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There is the stable. Even the horse
That is locked up within

Has the right to nelgh. But the girl
Should be shy and shake with fear
Even inside the home.

Question your obdurate parents.
Bathe their stony hearts

With your tears. If they are adamant,
Come on! Walk into freedom!

May you skip around in joy

Like the free, free deer!

Enjoy life in leisure time

Onthe sea-beach in the evenings!
Orthe banks of a flowing river;
Orthevillage fresh at dawn;

In exhibitions, meetings, play grounds!
Who dare destroy radiance?

Exclaim: “Women are not for slaving!”

Translated by Prema Nandakumar
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49. Blame on the Dead!

Darling girl, alas!

Lovely as a flower-creeper
You are: listen.

My end is not far away.

,With hearts entwined

We .appily explored

The parameters of joy!

Then fell this bombshell.

My days are numbered.

One desire alone remains.

Receptacle of good qualities!
ear me express my last wish.

"Afflicted with terminal sickness

lam Lo die: do not grieve.

Put the blame onme.

Do not care for the tradition-mongers.
Approach the man you love,

Do it with joy. Garland him.

Get your future assured.
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This is a wonder passing strange!

Why should a sweet young girl

Become a bitter maid when the husband dies?
Do not start at my words.

Use your commorn sense.

Find out the good and evil inman.

Cross the sea of sorrow!

Marry the man of your choice.

Be you fearless!

Translated by Prema Nandakumar
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50. Lullaby for a Female Child

Hush my darling! Hush-a bye!

Fresh blossom! Image in gold!
Marble form that reflects the morning sun!

Charming girl come to proclaim:
The strength and increasing good of man
Are dueto .. omanhood.

You are born in Tamil land
To show purblind man
That woman is no whelp but amother!

My darling, rest, closing your eyes
Thatgleams as azure blue
Inyour fair face!

Soft of body, tinily made,
Aswith swan feathers
And flowers of the sensitive plant!

Lightning-glow, jewel priceless,
You are the fruit juice
Mixed with sugar sweet!

208



apL_g gevghlew Pl BTHOD fa&lerD
&1 werssa@l sHLIL Gt s3w!

Geuear_ng 18 QL0 GCu@IugD&S
e afleraamig e Glom_ig!

yemeah s7a)BéGLD Gl MUbLFSFE al L Sogs
serenflp seaIEES oL L 1flés eupgeBer!

Qpuallsgems LD BOBSTS PLITGUSDS
2 walés eps e aiBL LGSsDICa!

TR &L_ayeTlgwe sremmy FeiBE A G0
QumTEg Brgsil Lgemwteu eubsa Ber!

sumflO@L G s Ggmienu eueTTSEGL F538_rien&s
BamufQeveirgy smHsmL Gemerens gafli e Ger!

gmenld@s Qum g @& smdleerumi CFUMEEE
prenf] £.pIE; peosssf seremy DG

209



You are a pocket of camphor
Come to spread scent
Ina superstition-stinking society!

Heroine wio shines
As aself-sustaining lamp
To eradicate the dark niches of caste!

You have come with fiery eyes
To destroy the myopic religious sects
That add insult to injury.

Incarnate common-sense! O joy
Who has come to save mankind
From believing in false divinity!

You have come to initiate
The New Age: no more blind faith
That everything is an act of God.

You have turned away from buildings
That are filled by greedy men
In the name of temples.

Hush-a-bye! Sleep with a smile!
Laugh at the swindler ascetics
Who daub dung with saffron as God!

Translated by Prema Nandakumar
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51. Eradication of Widowhood

You forme: 1am foryou.
Asmilk and honey,
Equally sweet, oh sweet!

My love! Give me your word.
Henceforth, our heartsin love
Shall have inlife's purity.

Sugar-candy in your ways!
Were you feeling troubled
Because you were a widow?
Can a word snap down as a lid
The waves of emotion

That blaze as a forest fire?

Peacock-loveliness! Fly hither
To weed out the word widow
From the Tamil language.

Let the past be gone!

Maiden glorious! Ascend
The platform of rationalism
And watch the annihiliation
Of all the past habits!

How canbonds remain

When thoughts have fused together?

Welcome as you proceed
To transform the strange men
Who still speak of widowhood.

Translated by PremaNandakumar
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52. Restriction That Ruined Love

Velan returned home one night

And was given a letter: opening it

He read as [ollows: “Dear love,

My last message. Yesterday

Our sojourn in the garden

And our converse were discovered by mother.
She lost control and described all

Tomy father, brother, everybody.

“Poisonous snake! Evil woman

Come to destroy the family's name!"
Screaming, my father beat his head

And writhed on the floor. My brother
Ran to the backyard well

Asiftojump in bul came back

And cursed me: “Wearing widow's badge
How should you follow ruinous paths?"
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My own mother: “You lost everything

With the auspicious wedding thread.

