Anguish
(The girl is lying dead. The lover comes across
her body)

The Lover

Oh!It's she, my darling girl that lies

Slain by him, the thief with eyes that spit
Sparks of fire! O how the lamp oflove

By the cycloneraging flerce is quenched!
How the flavour of vaulting poetry

Stands destroyed by the evil hand of man!
My dearest love, my pulsing life, you came
Because I called, because I broughtyou here.
Now your life, your precious life is gone
And your fragrant body lies athwart the mire
Of gurgling blcod! Owhat a sight tosee!
Canmy eyes bear seeingyou in this
Porrid state! My mind toamillion pieces
Is shattered. Love! To me you always were
Everything. With you thus slainIstand
Orphaned, left alone. There seemsto be
No hope in life of future joy for me.

O girl, my love, what nature gave tome

To taste has spilt to percolate in the earth
Before I ever could put my lipstoit,

Tosip amouthful! LamentIin vain!

You are gone, my sweetest girl, my life,
Beyond recall! For everare we parted!
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)
Ethical Reflection

There are people who won't teach

Those that need it, who won't give

Wealth, sustenance to those that lackthem.
Hunger mounted on ignorance

Rides in state towards a holocaust

In such hearts, can these exist, -

Can love be found, or grace, forbearance
Modesty or words of sweetness?

If one who has no life to live

Sees another who hasitstill

He throws inipediments inthe other'sway,
He injures him all he can!

Ishall take a vowto live

Toremedy the evils seen

Besetting the world of men!

My days shall in future be

Spent in the service of my fellowmen!

Translated by A.V. Subramanian
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26. The Factory Worker

Oh! the siren of the factory

Why don't you sound even after five O'clock?
From morn he sweated there

With his heart aglow now to return here
Why don't you sound even after five

Oh! the siren of the factory.

The sun has sunk into the western horizon

My eyes are weary, watching the street for him
Every word of him is soaked in delight

Why is your thundering throat still remain silent?
Oh! the siren of thetactory.

Some time is spent for him to bathe

Still more time to sit together and share

A little time to eat the cooked food

Till dawn to delight in the nectar of our love
Siren! why don’t you sound even after five?

Translated iy N.Shanmugasundaram
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27. The Postman

The postman comes - letters
Hedelivers or not,

The postman comes!

Whetherthereis aletter
Forme or formy father
The postman comes!

The letter that comes was it written by him?
Or by my mother-in-law?

Perhaps by my worthy husband?

Will the letter come, or not?

The postman comes!

Whether my beloved is coming,
After Adimonth passes or sooner
A day’s passing is like a century,
if defended, it ismy death

The postman comes!

Translated by N.Natarajan
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28. The Song of the Ploughman

Leaving you now I will hasten before sunset
If we miss today the moisture of the land will go dry
We shall sow the fleld before it is dark

Leaving you now,

Give him the wagss for carrying the thorny fence,
if at all the labourer comes.

Before it is late

Bring me gruel if you have some!

For labour’s sake only
Ileave you now in day time,
But if wem-ke love till dawn
Who is there to question us?

My sweet! Listen

To the cocks crowing,
Turn and bid me adieu!
Revealing your love!

‘¥henlIneed you eagerly,
You keep you harsh like steel!
Darling! Be intent

Tofeed ourred-hued cow.
Translated by N.Shanmugasundaram
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29. Love of the Old Couple

The old parents live with their first son
With his wife, Vetrivel, the younger one
Dwells in Vedappan's abode, the elder
With family in his father's mansion
Lives an honouable life upright;

Pretty old their parents both have grown.

The daughter-in-law’'s service
Vedappan's wife Nagatmutthu with love
Infinite entertains his parents infirm
Knowing their needs, never leaving them sad,
Seeking them with service saild and unsaid;

Aren't theold, tops that have stopped spinning?
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The old couple at the front room
In the room at front reads he, the aging
Manavazhagar, works magnanimous;
She, his pleasing support, with pleasure, listerns:
Discusses topics diverse this creeper dry;

Speak, hear and sleep, these people of the dead past.

Meanavazhagar's health

Gone is the shoulder he had as a youth!
Lost is the sight that needed no spectacles!
Drained is the body; decayed are the teeth;
Turned s the hair into white silk; porridge
Is his only food; limited is his stroll.

