Works that lift life to the skies

And technical works were compiled quickly!
Melody came in the air!

Allmusicis the sparkling beats of Tamil!

All love is the juice of ripening Tamil!

Close tosight the Tamil heroes of perfect form!
Because a woman hatled fondly

Her dear lover In poor Tamil,

Heflinched, Crest-fallen

I woke up suddenly. Alas! Alas!

Iwas indeed with the old dispairing Tamils!

Translated by D. Albert
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35. Tamil Love

By her ruby lips of lotus, lay on layer,

By the rich melody of the bees of the woods,

By the excitement of the fragrant breeze,

By the sable eyes, flowerlike, and smiles radient,
By the settling swan's soft gait,

By the inspiring dance of the peacock.

The maturing maiden, the lady of the garden,
She made me her own one day.

With the amourous maiden in the porch
I was leaning on her shoulder.

The maiden with salmon-like eyes

My chaste glorious Tamil maid came!
All the good maiden company's joy

All the arbour’s and all the bright sky's
She came pouring into my heart

And drew me then by her touch.

Translated by D. Albert
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36. Oh! When!

When shall we hear others

Say, iIn my dear Tamilnadu

All happy for

All had their schooling, with
Knowledge in many arts

With bravery and with kindness
Achieve high acclaims

Like the lofty Himalayan mountains?

When shall we hear Tamil works
That have dexterous drawings,
Studies in Mathematics, Astronomy,
Thesis on Philosophy, Sculpture,
Treatise in Science a'nd epics too!
Being wondrous creations

Enter libraries everywhere?
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Whenshall flow

Incessantly intomy ear

The river of unabated honey
That this world had wished to see
My lovely mother Tamil

And Tamil Poetry

Inathousand languages?

Who shall tell me this here?

What day shalll hear

The clangour of active factories
That do all the world’s jobs?

When shall my bosom dance

Injoy listening to the words

That the whole world termbles
Seeing the practice of the arts of war
By the arrays of crowds of Tamils?

Crowds of Tamils like floods
Crowds of sterling heroes
Though several forms

Their heart beats as one.
Malice cannot approach them.
When comes the day
WhenIwatch in ecstasy

At the worlds' bewilderment
Onwatching this scene?
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{mpelled by pride

Foreigners came to the Tamilland

And assaulted them.

Swift came retribution

From Tamils who splintered
The spines of the aggressors!
When comes the day

Of my dance tosuch news!

When shallIbathe
In the spring of joy

That the world follows the finger

Of the Tamilian

Who shows the way

For the world's resurgence
From its present decay?

When shalll know

There are countless Tamils
Who can stir the worlds

By piloting in the sky:
Mesmerize the world
Linking Tamil tomusic;

And to destroy enemy hordes
Bearing killer-swords.

When shall flow in my ears
The music sweel

That our men and women
Have become equal partners
Like the eye and its gleam
Like the scent and flower
United in Oceanic love.
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37. The Clarion Call

Trumpet, Oh Conch,

That our life and our wealth

Is glorious Tamil.
Our enemies have vanished out of sight
On seeing the Tamils here as one unite.

Trumpet, Oh Conch

And remind the little folk

That we are born with Tamils
Whose birth was with the moon,
With the ruddy sun itself,

With the sky, the stars

And the murky seas,

A manly leonine lot they are!

Trumpet, Oh Conch,

That the people of the South
And Sri Lanka

Are the bravest of the brave.
Trumpet, Oh Conch,

That death is certain

If any harm were done

To the Tamils that rise.
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u ‘ V( 23 ‘Q)’ ﬂ, m \
Ours are the victorious shouldcrL_._—nmmw ammmm——

shoulders that play in the ficld of gruesome death.
Ours are the hearts

Where thoughts do spout as the Ganges and the
Cauvery.

Our breath of existence is Tamil
Which, in the fragrance,
Fraught with hot gore

Has wrought heroism.

Translated by S. Raman
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38. Tamil Development

Works in Tamtil should be written in simple style.
Works of grammar too should be newly made.
By making books on whatever had cropped
Newly in the minds , in the world at large
Naming them, illustrating them in pictures,

We should make the classical Tamil rich Tamil.
If a Tamil has no schooling because he is poor
All of us here should feel ashamed too.

For all the disciplines of World in every department
Without anybody’s help, in easily understood Tamil,
Books should flow spreading everywhere! _
The Tamil language should not be made to lean onreligion.
Free reading halls should be found in all places.
Many generations we have spent,

Repeating our Tamilis great.

We have not removed our faults.

Come! let us establish our Scintillating Tamil.

Translated by D. Albert
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39. Mother Tamil

Mother Tamil,

You are the one

Who will exalt our lives.

All glory is yours.

You save us from downfall;

Valour and victory come fromyou.

