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101. @puigsev
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101. NETYTAL

(The hero speaks to be heard by the friend of the heroine)

The fisherfolk of this hamlet, hard by the shore,
Net the shrimps from the encircling creeks,
Gather them into heaps and at the right moment,
Take them for drying to a place,

Near the densely dark shadows of Punnai trees.
These shrimps, are covered

With rings of scales resembling

The tender and fresh turmeric roots.

This hamlet was sweet indeed!

It was but so before my meeting

The youthful daughter of the fisherfolk —

The girl of flawless broad forelap,

And narrow waist and sweet glances

Like that of a young doe's!

--Veliyantinnanar

Latent Meaning
The shrimps are brought to the Punnai shade for drying.
Likewise, considering the suffering of the heroine, her friend is

expected to take her to the hero. (Po.Vé. Somasundaranar)
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102. KURINCI

(The heroine speaks out of her excessive love)

O parrot, green-hued and bent-beaked!
Entertain no fear in your heart!

Eat to your fill the millet grains
And get all your needs satisfied,
And do this favour to me too!

| beseech you, parrot, with folded hands!
Should you go to join your kin

In our lover's realm, rich in jack trees
Laden with heavy bunches of fruits,
Forget not to inform the chief

That this lass of the hillsfolk

Is guarding millet - crops as of old!!

--Cempiyanar

Latent Meaning
Notwithstanding the fact that the hero is so unkind as to
forsake his love, his hill-slopes are rich in jack fruits and

are useful to others.
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103. PALAI

(The hero speaks to his wavering heart during his journey

seeking riches)

My heart!

This is a burning wilderness, totally strange;
Here, a tusker of enormous puissance

And fierce anger, goes mad and breaks
The huge branch of a neem tree

With small leaflets on weak stalks.

It moves away from the place

Having dampened the soil

With its urine. There lies coiled,

A moist-eyed and famished bitch,

Its skinny breasts and stomach

Pressing the ground; its mate,

Which was away for its unfailing hunt,
Grieves on the thought of its union

With its mate in the past.

We are now amidst such a wilderness.
Whether you should proceed on our journey
Seeking riches or return home,

It is upto you to decide!

--Marutan llanakanar
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104. KURINCI

(The heroine expresses her anguish over the hero's visit

through dangerous paths)

Our lover is the lord of a montane region.

Here, the fearless young boys of the hillsfolk

Get on to the huge boulders

And sound their small drums,

Their hearts swelling with prideful joy,

When they witness a wide-mouthed

And beautifully-striped tiger

Fighting its foe, a tusker,

In the extending hill-range

That smells of sweet honey!

The rhythmic sound of the Tontakam™* drum

Scares away the parrots

That plunder the ruddy ears of millet

With green stalks, in the nearby fields.

Are there other folk, but poor me,

Who, longing for his embrace,

Suffer agony during this gloomy night,

When thunder rumbles fiercely

And causes the lofty and clefted peaks

Sheltering snakes, crumble down?

Are there others too, who, during this hour, with concern

Contemplate the narrow path

Which is rendered hard to pass through

By the flood of the wild stream?
--Péricattanar.

*Tontakam: A drum which was employed by the abactors of cattle.
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105. PALAI

(The hero condemns his heart that urges him to give up his quest

for wealth and return home)

May you flourish O my heart!

You kept me company all along.

You have followed me all this long distance
Through forests, ignoring the horrors

Of branching paths, almost impassable.

This forest is thick with bamboo-clusters;

The swift-blowing hot summer-wind

Assails the shining branches

Of the thorny-trunked llavam trees,

Which are entwined by the dry creepers;

In this path, extending and waterless,

The swift-footed cow-elephants and their calves
Are wilting away.

My heart! you have followed me so far,
Causing our sweetheart to suffer intense pain--,
Our sweetheart with growing and comely hair,
Smelling sweet with large blossoms

Of the dark-petalled water-lily,

Which are haunted by bees

In the springs on the western hill

Of Kuttuvan, the Céra monarch.

Is it wise to break our journey in the middle?

--Mutattirumaran
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106. NEYTAL

(The hero speaks to his charioteer when when he is returning,

home at the advent of the rainy season; he recollects an event of the past.)

Charioteer!

(It was the day when | tried to get the consent

Of my beloved to go in search of riches.)

She was sitting on the beach,

All exhausted after her failure to catch hold

Of the speckled crabs which frisked about in the sand;
The sand-dunes, made by the battering waves, issued forth
A sweet fragrance. It was then

| neared her, intending to disclose to her,

My intention to go to a distant land seeking my fortune-
A desire which greatly annoyed me for long;

On knowing my mind,

She became tongue-tied at once.

She plucked a flower-bunch, together with leaves,
From a beautiful and low-hanging branch

Of a Nalal tree, crushed it,

And dropped the bits down

And thus expressed her disapproval!

Such was her bewilderment!

You have not witnessed, my friend,

Her innocent but charming glances

At that moment!

--Tontaiman llantiraiyan
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107. PALAI

(The heroine speaks to her friend unable to bear the pangs of separation)

The wilderness is rich in scanty-leaved dmai trees;
It is fearsome with roaming tigers;

There are Palai trees with white flowers

And fruits resembling forceps; their branches

Are bereft of their barks, as the she-elephants
Endowed with strong nails had peeled them off
For food; the dried-out Palai-fruits

Now rustle, assailed by the swift-blowing summer wind
And their sound is heard like the noise

Of the falling cascades.

It is through such a horrible barren tract

That our lover went to a distant land.

My heart which followed him is now

Undergoing the consequences of my past deeds.
Alas, | alone am unlucky, for,

By my stay here, my heart is squeezed

By the ceaseless gossip of the slanderous women!
Whenever | contemplate this, | but laugh inwardly!

--Anonymous.
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108. KURINCI

(The friend of the heroine importunes the hero to wed the heroine eftsoon)

The hillsfolk sight a fierce tusker, all alone, without its mate,
Which had arrived at the millet-field

With dark-bladed crops in the slope.

So they gather together and surround

Their hamlet with great bustle,

All armed with bows and arrows

And also drums and slings.

Such is your montane domain O chief!

Don't you know the truth

That it is a painful experience

To sever the kinship

Of even an enemy

With whom we were once associated?

| wonder how it was possible for you

To forsake the kinship of my friend of sweet smile
And lustrous teeth like buds of jasmine?

Alas, pallor has pervaded

Her forehead which once glowed like full-moon?
Alas! | grieve much!