You have now burnt us to ashes.

Should our neighbours, the townsmen know,
They will snap at us. We held our heads high.
Now our pride has touched the dust.

Alas who heard of matrimonial bliss
Forawidow! Accursed one!”

My father: “I shall first kill you

And then end myself”. My brother:
“Ishallmurder that hapless fellow.
Here is a sharpened sword!”

The whole night spent in such passion.
I'shall plague them no more!

My love, my lord, I give you up!

Yes, by entering the sea tonight!”

Such was the message {from his beloved.
Lamenting Velan ran towards the sea.
The townspeople also followed him.
Beautiful sky, [ull moon, a brilliant light
Allover the sea! as a sorrowing bird

In adelightful painting of space,

The lady is standing on the pier's edge
Giving vent to her pent-up sorrows:
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“My bridegroom died: it was not my fault,
the auspicious thread, soft silks,

Fresh blossoms, saflron mark are all gone.
But not this golden body and dear life.

The love that came upon me follows

The grammar of nature: what canI do?

O moonlight, show me the world

Where love can be overcome by self-control!

Because of my sin in possessing eyes

The noble young man has entered my heart.
O wide sky that has been watching

This earth create Woman! O water!

Illove is the result of nature’s law,

Why should it be controlled or rejected?
Afflicted motherland. why will you pierce
Woman alone with the lance of widowhood?

Isthere any dilference between the love

That blossoms in men and women?

Should the wife die, like a male bird widowed,
The old man wants to wed a girl soon!

What harm if a young maiden

Wants to re-marry, aflter the husband's death?

Heard of a dry breeze, bees that don't buzz,
Ahealthy stomach that is never hungry?
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Mother Nature, you gave me youth ="
Emotion, life to seek happiness.

The hapless people of this land

Deny love in the name of widowhood!

[ have no will power to cut my bonds.

Alas, the youth sweet as honeyed Tamil

Loved me in truth! How can I bear

The society spitting upon his face?

We are two figures, one heart.

Blind tradition, you have cut us asunders;
You have burnt up the eternal love

In our hearts!"” she wept piteously.
Seeraalan rushed to hold her. Both fell.
Womanhood moumned. The two died.

The people of the place stood on the beach
And expressed shock. But they are alive still.

Translated by PremaNandakumar
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15

53. Womm’s Education

women need literacy
To run the household.
They ought to be educated
To bring up children well.
Women should acquire knowledge
To guard the world

Learning helps women
Widen the arc of scholarship.

illiterate women
Are barren land! Grass may grow

On this surface:

But not ideal children.
The educated woman

Is a field well prepared.
Wise progeny spring up here:

I need not repeat this truth.
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Remember, it is common skill
For man and woman
To pilot an aeroplane,
Survey the vast ocean.
Male chauvenism
Has weakened the globe today.
Nowonder then,
Women find their freedom gone.

Come forward to execute
With a golden hand
The jobs assigned to you.
At the same time
Pressforward to gain freedom
With the other flower-like hand.-
Such is my conviction:
The illiterate woman will never glow.

It is wrong to say

That women alone should drudge
Ascooksat home

And cleaners all day.
That would be a happy day

When men too take up such tasks.
Is it shameful to cook?

The cook creates enjoyment!
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Cooking food is indeed

The nurturing of precious life.
Life is not mere money:

Nor is it martial prowess.
Stoking ;the stove fire

And creating taste in the pot,
They serve food with love,

Such food is vital to existence.

There is an unwritten law
In Tamil Nadu that cookery
Isthe inalienable duty
Of the poor housewife.
Alas, that such drudgery
Is fit only for mothers.
Universal women's education
Alone can remove this unfair rule.

Translated by Prema Nandakumar
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54. A Conversation

“You say women should be denied
Freedom of speech.

Are women cheaper than dust?

Aslong as woman is not emancipated
This nation will remain enslaved.
Tortoise-like themen will live

Aslong as they keep their women dumb.
If the woman is kept unintelligent

The crops too will yield very little.

The world speaks ill of Indian men

Who look down upon their lovely women.
Ishan't tarry further: alone I will go

To the Sanjivi hilland gain the herb.

In case Ifail to get the secret

I know how to jump off the mountain peak.
My friends are happily married

To menfolk who satisfy their whims.
Olovely peacock: tell this message

To my beloved hissing like a snake.

I am going to the Sanjivi hill for the herb”
0 0 0

“Lovely statue! Maiden graceful! Stop!
I am coming with you. My love, my wile!
Why this anger, my gentle beloved?”
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Kuppan ran and embraced the creeper-image.
She was happy and stood still

“Only now I realise your passion

For those two herbs, my love.