Thangatthammalyar’s health
Her bundled hair turning white like lunar rays,
Face losing its lustre like a cloud-eatenmoaon,
She has lived to see a thousand crescents;
The grandam made weak by deeds glorious

Baore her body bent double like a rainbow!
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The visitors to the front room
Blessed with the presence of the faghed pair
Fortunwte was the front room frequented
By their sons, 'their’ wives, who came for counsel,
And their charming offspring loquacious.
Who left for school on time after chattering.
The two contented souls
Sons and daughters we gave education:
Our duty discharged we live happily;
To our Kith and Kin we left little undone.
Till this day never have we swerved a little
From the cherished path of truth profound.
Our service to the nation
“All our deeds were dorie forthis nation’s good;
Never have we harmed other; never have
We ignored any little good done to us":
This was but the burden of the sweet song

That delighted the minds dear to each other.
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She lives in my heart

“Did I sow myself in her heart yesterday?
No! It was done on the very day when
Youth came into being; everything else
May fade into afable and a dream;

That old woman ever lives in my heart".

My source of joy

Not a blossom, her body is but dried grass:
Not a damsel dancing, she is old and faltering;
Not a moon, her face is a fallow land;
Her eyes are only pits; What will please me?
The fact that she survives should sustain me.

We think of each other
She cannot sing the sweet song of Tamlil;
Alone I am here, aloneshe is there;
She cannot enjoy seeing me, touching me;

But she thinks of me and I think of her;

That effects inme delight eternal,
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Her golden heart and my inner joy
She has lost the sap of youth; her dry bones,
And wrinkled skin are ravages of time;
The stick she holds in hand cannot steady her:
My eyes can't see her but can sce her heart;
That engulfs me in inner joy supreme.
She is called grandame

Laughinglikea opened pomegranate,

That woman used to thrill me in those days:
Now I cannot hear her laugh anymore:

But when our grandchildren call her granny.,

My heart goes into raptures nectarean.

She is called mother

Wearing jewels valuable she would callme
'Atthan'and add a sweet word alluring
Which would sound like themusic of alyre:
All these are things of the past; but today

1 am moved most whenshe is called mother.
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Why I care for the world
Lives are nourished by rains favourable;
Famed works are authored by saints faultless;
Books didactic are preserved by kings' deeds;
What do1 care about these? This world can

Delight me because that old worman lives.

The sole concern of his life
Steady is the mind of Manavazhagu.,
Who lived a full life, grew into a ripe age!
It knows only one ideal, one desire;
Like an iron nail, his love for her, {irmly

Grounded in his heart gives him sustenance

On the cushion of my heart
On abed of flowers without thorny stems
Softened with a slough-like silk spread,
He would sleep sound after acup of milk;
Even today he hasn't lost the state lofty;

Now the dear one rests on the cushion of my heart.
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My heart is a forest for this deer

Like King Pandya's Chariot decked with gold,

He would in this very hall strut stylishly;
Eventoday I don't have to pine for this;

He, as dear tome as my twin eyes

Does roam like a hart in my heart-forest,

TIRTTRIRAILLF R PR

The rain of honey in my heart

Would I derive delights ambrostal of

Sight, sound, smell, taste and touch from his body,

His Sandal-wood shoulders, his sweet Tamil;

Even today he does pour honey-heavy

Drops of rain in my heart, without departing!
My heart bears him
The hand that gifts will grow tired of giving;
The legs that stir out to help children dear,
The ears that listen to Tamil chaste, eyes that see
May all seek rest; but the hero matchless

Doesn't become unbearable to my untiring mind.
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How I saved him from other women
Awax doll that will melt at the sun's sight,
A candy box that will dissolve in the rain,
Agarden grand that a stormy wind will shake,
My husband wedded was guarded close by me

Lest a woman strange should sully his honour.

My constant concerns

He shouldn't grieve hearing sounds slight and feeble:
He shouldn't starve because sauce lacks a little salt:
His heart shouldn't break when his word is not valued:
These were my concerns constant; this is how

I'saved the Tamilian I own and love.