I will never allow you

To languish in serfdom.
Iam a Tamil, my head

Will never be bent in shame.
O Mother, our source of joy,
You are the life in my body.
How canl forget you?

My life, and my life’s fragrance,

I dedicate toyou

My body and my soul.

I[you come to harm,

My life would go to pieces;

And if you are raised to eminence,
I'd become exalted.

Like a host of lotuses you bloomed
On the lake of humanity

Which lay in utter ignorance
Inages past.

You illumined them, O Tamil,

All hail to you.
Translated by M.L. Thangappa
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40. Brindled Tiger, Arise and Save Tamil!

Every inch of progress of anklet feel
of graceful mother Tamil
is your progress !
Understand, learn thus ! and arise!
Oh young Tamil, open your €yes !
Create anew
The yester year glory all dead and gone
new talents and ancient pride !
This day
You shall render service to Tamil
in every sort of department
awakening in a spur !

All the victories the great Mother
Tamil wins on this earth are
Your victeries
Do not be down cast ! Ariseyou!
Oh young Tamil. Dothe righteous!
Erase to day
What we had come to suffer from
the sorrows indictment and, the plight
plaguing our life !
Be doing be active for Tamil
in discipline after discipline
come raging,

168




awmflu B! s PpssTLES
G o.eTblL @ L!
wdlppié &.Dps
a (fler ] eum@EeT DT
s B E! GenpLllp.
@opg afliés
@S fls e Gerouma!
Quirgen@a i imi! @i eos
2y5@ aNiumil!
o SluiEsQeu SUl(pHGH
seopCaTpib gempGsTpild
2 _awie§) QlamesmGL..

o a6 & S PpSSTUSS
BB 2 6 éEa (5L
Geno /eGB!
L Nexl) B84 6T BE S
Berpplipm, eufiigefGu,
S pep BTE5E
senf Qauiuy b @leossumGlse!
< pgemgé Q! afl@gemeblaen
S PG FTL-1g-8!
Lranfl@edieumis! SUHSSS
gleopBsmmb FeDBSTHD
wge B nGer.

170

L{PRLRELAPNRRA 1M GRS LR ERLIREGR (1EERETRRLTARRL BB AR B R R LR LR TR R DR L BRI RB LU R L L U U R U



May you live ! The glories that come
to Mother Tamil are your glories.
To fill the stomach
They wither without the gruel.
Arise ! you, young Tamil
to redress grievance.
Gather armieslike the deepsea!
Let material comforts and happiness
be collected !
Render service unto Tamilin
every possible department
with [eelings.

Understand dangers that come

to Mother Tamil; aren’t they your
dangers too !

Rise, ye, remove the disease

Oh! young Tamil brindled tiger!
Create literature

Omamentalto later days!

Perform the righteous! Have freedom
in this beautiful land !

You will do service to Tamil

i every possible department
You of an old lund!

171




agQeliu g P&ds
sTew S/ 1955 FiiaGuo!
@erGp, GerGer
LiGIBTeneT 8 erL_TE8S
SUENPSTLILIML L g esmiiensu s
Qamemrieumy @)mGs
9 Bipogws! 58S
seopBsrpib giepCsTpid
PGS STLILITU
Qaugner § Clewssss
eTLiLIeml &@ Lo W SDLI ewflw mb
61L& HeTGp.

172



Oh tiger! anxiously asking
What shalll do for the country
to day this day.
Creating the new era
Save Tamil, bring here
a new spirit.

Arise agitated ! To Tamil
in departments after departments

add beauty.
This is the first serviceofall

services youcando
Well, arise.

Translated by D.Albert
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41. Let’s All Unite

Hindi besieges Tamil Nadu - friends
Let'smuster our strength!

What boots it to possess a robust body,
Ifwe can’t defend ourdear, dear Tamil.

Marvellous language is our Tamil;

And Tamil is the soul of the mighty Tamils.
Let's spit on those traitors

who harabour Hindi.

Hark! Qur ambrosia - Tamil has persisted
Right from the birth of this earth

Whither came your arrogance, culprits?
We shall never let you live here,

Beware! How will Hindi infiltrate?

How strong is its army - let's encounter!
Let's fight its illegitimate emergence
And bury its dominance.

Let's dedicate our heart, souland all

To the hilt, to our mellifluous Tamil.
Eventhe pleasnre of a bewitching woman
Is nothing to the supremejoy, that is Tamil.
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The valiant youth of the nation!

Brace up to meet the challenge.

Let's shed our buoyant blood

In the face of any insult to our Mother-tongue.

Life is short -

Sleeping is almost death: awakening is birth -
Let’s combat the evil Hindi

Even at the cost of our precious life.

Even a prison of painful bars

Would becomne a comely garden of cooing cuckoos
When we think of saving the honour of Mother Tamil.
We won't let herlanguish till we breathe our last.