Ishall take you myself,

And gather for you the leaves.

Talkative wench! What shalll get in return?”
So gasped thelove-lorn Kuppan.

“First the leaves, then the kiss”, she firmly said.
"How many kisses, my parrot?”

“I will hug you with my arms

And painlessly kiss you hundred times."”
“Come, an advance in the name of love."

“No time for fun, Listen to me.

You will get kisses in return for the herbs."

(An extract from ‘Sanjivi Parvatathin Saral’)

Translated by Prema Nandakumar
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55. We shall make a New World

Come, We'llmake a new world
and do away with the warring world;

Come, We'lltake the gospel of communism to eight
directions

and preserve it chaste as our life;

Come, We'llwet our hearts
in the river of love
and bane ‘this is mine".

Come, We'llburn our indolence
in the flames of awareness
and laugh at the men who shout ‘this belongs tome’

Denied of our rightful dues to fruits of nature, let us starve
Granted, we share it with all.

Translated by Bala
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56. World Unity

"My wife, my children, my food, my home,
My income - only these and my dear self exist for me".
Hewhosays so

Hasaheart

Small as the mustard seed -

Awee-sized wastrel

Ofno use even to his street - mates.

He who says: “Sweet is my little native town"
Has aheart

Of the size of the lentil seed

Thedirect elder to the mustard.

Thereis a coconut sized heart

Using the freedom of one’s own land

To afflict the other nations.

Weaponsthey disown

And peace they maintain and yet

To guard his home, or town, or country
Each one will permit to grow

Violence of hand and tongue

Here we see

The heart of a green unripe mango.

Real joy is only

In the heart of purity, In the heart of charity
Intheheart of greatness, In the heart of a mother
That affirms as one

All the people of this ancient world.
Thereis no fight there,

For all selfish love has been spent.

Translated by S.Raman
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57. The Song of the Common Man

After placing the world, the old capitalist,
In the rationalist forum, “please tellme
Oh!The common man!Have the

Excess of wetand dry lands

Been let on lease, long time back,

To enable all people to enjoy”. Said L.

The commanman said, “Yes, Yes".
Forthe settled lease is there any

Receipt or was it merely oral? I said.

He said it was only oral.

I asked whether the line demarcated was according
to the records of the lease-holder.

Since persons who were skilled physically

And orally, grabbed the lands of the

People ignorant and devoured,

The working class people increased. What canIdo?

The poor people became a vessel

Of hole-ridden eating leaf.

The rich became like a tub full of water.
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Multiplied blocks and blocks of wealth

Reached a few people

And danced like a prancing dancer!

But poor people suffer like worms.

This is the present situation, so said the common man.
Since this condition prevails

Please evolve a new arithmetic

And lease all the property calculating

Commonly and equally to one and all.

See there is no capitalist or poor

Solsaid. The common man jumped up

And sald, your word is deep! It is true.

There isno obstacle to your word,

Thought provoking ideas, really true, also countering,

good
The low and high will goaway

And danced spiritedly.

Ilaughed and said, Oh! Common man,

You dance! You contemplate,

"he agitators will not accept it. Find a way out.
The common man thought over and lost his spirit.
The poorman who is on the run,

Ifhe becomes violent and beginsto hit, at no time
The low and high men will all change

And become equal. You realise this, saidl.

Translated by N.Shankaran
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58. Reveal All!

Oh! Groves Picturesque!

To cultivate, refine you well

On this earth, how many comrades
Shed blood at yourroots?

By means of the operations, daily refined
Oh!fertile land, producing much paddy,
We do not know how many people sweated for you.

Oh! Tanks with lotus blossoms,

At the time you were constructed,

Shall we tell the world, how our brothers
Of purity, were buried in the dust.

Oh! The highways. they constructed you all over the earth,
The workers toiled all the time,

Controlling their senses as a tortoise

Draws inside its limbs.

Oh! Noisy machines. always in motion,
ShallItell you of your evolution?

Is it not true that you were born

Ofthe labour of the workers of the town?
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Oh! The famous world of luxurious goods,
Your foundation is laid by the refined
Labour of the workers, which

Shattered their nerves and skin.

Oh! Natural phenomena of water, fire,

Good land space and wind,

Which gave the earthly material dependent onyou?
It's only the armslong of the labourers.

Oh! The world, are you not a witness to the labour of the
workman?

Is the ethics of the rich good
I[they say ‘die' to Lhe workmarn,
When they ask the rich to feed them.

Will the lions valiant pine away,
After giving the rats all to eat?
Herealter will the tigers feed

The fox and sleep in the bush large.

They will shed fear and rise up spiritedly,
Hence no idea to beg, flatter and cringe,
They are strong personally and are happy,
There's nothing amiss about this world.

Translated by N.Shankaran
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