The old woman's fear
Sheisgreat, who guards her virtue vital,
Tends her man with care and her tongue controls
With vigour never waning; the words wise
Valluvar uttered once, I value most:

My pearl I'hid from harm and heait’s worry.
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Did you sleep well?
The cock crew; the sky smiled; opened the eyes of
Azhagar one hundred anafive year old!
Her eyes benign blossomed! Her support firm
Approaching his helpmate asked with anxiety,

"Did you sink in the river of slumber?"

I had a sound sleep

We did drink milk porridge, read two kurals,
Studied them with commentaries Copious;
When the clock screeching struck ten right on time
AsleepIfell; asyou called me now
Iwoke up sudden;" thus spoke she tohim.

He speaks of his sleep
Hearing this from the old woman ancient
who has lived one hundred years fulland gay,
Azhagar, v/ith joy extreme, answered thus;
"We t;nded our talk when the clock struck ten;

1slept and got up as the cock’ ‘gan to crow."
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The old woman's coyness
"During a morning that is new and cold,
Bliss is it to be close and speak toyou,”
Thus said the old man and got her reply curt,
"Nectar dear and near, enough is the pleasure

I had; see Nagaimutthu there and leave.”

She hasn't gone to sleep
At dead of night when the whole world is asleep.
Why is it Thangam hasn't yet gone to sleep?
Like a bent bow with the two ends touching
Her body lying crookedly on the floor,

Hearing the clock tick she asked, "Is it ten?”

She goes to his bed
Fearing that he hasn't slept, she feels sleepless
We have never seen anywhere on earth
Awoman who is so concerned save her;
Hands as oars help her move feeling the floor;

With a body limp, she limps to her man's bed.
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Asingle pmoivz‘ } -: L) & J}E\
"You are coming, Thangam dear, céme near."
His voice she heard and like adry leaf drivin
By awind the woman falls by the man;
With their heads on the same pillow they lie;
Abundant love within, deed outward none!
Their joy is ineffable
The night lamp shines bright! They live beyond light!
Darkness drear engulfs the space infinite;
They glow beyond gloom the two hearts rejoice;

There is breeze profuse; of what use is it?

They are not there! Their bliss is beyond words!

The dialogue of the two souls
The two minds thundered thus toeach other:
"You blunder, my lady dear, you won't sleep
Your concern for me keepingyou awake.”
“You don’t sleep, man mine own, thinking of me "

“Sleeplessness is torture." “Sleep is rapture.”
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Forget me and sleep
Ifhalf-a-day’s sleep so much can delight
Should not the delight of a day’s slumber
Be beyond compare? "Beloved lady,
Steal not my heart, sleep apart.” "Husband dear,

Plunder not my mind, slumber you should."

Bliss is that sleep that knows not breaking

They did sleep inaworld devoid of dreams;
Frustrated they felt whenever they woke;
Their desire was to sleep; they decided

To seek delight eternal! sound they sleep

And so live for ever bathing in bliss!

Translated by P. Marudhanayagam

138



JO. Galasahiar cpauirs

sareraliGe Qgenpeveyig @efli afleversELn;
seflwenpBuir 3y evwSulmen s Geuiyo; hés
Guosrenwuyp uEsFmeaTGur gulss sTe
aflenioLib! syeuer o.emid oyEGs Dbz srler!
sareraflGe mODP S5 50 G PEGIE
sell@Qspmn Lifiwrpib @efluw Gsmaesmsr

S erexsBlenr Guerenasssmeir OpErens Beaueve.
Bugeng CuerGgy b o e wm e,

aflesrenflen._Quw uergrom wlginBewr - T

Olev srremflevey Guimersyig wriens, <9/ eirenrLd
oemremflen. Qu O\ eoresfier G516 Qarmss syenGomr?
sumpaflent_Quw ©lrgpeumpayid SUITLDBSITET; €Ted peir
sewrenfient QGuw wevissm_m exnGer! o eirers
sBd8o Cu wesrwrert Bererer GQsuiBevsir!
GiswrenflenL_wimer etews@asm Gern BTG
Bprulen. Qu snagsmer LNmiger GorGerr!

133



30. Velan’s Lament

The breeze through the window brings coolness,

The lonely room in itself brings calmness,

The soft bed calls for a sleepy drowsiness,

But is his mind with him in such a place?