Translated by V.Ayothi
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42. The Tamil

Swearing in the name of my mother and father,
Vowing onmy Tamil Land,

And taking this pledge on my pure Taril

I declare this my comrades:

I'willnot fall to persevere

Spurning rest and relaxation

For the welfare of the people of Tamil Land
Who are suflering worse than dogs.

Iwon't spare any that mocks the glory of Tamils
Even {{my mother forbids me;

Enemies of Tamil may (latter me

With billion offers; but I'll touch them not.

Caught in the mire of evil harms

When my Tamil Kinsfolkcall onme,

Within winking-time I'll rush to redeemthem
Even by laying down my precious life.

Our powerful and mighty kings of Yore

Who held honour as jewel ol life

Were not just cats; and sprung from their loins
We, Tamils are true tiger-like men,

I'll bear on my shoulders all sulferings
Toestablish the rule of my Tamilmen
And I'll joyously offer my flesh and blood

For my dear and glorious Tamil land.
Translated by M. Balasubramanian
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43. It is Our Tamil

Sweet Tamil, You are ours!

Happiness, thy name is Tamil! It's ambrosia!
The very juice of sweet fruits crushed are you
You are the blessed gift that raises us!

Nowhere have we found that unparalelled sweelness
which is Tamil

You have in you fullness and complefeness tothe
fullest brim

This is your greatness which makes you everyone's
beloved

Sweet Tamil Language! You are our very life and blood,
Perhaps you have an all-conquering force on this earth;
Tamil Language! You are our very Life!

Darkness will enshroud the land of the Tamils,

If Tamil pales out;

Tamil is very much alive; the Tamils are ever-vibraling
in their spirit.

Let us all do good service unto the Tamil Language
Let the word Tamil burst out in pride and joy

And dance the dance of Victory,

Let your dailysong be +ICTORY FOR TAMIL'

Translated by T.S. Shanmugasundaram
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44. Bernard Shaw on Women

The world's greatest man, Bernard Shaw,

Has spoken golden words. Hear, my countrymen!
"It is the wife who almost always

Helps a man lead a good life.

Because of her, the husband walks straight.
Because of her, he lives faultless!"

Dwarfs who harms the interests ol lovely women,
Did you hear Shaw's meaningful message?

Countless the ills for aman in this world
When he lives without a wife.

Men pile up mistakes upon wrong deeds

Oh, countless these! Only women
Generous-hearted, saves them from all this!
Besides, women alone know the secret

That leads to a life of fullilment.

No literacy, norights, women suffer

With no pathways to emancipation.

You consider wives as somuch grass

Meant only for brute man's use!

Having now heard the scholarly Shaw's words
You must change your ways of thinking.

What other path is there? A happy life

Ismade by two wheels: man and woman!

Translated by Prema Nandakumar
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45. The Bane of Widowhood

Untended lies here, dearelders,

Ripe at theroot, the jack - fruit!

The cool round moon

Is considered to be something terrible.

Alas! unkempt lies the flower garden
Famed for its cool southern breeze !
The garland of fragrant flowers,
Liesrejected.

They tabooed as unworthy of being sought

The supple fruit that savours heallh,

They proscribed as vile venom the vibrating notes
Given by the graceful veena strings.

They proclaimed as unworthy of being worn
The crown most fit to don the head :

They forbade that we should not even touch
The golden pot of curdled wholesome honey !

Women in whom are perfected

All the categories of joy, their status,
Here, is like this, dearelders,

And nonc is ashamed of this!
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On the death of her husband, on the wormnan's head,
They put the onerous burden of widowhood ;

And they forbade her, thereafter,

Never to seek for her acompanion.

Just asman, on the death of his wife, seeks
Adifferent spouse, so, too, should women
Seek a dilferent partner, onthe death

Of her husband. Solet's proclaim to the world.

"As soon as the shaft is freed, it seeks
Itstarget”, and sodoesour love ; Tellme
Ifthere existsanywhere else arace

Alive that hasn't shot its arrows of love.

Empty the space that is void of love
And the earth moves because of love!
Baulking theloving hearts of women
Is like turning life u;;slde down.

Do not stop with vile widowhood

The heart where love wells up

Do not consult the holy scriptures

To join the shoulders of a handsome mate.

Translated by S. Raman

188




€6, TupsFlypw Glrvsar

Cuppleeuflsy aunengfleyr Qe BéG
QesrargPev CleoLMP gsse Croin!

Qevpaerent] wrGlenmmsS Barevevgeireslen
aflenerwnt_ BlewrPlassmer wulenevts BrimBey!
&romy 6 GsrenavulGe By Limigg &

safluy g4 Clamem® Clegyin Gsaea i fereser
HDpIGleusierid Brimewmens Glausrerid gresrL_
Syovefll_g0g Blev Clemerermen Lergpiey @& mea meir:

a/lfibsen e e gHen gaflQestarsens
aflngpgiepg s@Gwsn aflwrissés @ !
Bopsdlaula Qoaneh gosmrgid!