--Anonymous.

Latent Meaning
The hunters, armed with bows and arrows, make shoutsand
try to attack the tusker that approaches their field. This suggests
that the hillsmen may surround the hero, intending to do him harm,

when he visits their hamlet, desiring to meet his beloved.
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109. PALAI

(The heroine speaks to her companion unable to contain her

pangs of separation)

Friend,

Our lover, who once swore

That he would not part from us,

Is not beside us now, he has forgotten

Our ancient kinship and gone;

You are deeply anguished and confused

On account of this, and wonder very often,
“Should this be the plight of this lass

With the charming forehead?"

Listen my friend of ornate jewels.

The whistling northerly blows,

Causing me untold pain during this eventide.
Loneliness squeezes mine heart beyond bearing.
My plight now is akin to that of a dwarfish cow's
Which is tethered to a rafter in the roof

Above its head in a slippery stall

Full of mire during a densely dark night

Of the rainy season, a time,

When, in mercy, it should be removed

To a better shelther.

-- Milipperumpatumanar

Note :
Ancient kineship : The Nexus that subsists between them through their

countless births in the past.
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110. PALAI

(The lament of a mother after her daughter's elopement)

A little child she was, so playful and adamant!

She would run around the pandal,

Her glittering golden anklets, inlaid with grains sweetly tinkling,
Refusing to be fed by her foster mother,

Aged and flawless, whose tresses were soft and gray.
She caused her nurse get exhausted

By her running, when she importuned her

To take the honeyed milk, delicious and white,

And kept in a cup,

Radiant and wrought of gold,

In spite of the nurse frightening her,

Wielding a stick, its head wound with a wreath of flowers!
She, even she, has become an alien!

Whence did she learn such wisdom and wifely character?
Alas, she, my precocious daughter,

Never thinks of her father's wealth,

Though her husband's house is in the grip

Of dire poverty!

But she skips her meal

And lives on watery food of odd grains

Of cooked rice, floating like the fine sand in a stream!

--Poétanar
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111. NEYTAL

(The friend of the heroine speaks after listening to an oracle)

Friend,

Resolved to catch the shrimps, downy-headed
Resembling the flowers of the wayside Iruppai
And many other fishes,

The skilled youngsters of the fisherfolk

With well-knit fishing nets,

Steer their barks into the sea,

Even like the young hunters of terrible strength
Who joyfully rise to hunt deer-flocks

Getting on to tree-tops.

They toil hard amidst the wavy sea,

And net the saw sword-fish

And many other strong fishes

And reach the sandy beach,

Their boats laden with cut and sliced fishes.
Such is our village!

Be assured, my friend,

That our lover will come

In his chariot, causing great din

In this village of ours, girt with creeks!

--Anonymous

Latent Meaning
The young fisherfolk bring ashore many kinds of fishes.
Like this, the hero will fetch riches from many a land and tender them

as bride-price.
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112. KURINCI

(The friend of the heroine consoles her friend who grieves

at the advent of the rainy season)

My friend!

Now the clouds pour heavily

With claps of thunder and frequent flashes of lightning
Causing cliffs to wink;

Having eagerly scooped

The dark vast sea, and darkened and veiled
The forest entire, rich in the water,

Of the gem-like glittering cascade,

The clouds pour now, as if they had known in advance,
Of the coming of our lover,

The chief of an immense mountain,

Where a dauntless lion roams

After having slained a tusker,

Causing great panic in the slope

Where bee-hives buzz

The buds of the dark-trunked Venkai trees
On a sudden blossomed simultaneously.

And without exception have,

What kind of a treat shall | arrange, my friend,
To honour these rain clouds

For their favour to us?

--Perunkunrir Kilar
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113. PALAI

(The hero speaks to himself while on his way

to a distant destination)

“My young darling!

| part from you, in pursuit of riches,

So hard to come by,

Moved by a pechant that pervades my heart,"
When | said unto her thus,

At once her Neytal-like khol-fed eyes

Turned tearful owing to immense sorrow;
She hid her face behind her untied tresses,
Which were braided and hanging low on her back;
Her unbounded grief compelled her

To weep bitterly and her sobbing

Sounded like the Ampal melody

Of the pipers, in the vast battle-field

With great bustle, where Utiyan Céral
Wrathfully destroyed his foes.

What a wonder! Her bewildered glances
Appear before me, even after | have crossed
This extending wilderness.

With narrow and pebbled path,

Which is strewn with the unripe

And fleshy fruits of llantai trees

With coarse trunks,

And whose tall branches are a little bent

As the deer had grazed their leaves

With their raised heads.

--llankiranar.
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114. KURINCI

(The confidante speaks to the heroine about the dangerous path

which the hero treads)

The clouds of loud rumbling struck against

The peaks and tormented snakes;

The thunderbolt killed a tusker,

That planted its trunk on the ground

And came down the hill

Causing great grief to its dark mate;

Our elders split open the dead body of the tusker,
And pulled out its white tusks and left them

On the rock to dry; they sliced its fresh meat

And buried its huge nails;

They raised shouts of joy and the noise

Filled the streets of this stinking hamlet;

| kept awake all through the night,

My heart burdened with anguish;

At that time arrived our hill-chief and surprised me!
| dreaded the wavy wild stream

Which batters the wornout shores

On which are seen dots, caused by the pouring rains.
It is a great pity

That he had to brave such a perilous path!

--Tolkapilar.
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115. PALAI

(The companion consoles the heroine at the advent of the rainy season)

Our angry mother has a little cooled down

And heaves sighs of relief!

This will help our mates

Enjoy sweet slumber,

Getting tired of their plucking flowers

From the wide tank.

The clouds have lifted water in abundance,

From the clear-watered sea

And have commenced the rainy season this morn!
Henceforth, the Nocci bush, with its leaves
Resembling pacock's feet will put forth

Flower clusters, dark of hue;

The jasmine creepers, reared at home

Will glow with blooms!

No doubt our lover is now

Far removed from here yet;

Remember, my friend, his love for us is boundless!
| am quite sure that he will not tarry there any further,
Even if his stay there can fetch him great renown!
| hear now

The rhythmic rumbling of the clouds

(As a sign of the advent of the rainy season.)

--Anonymous
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116. KURINCI

(The heroine speaks to her friend unable to bear the

undue delay in her lover wedding her)

Friend,

Our lover is the lord of a mountain.