The essence from the sugar cane squeezed,

To be fully mingled with the language Tamil,

The sweetest language; she serves it with her sugar lips,
Velan gave all his heart to Annam,

His doubts increased more and more.

Like the full moon among the many thousands of stars
onthe sky

That lass seems to be!

Isn't Annam the only woman to represent her race in the
whole world

Among so many lives, she had the great life;

In my eyes she blossomed like the garden of flowers!
Inallmy thoughts in mind, she was like the scent.
Nowwhat to do?

Is the slim-waisted woman meant for me?

Or amIborn to die with disease?
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Her speech is like the honey,

Hér face like the blossoming red lotus,

Her eyes like the long Kendaifish,

Her waist like the quick lightening,

Like the all possessing sky she toohad a life,
Shejoyed with me and pained with me,

O my, deer-like woman!

[sshe forme?

Oramlbornto die of sheer despair?

Is it the green feathered peacock amidst the thick fertile
corn?

Is it the painting newly gaining good breath?

Is it the sculpture acquiring new brightness?

She lived such a famous life in the whole world,

No bounds to her joys on me, for her greatness.

Is she f[or me?

OramIbom to lose flesh and die?

Her smile like the jasmine flower to make it perfect,
Hernoble acts are to make the world bloom,

Her lips are spread to let the bees such honey,

Her tender walk so as to please the swan,

Her life so great to rule the nation without sorrow,
She waited and longed for my blessings.

Is she for me?

Oramlbornto die in sorrow?

136



QambQuerpre) SyassTGlouiews, Sries (5hgG !
Qamy.ererpre) Syeuaflen _eow Lileres @HE D!

& bGP Hyauerallflenw Seres @HEgID!

S ORVETRNDITE) T Goee (pllevau hgib!
QebGlerpme GluimerFuyb e Tpeay aumdiBgmer
Glewsversrprey " emibeu MGl o.ev$3s G
BLoGIeTLITeT eTevSGHST CaviT 96 QTS

pefley D& ensggmer LNppEL G QRexr!

Glurereflenpwimey LyiBuim 1 Feos L B
oo eoaowr® pert_wph serBL_er yEGsmi
Ly STenew LOTLD OV TGH@UME BL_hG Glgeres
ygewblwuer praralusBger! G emea wgHe
oergpiLblem eugEleTgpIiD QuTbayLD eu Tl FESTeT
weralflwme 2w Lsens GaL’ Limer eraTamen!
9 erev Loeu 6T 6TeN SGEST Cewrsyad awrGLo

2 s0CETHgE Fraggner L pogerGarBenm!

L LiBumd yewallGevewmd »yeuler, SThplev

Syewsw1Buimb GumbleGlesTd o eaQear! setrestma

Cg_LiBumid GlummeflGleveuin »yeuBer! GpMev

Berer 1BLimd seveswlGQuemd oy euBer, euerr(®

um Bumid wefblevemd oyeaGer! Gup&ea

LB ehe syauerasg Bey srarGLier eremp)

&, s gullewmwsy @) mssmer Geueetr

weBBIL_ L smepeuuflg) (b BeIenerTs HETL_Tei.
(umrergwerr Lifs)

137



To name her body a branch, the garland will be pained!
Toname her hip a creeper, the lightning will be pained!
To name her eye an arrow, the fish will be pained!

To name her hair a wave, the cloud will be pained!

When asked for a copper, in her life she could donate gold
For action she would say, 'Mind, mouth, body

All belong toyou, believe me’

Such alass is she for me!

Am 1 born to die by becoming weak?

I saw a walking beauty clad in a blue silk sari flowered with
golden stripes

It seemed as the fully blossomed mast-wood tree walking
there!

What a strange beauty? What awonder!

She lived as the princes in this world

With her flower like eyes she begged for my grace,
Is such Annam for me?

Or amIbornto die in my despair?

When dived to bathe, she lives in all the waters
When the wind blows, she is in all swinging beauties
When searched with eyes, she appears inall the things
When eatables brought before me, she is in all the tastes,
When bees buzz along, sheisin all the flower
When the Sun sets in the west, she isin itsrays
So did he pine for her and was sleepless
When the daylight blossomed in the dawn
He could see her in the morning light.