@& sgeumi wrPal@o wyseTsHe.
Clgfibggigner; senngy b gerpGlwmergp!
Clgelpagm o srengfe eTupBs &TH6
b bg C&regGwenmyib senflesSereney;
oL Brem(p) eubsrgyd FllliLfaemev!

189



e AR A AR A R

46. The Awakened Women

On the Western horizon
The russet sun floated in a golden flood.
A damsel with gleaming eyes

Stood there like a dancing peacock.

A boy belonging to a rich family

Came hither to pluck fruits
Overwhelmed by spasms of passion

He launched upon a speech:

“The brilliance of the light beyond

May be eaten up by dark clouds:
Sunshine may vanish inamoment!

It is well known that a change

Comes the very next moment!

But the love that springsina clear heart
Does not fear the swoop of a vulture!

1t does not dry up when an army attacks it.
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Just lend me a kiss, darling,

What is the use of living alone!

You have entered my heart! As gold,

As flower, you stand before me!" he said.
"Just aword", she replied. "what may it be?"
"I care not for an {lliterate yokel",

"Oh, | am a scholar several times ever".

She laughed and proceeded:

"O fine schqlar! A question to you.

Have women freedom?" she asked.

"They must wait till it is given".

"What if it is wrested by me?"

"That is contrary to Dharma

For amaic .o act without parental consent”.
"You ask me for an embarace.

How then shalll act without asking them?”

That spoilt son of the rich said:

"You are ignorant. In this matter

Of choosing one's groom, women can act
As their heart leades them".

"Then my heart isgiven elsewhere”,

She cut short his preamble.

"You are missing pleasure. I shall give
Allthe joy" and he drew closer.
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She tooapproached him.

He mistook it for acquiescence.

In a flash with sword in her right hand,
Her left gesturing immediate dismissal,
Brows raised high, fiery-eyed, she spoke,
“1told you my heart is set

Upon another! You dared to trespass!
Come an army, pure love never alters!”

M

= Our pampered young man took to his heels

And came tome {o breathe in peace

“Did a hundred tigers chase you?

Are you escaped from an assassin?

Why have you been running fast?” I asked him
He related his tale. Having heard

I needed tenmillion hearts to contain

My joy. Laughing, I then said:

s ERRA

“Pampered fool! Today women

Are not underprivileged. They are awake!
Don't speak ill of that killer-sword!
Asyou could not discern another rapier

Inyour own lovely, docile wife,

You wished to play with other girls!

Evil fellow, get thee gone

Enter your conscience, go!" He slunk away

=
=

Translated by Prema Nandakumar
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47. The Cruelty of Child Marriage |

Sevenyear old, dark beautiful and flowery eyes,
A lotusface, aslender handsome waist,
Anuntasted, but tasty mouth ripe,

All these aspects, thegirl has..

Only she is like the offspring, of the cuckoo,
That does not know how to coo,

A deer small that can't jump, a bud unblossomed:
She is a widow rusting in her father's home.

Her father too, lost his wife

And married a wife second,

The new bride and the bridegroom

Prefer the night only and go to bed

They play with the ball to while away the day
The widow young, sees these all,

Alone one day, the seven-year old girl young
Asks hergrandma,

Copiously weeping and shedding tears,

Is it right for father to fondle my step - mother after
deserting me?

Fatherisinfatuated, he putsthe flowers on to her head.
He has deserted me.

He and she go to the bed-room

Why should I wait outside like a dog?
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After all, daughter amIto him.
When1go to him, isit right for him

To say 'get out’ and to lift his eye-brows?
That girlyoung, lay onthelap

Of her grand mother and tossed

Herself here and there all the time weeping
Even at this stage, she wept like this,
Musing over her plight future,
Grandma wept and shed tears
Copious. Those floods of tears

Were more cruel to look at,

Than even the cruel life of the child.

(AL LL b Lt b L L (L TR

Translated by N. Sankaran
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48. Justice for Women

Virgin dear! You be the judge
Of your future!

Some peoplewill enter your house
Pride-ridden, to get a bride.

They will speak in terms of wealth.

The parents who gave you birth

And brought you up amid worries

Will consider you a piece of stone,

They will not even show you the groom.
Girls are always discr‘minated against.
‘Don’t you fear these wicked brokers'.

Office bosses of thie parents,

People whom one cannot overrule,

The heavyweights of the place

Creditors - these severally

Will speak of the best way' and ‘caste’
Why, they will try to dispose you off

As per the will of the elders at home.

You are educated, I tellyou.

Your groom is the one

Whom your eyes and heart have chosen.
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