In his realm, a she-elephant in her advanced state of pregnancy,
Unwittingly consumes the fleshy shoot

With spear-like head of the tall-growing bamboo

At early dawn and suffers abortion

Our friendship with him has long ago withered and perished,
Like a huge, well-ripen fruit

Of the dark branch of a jack-tree

That falls into a mountain-cleft and gets smashed!

Alas, all ignorant of this truth,

The evil women of this hamlet,

Rich in Kurifici plants,

And situate on the dark peak

Of the huge mountain,

Cease not to wield their slanderous tongues against me!
But the great, even if they witness

Others committing heinous sins,

Would choose to wait

Till the sinners regret their sins

And mend themselves.

--Kantarattanar
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117. NEYTAL

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

My friend,

May you prosper!

The roar of the vast sea is at its height;

The beach-plants are in full bloom;

The dusky creek swells with water

And crosses the boundary of our house;

The fleshy Neytal blooms fold up;

The birds have started rushing toward their nests
In the beautiful and odorous groves;

The sun reddens and sets in the west;

The heat of its rays abated;

The evening has come, armed with grief and loneliness;
It torments me and causes me to quake in pain!
If our lover fails to realise this

And forsakes me, my end is very near!

If the folk of this village ascribe

Strange reasons for my malady,

That will ill-accord with my propriety!

--Kunriyanar
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118. PALAI

(The grieving heroine speaks at the advent of the spring season)

My friend!

This is the sweet spring.

This is the season, when the dusky koels in pairs,
With their sweet voice

Call each other, perched on the densely-branched mango trees
In the cool and odorous groves.

These trees are aglow with fresh shoots;

Every plant looks bright, loaded with abundant flowers;
During this sweet spring, our lover,

Who took leave from us, has forgotten us completely;
Alas he has not come to us;

When we are tossed by this painful thought,

The strange girl who hawks flowers

Adds fuel to our grief!

Alas, my heart aches so much,

Whenever | see in the street,

The girl who sells the Patiri flowers

Which are buzzed by a swarm of bees

And which are endowed with white petals

And ruddy stamens with downy heads

Which very much resemble

The painter's brush soaked in shining lac!

--Palaipatiya Perunkatunko
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119. KURINCI

(The friend of the heroine speaks to be overheard by the hero

who waits near the fence)

Friend,
Our lover, the chief of a domain
Where a mighty tiger with bright skin
Gets entrapped in a snare, wrought of a huge boulder
And installed by a forester in his field
To prevent his crops from the plundering of wild boars,
Will visit here. If at all he visits,
It is only to enjoy union with you
And for nothing else! He will come
To the shade, cast by the tall-growing bamboo clusters
Where sturdy bucks frolick and sport
In the company of a flock of wild goats on the hill
Beyond the banks of a wild river
With a variety of blooms floating in it;
Here are gardens with big dark-faced monkeys
Which enjoy eating their sweet food.
The chief will come here, bedecked
With garlands woven of Kuvalai and Kivilam blooms.
But of what avail is his visit?
He cannot enjoy the embrace of his sweetheart
What though his grit be which is
greater than this own unountain!
--Perunkunrur kilar
Note: The girl implies that, if at all the hero comes in future,

he should come with preparations for the wedding.
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120. MARUTAM

(The hero speaks, after gaining entry to his house aided by guests)

In our house, sweet to look at,

There are many pillars to which are tethered

The young calves of bent-horned she-buffaloes.
Here, my beloved with her ear-lobes bedecked

With curved jewels, is busy with her job

Of cooking in the kitchen! As she had sliced

The succelent Valai fish, she got her fingers
Adorned with a small ring reddened,;

Her comely eyes are stained with the kitchen-smoke;
Her crescent-like beautiful forehead is abundantly covered with sweat
Which she very often wipes with the end

Of her garment. May guests visit me,

In future too, so that | can enjoy

Seeing her face, free from signs of bouderie,

Bright with a smile flashing from

Her sharp teeth,daintily exposed.

--Mankutimarutanar
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121. MULLAI

(The charioteer addresses the hero while returning home

from the military camp)

Chief,

You are impatient to reach home

Where you will be accorded a rousing reception
By your beloved spouse; you wish to ride
Your chariot, drawn by your horses,
Which would gallop neighing

And causing their plumes fan out,

Leaving behind the sandy shores

Of the wild stream which is flooded

By heavy downpour.

You are in a frantic mood

To enjoy the sweet slumber

On your beloved's arms, soft and wide!
You seem to feel sorry

That your monarch gave you leave

Only last night, when the war came to an end.
May you chaplet flourish for ever!

You very much wish to reach your hamlet
Where abides your wife -- the hamlet
Amidst the forest strewn with Maral seeds
Where the beautiful young does

That grazed the forked ears of millet
Frolic with their loving mates -

The millet which the cowherds

Raised in the ancient gardens.

--Oruciraipperiyanar.
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122. KURINCI

(The companion of the heroine speaks to be overheard by the hero

who stands beside the fence)

Harvest is already over
In the field of dark-stalked red millet
Which our brothers raised
Ploughing the field in the high hillslope.
The jasmine creepers glow with buds
Around the fertile village, amidst the jungle,
In the hilly domain;
Now our mother's face wears an unkind countenance.
She has grown suspicious and probes in secret
Exercising vigorously her intellect
And by all possible means to find out if the cheif of the mountain
Will visit here, during the fearfully dark night
When mighty thunder rumbles!
It is upto you, my friend,
To decide whether our secret kinship with our lover
Will continue in future too!

--Cenkannanar.
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123. NEYTAL

(The companion speaks to the heroine to be overheard by the hero)

In the garden full of silvery sand-dunes

There are tall-growing palmyra trees

Amidst whose curved leaves,

The herons nestle during dark night

They are used to seek their prey

In the dark creeks, it is from this beach,

You and your playmates plucked

The beautiful, curly and over lapping leaves

Of the Neytal with honeyed, cool, and odorous flowers
And wore them on your waists;

You ran round the tiny toy-houses of sand

Which you built and decorated with designs;

You took delight in pursuing the pairs of huge and ruddy crabs.
Which crawled beneath the roots

Of the bent-trunked Kantal trees

Which were ceaselessly assailed by the stinking waves;
Alas, those days are now gone!

Now you have forsaken all such little games;

Neither do you disclose to me

The cause of your intense grief!

--Kancippulavan
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124. NEYTAL

(The companion of the heroine speaks to the hero)

Chief!