(Excerpt from "Pandian Parisu")

Translated by N.Subramanian
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31. Sweetness of Tamil

The succulent pulp inside the fruit,

The juice of full-grown sugar-cane,

The honey in the dew-moistened flower,
The sweetness of well-healed syrup,
Themilk yielded by the wholesome cow,
The cool juice given by the tender coconut

Are pleasant, I say: butstill
I maintain Tamil is my life - ye know!

Thehum of bees in the garden,
The gurgle of flowing waters in a rivulet,
Themusic residing in the flute,

The nectarine notes that the Veena poursforth,

The babbling speech of little babes,

The beauty ol women's lips lisping love,
Though these Ilove, still, intruth,
Tamil and [ are body and soul - ye know!
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Elder and younger brothers familiar grown,
Ties of kinship in the neighbourhood,
Mother of abundant affection,

Fatherwho forgets me not for amoment,
Wife who speaks like the cuckoo,

Children that I bring up showering love

As if torender these as strangers,

Tamil dwells close to my mind - ye know!

The blue, bright-gemmed sky

And there, the white moon, full cool,
The rising of the morning sun -

And there, the light all over the seas,
The sweet spectacle of fine hills
Sinking in the evening splendour,
Poets who scribble high of these -

Are they fit to indite the magic of Tamil?

Rice from reddish brown paddy grain

And variegated dishes savouring cow'sghee,
Pulses paralleled by their own taste

And thick slices of curd with pepper water

And roots of wholesome sweetness

And cakes watering the tonguebut when seen -
These nourish you Tamilian - but still

1t is Tamil alone that nurtures your life and heart.

Translated by S.Raman
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32. Sweet Tamil

Tamil too is named nectar! - That

Tamil, sweet Tamil is as dear as ourlife!
Tamil is the moon! - Sweet

Tamil is our society's sap!

Tamil is our fragrance! - Sweet

Tamil is our life’s ordained destinations!
Tamil is our liguor! - Sweet

Tamil is the root of life's rights!

Tamil is ouryouth's milk! - Sweet

Tamil is the spear of famed poets!

Tamil is our aspirations sky! - Sweet
Tamil is our quickening honey

Tamil is our learning’s support! - Sweet
Tamilisour }yric‘sadamanﬂne steel!
Tamil isour Being's Mother! - Sweet
Tamil is our enriching and inspiring fire!

Translated by D. Albert
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33. Tamil: A Unique Heritage

1took aleaf to write a poem

“Write about me" said the sky!

Rivulets and Lotus flowers too

said, “Draw our picture”,

The woods, the flelds and dark clouds came
And seek to draw my attention!

Women, much like the dancing peacock,
Said, make a picture of dear love!

The cool arbour breeze comes, green
reathered peacock and theswanappear

in the evening falling into the west

The diamond sun comes ori the scene

High shoulders of the heroes bearing the spear
Saying. "Sketch us, weare like hills"

All such scenes came in hectic profusion
Calling me out - amidst these.

Those in Tamil Nadu, my Tamil people

Are wallowing in unhappiness.

Sucha sight kindles great pity

And it becomesa party of my soul!

1f we attain the stage where

We can say all had sweet Tamil education

Misery vanishes, much comfort reaches the heart,

Purification dawns and heroism Comes.
Translated by D.Albert
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34. A Tamil Dream

Bedlam and brawl all over Tamilnadu!!
Money sallies everywherefast

Money is heaped heaped like a mountain!!
Devotees of Tamil won't stay though stopped
They ran and ran and ranwalking
Athousand, a thousand five hundred women
Marking firmness in their shining eyes

Fly with wings to their sides!

Oh what disturbance, what enthusiasm!
Grounds made out like the sea!

There gathered all and the many!

Heaped there a crore of rupees!

The heroic Tamil rose in great fury!

Asked aloud: 'Is not Tamil our life?’

Tearing the universe yes! yes! they said!!
What comparison ‘Sweet honey' they said.
Pouring, pouring and pouring heart's love
Founded an academy for the progress of Tamil
Assembling all the leonine poets!

Poets matured drinking to lees

Feelings and emotions and fervour, began
Theirauroral poetry! Slavery disappeared!
In sweet language, sweet poems
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