweeter still is yet another thing of which I will relate to you.
Spacious indeed is our father’s house

Rich in its stock of abundant liquor.

He is the lord of chariots galore.

In that, our house, during a midnight I pined alone by love-besieged;
I concealed my love from my mother, all-vigilant;

As I painfully narrated to my friend in a whispering voice,

Of your excruciating absence, she comforted me thus:

“Dear one, grieve not!

Be assured of our lover’s return in time.

He is not one that would remain away from you for long.”

It is these, her reassuring words

That are sweeter to me.

364

- Maturai Pantavanikan llantévanar
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299. Palai

(The hero addresses his heart while going in pursuit of riches)

O my heart

Who parted from my beloved

After ruminating night and day

Ceaselessly to ply, overself with the task
_Of securing wealth!
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1 told my sweetheart of my proposed journey
Through the extensive wilderness

Where the swift-blowing summer wind

Lifts and carries away the fallen teak leaves,
Very like flocks of kites

That wing off amain, all of a sudden,

In the heaven, making shrieks loud and long.
The leaves float on high

Totally mantling it.

Then they fall down together

And blanket the branching paths

To the utter dismay of the wayfarers.

At this, she suddenly stood

Denuded of her fresh splendour

Already tormented by separation;

She looked like the moon at dawn

Robbed of its lustre;

Her face lovely and charming began to droop;
She stood scratching the soil with her toe;

Her eyes were in a spate,

And her tears rolled down her eyes

Of wet brows and drenched her breasts.

Her unsteady feet trembled;

Her heart was all bewildered with grief boundless;
She was tongue-tied;

Her words were broken, muffled and unclear;
She hid her face with her tresses

Curly like the black wavy sand;

With deep and hot sighs,

She breathed these words!

“May your mission be crowned with success.”
I daresay it is impossible

To stay away in an alien land

Forgetting altogether my native place

With which I am endearingly acquainted
Right from my birth.

It is wellnigh impassable for me

To stay with you, O heart, calmly

Dead to the bewildered plight of my sweetheart!

- Eyinatai Makanar Ilankiranar
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300. Neytal

(The heroine’s companion speaks to the hero during the tryst by day)

O chief!

This is a ford, wide and comely and girt with groves;

Here, the fisherfolks who are experts in the art of netting fishes at early dawn
Fill their Paris* with their catch and spread the fishes for drying

On the fine sand of the shore, which the white herons prey upon.

As you spent this day joyously, companied with your sweetheart

In this cool grove, you bade your charioteer

Yoke your steeds to your chariot; you set right your beloved’s round and serried bangles
And also her disarrayed hair and said unto her:

“My darling! you may go home now with your friends!”

The moment you spoke thus, my friend was steeped in grief,

Her eyes filled with tears.

Should you part from her, as though you were a mere stranger,

I am afraid, she might on a sudden, give up her ghost.

If however, you visit our hamlet, which is dinsome and lovely,

Not as a stranger from a far-off land,

Our kin will welcome you uttering words, soft and sweet and courteous.
They would entreat you thus:

“The sun has set and the tides are high;

The fords have swelled up;

The danger of the sharks too is there;

Darkness has come to stay;

O high-born gentleman! Think not of going back to your native place now;
Your stay here will make us happy. .

Your men, your steeds and yourself will be treated with due courtesy.

We also will have an opportunity to entertain guests in our house.

Assent to our request and make us happy.

- Uloccanar

* Pari - A container made of cane etc.
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Special Notes to the Poems

This is an interesting poem for the reason that it lists out
all the hardships that hindered the clandestine relationship
of the lover.

This poem has rare reference to the saints who abode in

- the mountain-caves. These saints might have been the

Jjain monks since they are a unwashcd bodics.

This poem contains another evidence to the practice of
erccting herostones in honour of decad warriors.

Its is to be noted that the aspects of the Tamil marriage
are described in a realistic in this poem. The wedding
feast, the auspicious hour of the wedding, the sounding of
the wedding drum, the wearing of the protective cord, the
wedding bath, the giving away of the bride to the
bridegroom under the pandal frlled with fresh sand. the
blessing ordered and the first night are clearly described.
A festival during the month of Pankuni is mentioned in the
poem.