Like the Anril bird which dies at once
Unable to suffer separation from its mate,

| too cannot bear to live a life of loneliness
And untold grief! See, my friend,

The benumbing winter too has set in!
Behold the high sand-dunes,

The blooms of Inkai and Atiral!

Trampled by the hardy hooves of deer;
These blooms get crushed, from which flow out
Clear water, like molten silver

From a crucible.

The winter season, which abounds in water
Also has set in!

So chief, do not part from me!

Pray, remain with me!

--Moci Kannattanar.
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125. KURINCI

(The companion consoles the heroine who grieves over the undue delay

in her lover's wedding her)

Friend!
Our lover makes his visits here
During dark midnight, when the male of the open-mouthed wild bear
Succeeds in finding an anthill with curved stripes on it,
Makes an opening and flows amain into it
Like the bellows of a smithy
And terrorises the serpent that lives in it.
Should we meet him and report to him
Of our deep concern over his nightly visits
And plead with him,
| am sure, he will wed you, betimes,
In our mountain and take you with him
To his land of high mountain,
Where the hillsmen wearing Venkai wreaths,
Rouse the tuskers asleep on the verdant rock
That resembles the threshing ground
Of the plains to which farmers repair
With their buffaloes and cause them
Walk and walk over the millet-stalks
And gather the degrained stalks in different heaps.

--Anonymous
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126. PALAI

(The hero addresses his heart that goods him to go in search of riches)

O my heart,

You goad me to go seeking fortune

Treading a path that runs through a barren tract

Thick with tall date palms, whose tender fruits

Are fleshy and dark when ripe...

The soil of the wilderness is brackish

With a white layer of salt on it; here, a swift-footed tusker
With its body smeared with dust, roams about in wrath
Looking for strangers, who pass through the waste,
And failing to get any, attacks a tall palmyra tree

And gets its anger quenched.

If you think that the wealth garnered

By suffering the horrors of such a wilderness

Also will offer joy,

| would say there is no a better wealth than youth.

If one grows old, the hard-earned wealth

Never offers conjugal bliss!

Know that it is for such transient wealth.

That you very much wish to undertake a painful travel,
Impelled by your ambition!

May your endeavour bear fruit!

(I won't go with you!)

--Anonymous
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127. NEYTAL

(The friend of the heroine speaks to the messenger of the hero)

It is of no avail, O Pana,

If your chief comes here now,

To this hamlet, where the folk shiver with cold
And the storks, after having sought their prey,

In the dark creek, flutter their dampened feathers?
Their house is full of wealth

And they eat with relish, succulent fish.

Her crowded elders, are naturally wrathful.

In spite of their presence.

In their house, this young girl

Insists that | should go with her

To play with the doll, which she regards as her own child,
In the sea-side grove

Where once she played with her mates!

Alas, she goes there to sport,

Without the company of her lover!

--Cittalaiccattanar.

Latent Meaning
The drops of water scattered by the fluttering of the storks'.
feathers cause the people shiver with cold.
So also, when the hero affirms that he has no kinship with harlots,
his lies spread all over the hamlet and cause pain to the heroine and her

mates.
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128. KURINCI

(The friend of the heroine importunes her friend to consent to the

request of the hero)

“Your body is bereft of its natural lustre

And it now looks like a lamp lit during broad day;
Your forehead has lost its charm,

And resembles the moon eclipsed;

Yet you have concealed the cause of your grief,
Even from me, your bosom friend!

Are we not united in friendship

As if we share one and the same soul?

That is why | could realise it for myself!"

So saying, you are weeping bitterly.

| appeal to you, my friend, not to weep so!

He was a youth whose head and chest

Were adorned with wreaths;

A heroic anklet adorned one of his feet;

He came to our field

Where | was guarding the millet-crops,

Whose ripened ears dangled!

He clasped me from behind,

And caused me feel a thrill,

That touched my body and soul!

Since that moment,

This experience ever clings to my memory and | am like this!

--Narcentanar.

Note:
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The companion attempts to read the mind of the heroine by narrating an
imaginary incident in which she is involved. This literary device was is vogue in

the past.
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129. KURINJI

(The companion speaks to the heroine)

This is ludicrous, my friend!

We are girls endowed with well-grown hair,
Who cannot suffer our lover's separation
Even for a day! But, we are told,

That our lover will go elsewhere

Leaving us here, alone

And that we will manage to be alive

Until the time of his coming back,

Completing his task. Above all, people believe
That we will survive The dark midnight,

And the rumbling of clouds, Amidst heavy downpour,
That causes the snakes of speckled hoods

To tremble and die!

--Avvaiyar
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130. NEYTAL

(The heroine speaks to her friend unable to bear

the pangs of separation)

Friend,

Our lordly lover with common weal concerned,
Started from here one day during dawn

In his chariot, drawn by flawless horses
Amidst the sounding of clear-toned drums
Whose sides are covered with leather-pieces
And whose ends are folded around and tied tightly.
can aught on earth be

Sweeter than the life, lived in this ancient town
In which our lover can perform virtuous acts
With his hard-earned wealth?

Leave out of neckoning

The love he bore for us in the past

Does he now think of our plight?

Has he any concern for my drooping arms
And my heart that once was so pleasing to him?
He never cared to send even once

A messenger to me to learn

Of my plight, agony and anguish.

Alas, my grief swells pervade and reach

The very borders of this sea-girt world!

| have none to comfort me!

--Neytal Tattanar.
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131. NEYTAL

(The friend of the heroine speaks to the hero during

her visit soon after the wedding)

O Chief of a littoral land

With high sand dunes!

Poraiyaru, rich in sweet-smelling toddy,

Is in the realm of Periyan,

Who rides on a well-crafted chariot

And who gets inebriated with toddy.

The beach of this town is thick

With screwpine bushes with bent and scaly trunks
And thorny blades resembling the shark's horns,
Which bend low by the perching of flocks of herons
Which are fond of eating shrimps.

My friend's arms vie with this Poraiyaru in charm
They retain their charm, chief,

As there was no chance for you to forget us!

Did we have any other job but sporting with you?
Or did we stay in groves in which you did not offer your company?
Did our hearts ever forget you to grieve on account of it?
Where was the chance for us to sulk with you?

As such, there was chance none

For me to console your spouse.

So, | deserve no thanks!

--Uloccanar.