Here is another valuable reference to the Kartikai
festival. ' !
The story of one Vejlivi—ti who went in search of her lover
1s spoken in a pocm in the kuruntokai ccllection also.

The Yavanas (Possibly Greeks and Romans) exchanging
gold for paper at the seaport of Muciri described in the.
poem is attested by the Greek writers. (Ref Forcign
Notices of South India, K.AN. Sastri). The factthat the
ancient Maturai City was surrounded by huge walls and
that festivals were held in honour of Lord Muruka in the
Sacred shrine on the Tirupparankunram are clearly stated
HErchi : i j
The hero’ goes in pursuit of riches not for his own'
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156.

167.

170.

173.

174.

176.

comfortable living. He thinks it his unavoidable duty to live
for his dependants and relatives. This is a high ideal upheld
by the ancient Tamil This ideal runs through the entire
body of ancicnt Tamil litcrature.

. The vairiyar werc the women dancers who were paronised

by chicftains; rich folk as well as ordinary folk for their art
of singing and dancing. The practice of the drummer
following the paper 1s cxplaincd in this poem.

Sacrificing goats to deities was an ancient custom which
continues even today.

Here is a reference to an ancient temple with high walls.
It is to be noted that images of deities were worshipped in
these temples and offerings were made on a raised
platform.

Ths is a fine example for the class of poems in which the
poets have treated irrational things as a means of
expressing human feelings. 3

The high ideal of supporting frllowmen is again stressed in
this poem. ;

The practice of the ancient Tamils wearing particular
flowers while going to they battle-field is mentioned here.
A day was marked by the king to distribute the fowers
and it was declared by beating the drum. 3

Lord Vishnu with His martial disc is mentioned here. He
was onc of the major gods worshipped by the ancient Tamil.
Other important gods were Lord Shiva, Lord Muruka and
Balaraman the elder brother of Krishna. These four were
praiscd as the "Four Great Gods". [Ref. Purananuru 56.]
In this poem the poet llankatunikd has beautifully painted
the beauty of the Marutam landscape. As a mark of
appreciation of his ability to paint the Marutham Tinai, the
ancients called his Marutampatiy llankatunko an expert
composer of Marutam Tinai In this poem, 'the
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sulking heroine states that the harlots have no obligation to
bear sons and daughters for the hero.

This poem is a finc specimen of Paranar's compositions in
which he has pcled up a number of beautiful comparisons.
The poct has employed nine similes in this pocm.

In this poem the poet mentions of a Shaiv temple in a place
called Alamurram in the City of Pukar. the ancient Chola
capital.

The fact that the harlots of the ancicnt Tamilnadu were
well trained in music and dance is stressed in this poem.
The foot-wear of the salt-vendors is referrcd to in this
poem.

This poem says that there were a set of people who could
foretell things. ; :
Blinging the eyes as a punishment was in vouge in those
days.

The akavupar were a classes of bards who used to sing
in parisc of patrons. It is understood that they approached
the patrons at early dawn. They are said to have carried
with them a small staff.

" The ancient practice of hunting huge fish in the sea with

the help of a chisel tied to the end of a rope is mentioned
here.

The ancient paractice of entrapping wild elephants is again
referred to here. A novel paracitice of pulling out enemy's
tooth and planting it on the door of the fort is also
mentioned here.

Making golden images, playing the yazh and the kings stay
ing in the military camp are mentioned in this poem.

The Tontayar were a clan of rulers who ruled the northern
part of ancient Tamil Country. The domain included the
Venkatam hill. il v
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The cowherds below their sweet bamboo pipe while
taking home their cattle

Fishing rod provided with a strong thread and a hook at its
end was used for fishing in the ponds and rivers.

Young girls worc an anklet known as Cilampu which was
inlaid with grains and this produced sweet tinkling sound
where they walked or played.