Note:
This is the reply of the friend of the heroine to the hero who thanked her for

having kept his spouse in good humour be fore wedding.
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132. NEYTAL

(The friend of the heroine speaks when the heroine grieves

owing to the strict vigil of the elders)

The entire big town is steeped in slumber

And none keeps awake;

Water flows out into the long street

As if rain would pour out,

From the shapely mouths of the sword-fishes;
The water is carried away by the chill wind

And sprayed into houses .

Through the holes of the doors;

The dogs with sharp teeth shiver with cold,
During the chill mid-night.

The well-furnished bed,

Strewn with flowers, in our house,

Is under the strict vigil of our elders;

Besides, the night-guards ring their bells

Which are long-tongued and shining

To warn the town-folk to keep watch

Over their doors; these bells sound sweetly with rhythmic sonority.
Is this the fateful day, my friend,

When my poor life is destined to leave its abode?

--Anonymous.
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133. KURINCI

(The heroine speaks to her friend when the hero extends

the courting period unduly)

Friend,

You consoled me saying that our lover

Will not behave in a way that'll cause

The wicked gossips of our hamlet

Wield their slanderous tongues against us speaking thus:
“This dusky lass of sapphire-hued hair

And speckled forelap, sporting layers of pearl-strings,
Once had eyes, which were like the symmetrically
Split slices of a tender mango

But today, they have lost their lustre!

Besides, pallor pervades

Her once beautiful forehead.

Her bracelets are falling off one by one!”

These soothing words of yours

Are soaked in love. They will, a little,

Reduce my intense agony,

Like the little water

That reduces the heat of the furnace

When sprinkled from a palmyra-cup by a blacksmith.

--Narramanar.
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134. KURINCI

(The companion of the heroine tells her friend who fears of

possible confinement in her home that it will not happen)

Dear friend,
Is it any indication
That the sweetest of all that is sweet
Awaits us, for, our mother importuned me thus:
“Kurava lass! Take with you your comely Tattai*
And go to the millet-field atop the hill,
To drive away the red-beaked
And green-hued parrot flocks!”
Remeber, this is the millet-field
Which our lover had marked for our meeting!
May our father live long! He too spoke
Sweet words! He said,
“Lass of shining body like the tender mango shoots!
You, richly bangled girl!
May you go to our field! Let me kiss your sharp teeth”!
| spoke to them as if we were unwilling to go!

--Anonymous.

*Tattai - An instrument employed to drive away the birds.

It was wrought of bamboo stem.
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135. NEYTAL

(The friend of the heroine speaks to the heroine

Note:

to be overheard by the hero)

Our lover came to our village

In his chariot, pulled by horses

Endowed with charming white plumes!
The chariot moved along the cold shore,
Its wheels getting buried

In the fresh sand, which the roaring waves
Had gathered on the shore.

The chariot moved slowly

As it had travelled through

Many a tract, hard to pass through.

Alas, this village of ours was so sweet
Before we had met our lover--

This village with lovely streets

And good and generous folk

Who share their immense wealth

With strangers who, in their strength,

Are led to the foreyards with palmyra trees
With low-hanging leaves

And dark bottoms buried in the sand!

--Katappillaiyar.

The companion expresses her concern that their kinship

with the chief may create slander in the village.
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136. KURINCI

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

My friend!

Long live our wise father!

When | wept seeking shining and artful armlets,

He gave me golden bangles

That would stay in their position intact,

And would not easily come out,

Our attempts to remove them notwithstanding.
They were bangles that would not get impaired too!

He deserves to be compared

To a duty-conscious doctor®

Who does not give the medicine,

Which the patient wishes for,

But prescribes after much thinking,

The best medicine that will relieve

The patient, from his well-nigh incurable disease!
He must have known beforehand

That there would be separation

Between our lover and me!

--Narrankorranar
* The ancient Tamils had reached great heights in the field of medicine as

they had in many other fields. Refer to the chapter on Medicine in the
Tirukkural.
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137. PALAI

(The hero gives up his journey to a foreign land)

O my heart!

Our beloved is endowed with cool, fragrant and dark tresses
That hang low on her back;

Her wide shoulders are soft and bamboo-like;

She is innocent and soft-miened;

You have decided to part from her and go

To a far-off land, treading a wilderness

With steep hills; the cascades which flowed

From them are now dry; the path is waterless;

Here, a huge tusker broke a bent-trunked

Omai tree To appease the acute hunger of its soft-headed mate;
The scanty shade, of this broken tree,

Now offers shelter to the wayfarers that pass by.

If you should decide to tread this path,

The wealth you wish to secure

Must be indeed precious and hard to attain.

May you come by it and live long.

(I will not go with you!)

--Perunkannanar.
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138. NEYTAL

(The friend of the heroine consoles the heroine,

when the hero overhears her words)

The crowded salt-vendors who lead a nomadic life
Take with them the salt

Which is stored in hill-like heaps,

And barter it in the montane regions.

They would, on occasions, abandon their carts on their way
Should they get broken; the white herons

Would lay their eggs in these ruined and broken carts.
Such is the shore of our lover,

Our village is hoary and bustling,

Where women on festival days

Dance all decked with artful jewels;

The sonorous beats of their drums

Are hard like the roaring of the sea;

This village knows nothing else

But the fact that our lover

Plucked the Neytal flowers from their fleshy stalks
And decked you with them

Then, why should you worry so much?

--Ammuvanar.

Latent Meaning
The white heron lays eggs in the ruined cart. This suggests
that the villagers wield their slanderous tongues against

the heroine, who was forsaken by the hero.
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139. MULLAI

(The hero blesses the rain when he abides with his wife at home

after his return from abroad)

O rumbling clouds!

| am now in the sweetest clasp

Of my dusky-hued beloved

Endowed with well-grown hair,

Curled at the end!

You have rendered me, a great service,

By your nightly showers,

Causing the flowers of very many hues

To get scattered, in my village, beside the hill,

Where | am united with my beloved!

You showered rains, sounding sweet

Like Patumalai*melody, poured out

By a well-crafted Yal

When the face of the drum

With a black-paste**applied, vibrated rhythmically!

May you be blessed to crawl over

Every mountain-peak

To be praised by all

As the sustainer of this world!

--Perunkaucikanar

*One of the seven ragas of the major Palai division. For further details refer to 'Yal
Nal' by Swami Vipulananta.

** The paste applied to the drum-face is known as Marccanai.
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140. KURINCI

(The hero speaks to his own heart)

My loveless darling, now goes

With her ball, to the foreyard,

Filled with moonlight-like white sand

Where her father's tall chariot moves,

To the great delight of her mates,

Who are girls endowed with broad eyes.