The story of Paracurania, an incarnation of Sri Vishnu is
said to have destroyed 21 gencrations of Kshatriyas to
take revenge upon them. It is said that he performed a
great vedic sacrifice when a Vedic Stupa was erccted at a
placc called Cellar.

Attan Atti. the lover of Atimanati is said to have becn
drowned in the sea during a festival of water sporting and
restored to his spouse by on Maruti, who, after this
restoration sacrificed her lifc.

The value of wealth is again stressed here. It is uscful not
only to help the relatives and fricnds but also to belittle the
foes. It is good to remember in this context the words of”
saint Tiruvalluvar who proclaims that there is no a sharper
weapon than wealth to contain the enemies.

Utiyaiiceral - a chera monarch. He is believed to have
conducted -a ceremony in honour of his forefathers when
he gave a grand feast. Groups of devils had gathered
during the occasion.

The fernzide dance cnacted by the velan to aliviate the
suffering of the heroinc is a feature very often found
mentioned in the Kuriici class of poems.

The custom of sending a messenger to the military camp
in casc the time for the return is in ordinately delayed is
portrayed in this poem.

Wealth is described in this pocm as more preclous than life
itself. This is a state of mind to the duty bound pcople -
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The brigands looting the groups of merchants is an aspect
often Spoken ' in the Palai class of pocms.

The great attachment of a tribal toward his Chicf is well-
portraycd in this pocm.
Though sea voyage was a daily affair during the ancicnt

period theaspect of parting form the beloved to go in scarch

of riches is not normally spoken in the Palai songs. But.
this pocm is uniquc in this respect  Though no aspect of
the wastc forms the backround as in a good number of
palai songs, this has been classed as a palai poem on the
basis of the sentiment enshimed in it.

Here is a reference to the village clders who gave scver
punishment to a enchrined in it.

Herc is a reference to the village clders who gave severe
punishment to a crucl lad, who, after having guilt up
relationship with a virging later cheated her.

The poct has painted the sctting of the cvening in a very
heautiful way. Such paintings arc too many in the ancient
Tamil poctry. 1

This pocm bears witness to the strong mind of a girl who
was bold cnough to take revenge upon her father's foes.
This pocm is a clear cvidence to prove that ancient Tamil
had knowledge of people and cvents of other parts of
India. :
This peem has reference to a huge rock on which were
inscribed the images of many dead warriors. These
images might have been of the men who all died together
for a noble cause. This is a clear proof that carving out
figures of the rocks was pracitsed cven before the advent
of the Pallavas.

Here is a reference to a tree which served as the abode of
adeity - This behief s still durrednt in Tamil society
Avvaiyvar. the most renowned of the poctesses of ancient
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_. Tamilnadu has in this pozm proved her potic talent. The

cntirc pocm proved her poctic talent: The entire pocm is a
mctaphoric expression Such poems are rare in the
ancient classics.

The poct Itaikkatanir is a talented poct He has potraved
very realistically. the appearance of a shepherd on a rainy
day. Such a word painging is found in the Narrinai
collection also.

The practice of the Aryans using cow clephants to catch
wild tuskers deserves special mention

Importance of looking after the welfare of the  fricnds
and relatives 1s again stresse L vilari 1s one of the seven
mus:cai noles

Marriage by service was onc of the several marriage torins
in the ancicent socicty. This poem s the  solitary evidence
to the cxistence of this custom in lh\. ancicnt Tamil
socicty.

Dnggmg the g,round for taking out gold and pr(,cnom stones
is mentioned in this pocm.

This poem clearly shows the hardships undergone by the
wayfarers in thosc days.

This is another cvidence of the existence of well buili
temples where daily offerings were madc. by the peoyle.
This is another evidence to show that the ancient Tamils
believed in the oracular nature of the lizard. This pocms
also. Says that well to do folks slept on well furnished beds.

Tonti was a famous scaprot noted for its forcign contacts.
The Greek voriters have made reference to this ancicnt
port.