These girls have well-grown tresses

Combed well and dressed in different styles;

On their tresses are beheld still, the dry particles of the sandal cream,
Which is extremely cool,

This is the cream, made out of the sandal wood,

Taken from a tree with small twigs and bunches of flowers,
And which were sumptuousy fed

By the wind-driven rain

When the easterly moved towards west

Whether she pities you or not,

| advise you, heart, not to grow wroth,

To stand behind her, seeking her favour!

Because, | have medicine none

But she herself, to get relieved of my present malady.

--Pltankannanar.
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141. PALAI

(The hero speaks to his own heart)

O my heart!

Summer persists in the barren land

With extending paths;

The Konrai trees have speckled trunks

And are rich in ripened pods;

During the rainy season, huge herds of elephants,

With curved cheeks and wide mouths

And huge heads stained with ruddy mire,

Had rubbed their bodies against these trees;

These trees full of long ripe pods rasemble the hill-dwelling
Ascetics with their long matted hair and unwashed bodies,
You deem it simple, to tread such a wasteland!

(You may go!) But | cannot bear,

Losing my slumber

On the well-sprouted tresses of my beloved.

The tresses are dark and charming

Like the black sand in the Aricil river,

That flows encircling the city of Ampar

With beautiful flags fluttering atop high staves—

The city of Ampar, in the realm of great Killivalavan
Who is the lord of a force of elephants

Endowed with upcurved tusks and long wrinkled trunks,
And who had won many a battle,

Destroying foes of tall chariots

And feeding their corpses to the flocks of kites!

--Calliyankumaranar.
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142. MULLAI

(The hero speaks to his charioteer during his return journey)

This is the final phase of the rainy season

When the clouds descend down and pour heavily;

Now a shepherd, who is used to hawk milk,

Stands guard to his herd; in his hand, he holds

A soft sling, strung with many strands of cords.

A leather bag containing the fire-making tool

And the sling are put together,

And made into a bundle;

This bundle is thrown on his back

Which is covered with a mat

That guards him against the rain.

One side of his body is dampened

By the rain-drops and one of his legs

Leans on the pole, which is planted firmly on the ground;

The neatherd folds his lips and makes

Whistling sound, hearing which,

The small-headed sheep remain in the fold

Not straying into other places.

Such is the wood where our beloved

Of soft-mien and steadfast chastity

Abides now, performing her wifely duties,

She is the one, who welcomes guests

And entertains them with joy

Although the time of their visit is the dead of night!
--ltaikkatanar.

Latent Meaning
The sheep stay in the fold on hearing the whistling sound
of the shephered. Likewise, the swift movement of the chariot
infuses confidence in the heart of the hero.
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143. PALAI

(The lament of a mother after her daughter's elopement)

My eyes suddenly become tearful,

At the sight of my daughter's mates

Who play games in the foreyard

Filled with sand, of our mansion, beautiful to look at
And also when | see the Nocci shrubs

Where my daughter played!

Far intense is the grief of her pet-parrot,

Which often cried, “Mother!”

My beloved daughter is faultless indeed!

How wondrous her love is!

The slanderous women of this village

Kept reporting to me of the afairs of my daughter!
Alas, all these days, | miserably failed

To pretend ignorance of her affairs,

When | heard their words,

At once cruel and sweet,

But remarked, "Your tresses issue forth a sweet fragrance!"
(How foolish | am! Really | am at fault!)

--Kannakaran Korranar

Latent Meaning
The words of the village women were bitter in the sense that the affairs of her
daughter became public. The words were sweet in the sense that her daughter

was so strong in her love and followed her lover.
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144. KURINCI

(The heroine speaks to her friend, dreading the path through

which her lover comes. The lover overhears her words)

My friend,

Our lover visits our village

Braving a jungle path; it's highly branched

And hazardous; here, an open-mouthed tigress
Roams at will and a wild river flows;

It is heavily flooded and its current is fearful;
Alas, he comes here, swimming across this flood,
During dark midnight,

When on his shoulders get stuck,

Many a flower that floats in the stream.

All unaware of the fact,

That he comes here through such a horrible path,
My poor heart is squeezed by pain

When | hear the painful trumpet,

Which sounds like the rumbling of rain-clouds,

Of a grieving cow-elephant,

For, its loving mate, a huge tusker which had
Suffered the attack of a tiger!

Lo, my flowery eyes, lined with khol

Flood with tears and cause me this malady.

--Kaccipéttupperum taccanar.

Latent Meaning
The cow-elephant trumpets as its mate was attacked by a tiger. Like this, the
heroine grieves, fearing that her lover will face hardships while treading the

forest.
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145. NEYTAL

(The friend of the heroine speaks to be overheard by the hero

who stands beside the fence)

O my friend!

Women of densely grown tresses

Pluck the large-petalled flowers of Atumpu creepers
That thrive on the milky sand,

Dampened by the waves of the dusky creek.
Such is the domain of our lover

Whose kinship with us was once

Awefully intense. But now,

It is almost nil. Yet our unkind mother
Openly speaks as if he had union with you.
She also asks me of his whereabouts.
Should | wake up, | fear that she

May come to know of the secret!

Now listen! Even at this midnight,

The tinkling of his chariot-bells

Is heard gently, in our street,

Thick with Punnai trees

Endowed with swelled trunks!

Of hard and well-grown trunks

--Nampikuttuvan

Latent Meaning
The Atumpu flowers are worn on the hair of women.
This implies that the hero should adorn the heroine with

flowers and get her in marriage.
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146. KURINCI

(The hero who stands behind the heroine seeking her favour,

speaks to be overheard by the confidante)

O my poor heart!

Our sweetheart, dusky-hued and soft-miened,
Is exceptionally beautiful.

She is like a picture,

Drawn by an expert painter; she caused you this grief
Of riding the pseudo-horse, wrought of the stems of palmyra,
Tall and dark. You have worn the wreaths
Woven of flowers which no pedlar hawks®.

You are set to go round every village

To be looked down as a typical lunatic

By every folk. If you have a mind

To listen to me, here is my advice!

Just wait for the moment

When the fierce sunrays will get abated!

Till then, may you rest under this tree

Whose shade is as cool as the parasol

Of a virtuous king who is ever

Conscious of his kingly duty and then

Proceed on your journey.

There are kindly folk who will gather around you
Their hearts full of pity for you

And say, “We are on your side!"

--Kantarattanar

1. The flowers which are not generally worn by people.

The flowers of the Erukku and other plants.
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147. KURINCI

(The confidante speaks to the heroine to be overheard by the hero)

O friend!
Our mother condemned you many a time
For your lapses. She asked you, “Where had you gone,
Deserting the field of millet crops,
Flourishing in the honey-smelling slope?
You have allowed the flocks of parrots
To plunder the ears!".
Alas, out of your ignorance, you have spoken the truth.
You are unaccustomed to speak lies!
You stood before her and told her thus:*
"Mother! | have never heard of the chief --
The lord of a huge mountain with dinsome cascades.
Never have | seen him before!
Nor have | collected flowers from the spring,
And sported in it in his company,
When | went to the field,
With my bamboo-made Tattai.!”
On hearing your reply, our mother
Hung her head in utter shame!
What will betide us,
O young lass of charming forehead?
You are pitiable indeed!
You have lost the chance of visiting the millet-field!

--Kollampakkanar

* The reply of the heroine itself is enough to suggest

that she was in love with a lad.



98

148. urewev

ouewTeRTLD GBT&Heujh, ClosiT GlTLl gn Mlujid,
"B 9|6UEHIT 6U(HBH6V QNMTIUI' 6T6UTS HTLD
QarLmd) gyerailswerts LflECsTT, G)arCm,
QOB swid Yfbs BT @60 Her (FewL_

CFBI BTV LOITYSHH LD LewL L1 CluT®Hbs],
UTHIG Fewev meui af bi@, Blewsv 9EhaFTSHI,
H60 YewerdF GlFMlhg sust 2 il Lewrallssr
Gsir yafipm GO uST, Aarid Apbsi,
ClFm HevT @) (HLD Ljedld & T6iT 616D 6TMHewM

o _WIT W(HLIL R(HSSH6V LB (LPSHLD LITULD

9| (HEh FTLD @)MLILI 6T6dTLI;

ou(HbCsHeT- CHTfll- suriiss, 9jsui ClFsvGeu!

Lfeyswribg Coumiuil L sewevallewwg CHmifl sumny@)wig).

--&6ITEITLD LI T O 6T T T



99

148. PALAI

(The confidante consoles her grieving friend)

O my friend!

Before parting from us,

Our lover deeply thought of your delicate nature
And consoled you with his sweet words

And refused to take you with him,

For, he thought that you were not hardy enough to follow him.
| am told that he has commenced his homeward journey today.
He travels through an extending path

Where the once deep tanks are now waterless.
Here, the brigands with bows and arrows
Remain concealed behind the Maram trees
With straight trunks.

A tiger, huge, murderous and with fiery eyes,
Quite fearless of these brigands,

Springs upon the speckled face

Of an elephant with upcurved tusks,

To quell the burning hunger

Of its mate, which has big claws

And which had recently littered cubs

In @ mountain-cavern.

| am not in the least worried about him.

Let his travel bear fruit!

--Kallampalanar

Latent Meaning
The tiger springs upon the face of a tusker to quell the hunger of its mate. This
implies that the hero braves the hazardous wilderness to lead a peaceful

domestic life with the heroine.
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149. NEYTAL

(The confidante of the heroine speaks to her friend,

to be overheard by the hero)

The village women, gathering in groups, big and small,
Ogle at one another and wield their slanderous tongues
Their index fingers placed on the top of their noses!
Provoked by this, our mother torments me

Brandishing a small stick.

Hail to you! | am resolved

To send you with our lover, the chief of a littoral land!
He will arrive here

In his tall and swaying chariot,

Pulled by horses, with their colourful plumes

Issuing sweet odouir,

Owing to their contact with the freshly blossomed blooms
Of the seaside groves!

Let this hamlet full of gossip-mongers

Speak ill of us and delight itself!

--Uloccanar
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150. MARUTAM

(The favourite hetaira speaks to the Panan to be heard by the hero)

O Panan!

Your patron deserves to be laughed at!
Chieftains who are lords of strong forts
Assemble in all supplication

Before Pantiyan and wish him long life.

He is the monarch whose mighty force

Of strong tuskers had won many a battle
Destroying all forts and defensive forests of enemies.
Assured of their safety,

These chieftains refuse to relent.

Even so, we were relentless

When your chief came to us.

He came to our street

In his chariot, drawn by neighing horses of graceful gait.
And gave me his wreath

And embraced me with his garlanded chest.
He took with himself

My heart of steadfast love!

Can he now forsake me!

| warn you O Pana! My mother awaits you
With a bamboo-stick of short nodes.

She is unconcerned of the consequences!

--Kaluvan llamallanar
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151. KURINCI

(The confidante of the heroine, speaks to the heroine,
to be heard by the hero)

In the hilly domain of our lover,

A red-faced she-monkey enjoys secret union
With its mate in the slope,

Thick with pepper vines, and then tries

To conceal the fact from its kin

That graze the tender leaves from the trees,
Ascending to a comely branch,

Loaded with golden bunches of flowers

Of a Venkai tree and setting right,

Its dis-arrayed hair, in its downy head,

By looking down, into the deep-watered spring.
Let him not visit our hill-range,

Where a tusker kills a murderous tiger

Near an impregnable cavern

And gets its blood-stained tusks cleansed

In the stream that cascades down the hill!

--llanakanar

Latent Meaning
(1) The female monkey that had secret union with its mate conceals the fact from
its kin, by setting right its hair. This implies that the heroine too is compelled to

conceal her relationship with her lover by artificial means.

(2) The elephant slaughters a tiger and gets its tusks cleansed. This implies that
the hero should wed his beloved and wipe out the blame spread by the

village gossip.
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152. NEYTAL

(The hero speaks to the friend of the heroine pretending to

speak to a third person)

My love gave me this gift of palmyra-horse;
This village women with their slanderous tongues
Have given me this gift of wreaths,
Woven of madar and many other flowers!
The sun which is adored by all
And which filled the space entire
With its effulgence, has now grown weak,
Causing me unbearable pain.
Above all, night has fallen,
With its northerly, scattering dew-drops!
| hear the anguished cry of an Anril bird
From its nest, which is unable to get its mate for union!
Alas, | am rendered helpless!
What will betide me, my friend?
| am pitiable indeed!
--Alampéri Cattanar
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153. PALAI

(The speech of a heroine in her excessive pangs of separation)

The clouds lift water from the eastern sea,
Grow dark and besiege the space entire;
Lightning flashes out very often

And makes visible the densely-soiled earth;
These flashes resemble the copper-vessels,
That shine bright, while taking shape,

As the smith is at work in his smithy.
Their duty done, by pouring showers,

The clouds move towards the south

And become invisible.