The ancient Tamuls worc ornaments made of precious
stoncs. The archcaological finding have proved that the
ancicnt Tamils had developed a highhy developed matenal
culturc in thosc days



293. The ancicnt Tamils worc ronaments made of precious
stoncs. The archcaological findings hav ¢ proved that the
ancicnt Tamils had developed a mghly dcvulopc.d matcrial
culturc in thosc days.

295. The land of the Vatukar (Nonhcmcrs) 1s mentioned as
‘'molipeyartéyam’ 1.c. land of an ahen tonguc  TFhis is
considcred to be a form of the ancient the Telugu
language

297. Herc is another reference to the hero-stone with epitaph
inscriged on it. :

o



BOOK II

ERRATA

Page Line ~ Old vetsion Corrected version
1. 25 6 Spriped Striped
2 63 2 My you May you
3 76 10 thether tether
4. 82 10 harh tone harsh tone
S 82 21 it protected it is protected
6. 84 16 gentie of gentle pull of
i 98 3 thornate the Ornate
8. 98 28 whepled whelped
9. 108 9 foreste forester
10" ‘114 20 victorous . victorious
122 9 full of ero - stones full of hero - stones
12. 126 26 beautiful beautifully
9355134 20 incardnadine incarnadine
14. 138 12 neegds reeds .
155164 24 after killed after having killed
16. 176 Foot note notes noted
7. 188 7 Venmaivayil Venmanivayil
18 212 22 Mariti Maruti




Page Line Old version Corrected version
19. 264 4 hauging hanging
20. 280 3 split spilt
21. 280 7 soft-leves soft-leaved
22. 328 4 justaposed juxtaposed
29332 29 meet meat
24. 340 14 Kith an kin Kith and kin
29 1352 19 has his
26. 360 16 meriment marriment
27. 366 37 impassable impossible -




i
1)




close to the original. The
translation is also true to the
genius of the target language
English. The rhythm is also close
to that of the original. There are.
useful  explanatory  notes
throguhout. I  wish to
congratulate my erudite friend
Dr. A. Dakshinamurthy for this
timely gift to the Tamils. I do
hope that the English speaking
world will receive this precious
work with greatappreciationand
gratitude which it richly
deserves.

3

- Dr. K. Chellappan,
Former Professor and
Head of the Dept. of English,
Bharathidasan University.



Dr. A. Dakshinamurthy is a Tamil Scholar of renown. He ha¢
his initiation and growth - In Tamil studies under. Dr. TP
Meenakshisundaranar, the first Vice - Chancellor of Madurai Kamaraj
University. He has to his credit 30 years of collegiate service. He took
~ his Ph.D in_Sangam Literature. His scholarly book in Tamil entitled,
(¢ “Tamilar Nakarikamum Panpatum”, (Civilization and Culture of
the Tamils) is popular among teachers and students of Tamil Nadu.

From literature he found new pastures in the field of translation and his translation: of
the, “Poems of Bharathidasan”, has been instantly recognized for an award by the
Tamilnadu Govt. during the centenary celebration of the poet in 1991. His translations of
the sacred hymns of Saint Kulacekara Alvar and Apirami Antati of Apirami Pattar
have been widely acclaimed. It is noteworthy that he is the first scholar to attempt a
complete translation of AKANANURU, one of the Cankam Anthologies.

THE BOOK

Akananuru is identified by the critics as one of the most singular works in Tamil
employing exact historical data, abundant references to historical events and
personalities, thereby narrating the social history of the people, evincing their customes,
manners and rituals relating to marriage, religion, death etc., The Akananuru by’ its
length and subject matter, appears to have always been a standard work which gives a
clear expositon and enunciation of the Akam theme. Also verses of Akananuru give
equal treatment to all the three basic aspects of Akam theme, namely Mutal, Karu and
Uri.

As found in the original, this translation has been prepared in three volumes, i.e.,
the Kalirruyanai nirai (1 - 120), the Manimitai pavalam (121 - 300) and the Nittilakkovai
(301 - 400)

AKANANURU
TRANSLATION Of Rs. 175/-
TAMIL CLASSICS -

Published through
Publication Division,

Bharathidasan University
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