Even like these empty clouds,

My heart (soul) too flew towards our lover
And it stays there with him!

| am left alone here!

Alas, my body is pitiable indeed,

For, it remains here, in vain,

Just to be sustained by food!

Its plight is akin to that of a lonely man's
Who guards in vain,

A village in total ruin,

Which was deserted by the inmates,

As a victorious and wrathful king

Played havoc with it!

--Tanimakanar
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154. KURINCI

(The friend of the heroine speaks to the heroine to be

overheard by the hero)

O my friend bereft of all strength!

The jungle is steeped in silence;

The clouds have spread everywhere,

Growing dark, like the interior

Of a mounain-cavern;

They ceaselessly reverberate causing echoes;
An open-mouthed tiger,with fierce wrath,

Fells a tusker, near a thicket,

On which rain-clouds settle,

And cause panic in the hearers with its growling.
Do you sleep, quite unaffected by that growling?
How good it would be,

If our lover visits not tonight, our hamlet,

So that the sharpness of our sorrow

That squeezes our poor hearts

Will be abated, like a fire,

Put out by pouring water on it!

Whenever | contemplate the path

That runs across the intercepting hill,

My unsteady heart fares forth towards that land!
What shall | do, my friend?

--Nallavurkilar.
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155. NEYTAL

(The hero speaks to his beloved when he meets her for the second time)

| do not find you sporting

Companied with your bright-jewelled mates!
Nor do you adorn yourself with wreaths

Of the fleshy-petalled Neytal blooms

You stand in a corner

Of this wide flowery grove!

Pray, tell me who you are!

Your great charm is for anyone inestimable!
Are you a nymph, delightfully

Abiding in the waters of glittering waves

Or, are you an earthly lass

Living on the shore of this dusky creek?

Be pleased to clear my doubts!"

When | said to her thus,

She gently smiled, her thorny teeth a little exposed,
And her khol-fed eyes became tear-bedewed!

--Parayanar.
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156. KURINCI

(The confidante refuses to arrange tryst by night)

O chief of a lofty mountain!

You brave the jungle-path

During gloomy midnight, a time,

When even a cautious walker's steps will easily fail.
You gain entry into our house,

Dodging, even the vigilant guards

And thus delight my friend

Showering on her, your immense love!

Know chief, that we will be on guard

To the millet crops, for many a day,

The while singing in praise of you and your hill!
Pray, visit us there by day,

To deliver us from all our anguish!

Our men, living in our hamlet,

Situate in the high slope,

Which is thick with Eruvai plants,

Are fiercely wrathful,

Notwithstanding their getting inebriated with liquor!
Besides, the crawling rain-clouds

Settle on the high peaks of our hill

And rumble aloud, causing echo in the clefts.

--Kannankorranar.
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157. PALAI

(The departed hero speaks to his own heart at the

advent of the spring)

The body of my dusky beloved

Shines with yellow specks

Which resemble the beautiful pollen

Shed by the high-branched Venkai trees
That flourish hard by a rock in the wood.
Alas, she will intensely grieve

And weep bitterly, on the thought of me,
Whenever she hears the coo of koel-pairs
That are in union united,

On the mango trees in full bloom,

During this pleasant spring

When water flows in the streams

Winding like snakes

Endowed with speckled hoods,

After a heavy downpour, on the previous day!
That would cause every life start a new life
In this vast earth.

- llavéttanar
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158. KURINCI

(The heroine expresses her concern, knowing of the

dangerous path which her lover treads)

O my friend!

Hearken to me!

Our lover is the chief of a montane region
Where a huge tiger of fierce wrath,
Abiding in a dark mountain cavern,
Springs on the speckled face

Of an elephant and quaffs its blood

And then rubs its fleshy cheeks

Against the trunk of a Venkai tree.

| am, till date, ignorant of the nature

Of the path, which he takes.

To reach our hamlet.

Yet it often appears before my mind's eye!
As a pebbled path it hurts my feet

And as dense gloom, it blinds my eyes!
(Alas, what can | do?)

--Vellaikkuti Nakanar
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159. NEYTAL

(The confidante of the heroine importunes the hero

to wed the heroine eftsoon)

The sea is vast and dark

And it radiates like a flawless gem.

Its mighty waves batter the shore caeselessly;
The wide ford is thick with Punnai trees,
Which are in full bloom;

The high sand dunes here

Look like gathered moon-light;

Standing on the sliding sand-dune,

We spent our daytime

In your company, the while counting

The white herons that resembled

White conch-shells clustered together.

As evening set in,

| importune your beloved

To go with me to our opulent home,
Which is rich in succulent fish

And whose foreyard has Punnai trees
And where gentle sea-breeze blows

And creates beautiful designs on the sand.
But she turns a deaf ear to my words!
Nor can | act against her wishes!

So, chief, may you abide in our hamlet,
With a few hutments, where the folk

Are lulled to sleep by the breaking waves!
May you abide here, with your chariot,
Causing mirthful bustle in the hamlet!

--Kannampullanar.
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160. KURINCI

(The hero speaks to his friends)

O my friends!

There was a time,

When | excelled you all

In equity, friendliness, sense of shame,

Usefulness and cultured mien!

| excelled you too, in the wisdom

To mingle with people,

In accordance with their nature!

But it was prior to my meeting

This girl of cool and tranquil eyes

With red streaks, which are verily a pair of Kuvalai flowers
Juxtaposed - the flowers that open in the deep - watered pond!

--Vellur Kilar Makanar Ven puttiyar.?
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161. MULLAI

(The hero speaks to his charioteer while returning
from the martial camp)

O charioteer!
Our monarch having accomplished his onorous duty,
We have commenced our homeward journey.
Every spring on our path glows with eye-like blue-lilies;
Venkai blossoms are seen strewn
All through the forest, vast and extending;
As our chariot moves on, the sweet-humming bees fly away scared;
The chariot proceeds on through
The long and straight path,
That resembles Netunteru®, in the realm of the Colas.
Our warriors move on, at leisure,
Resting on the way as they please.
The fleshy petals of white Kanta!
Are cut down by the convex hooves
Of the galloping horses and the cut pieces
Resemble broken pieces of conch-shells.
My beloved of unbounded love, who articulates sweet words
Has a forelap beautifully speckled.
She would be now essaying to console
My weeping son, by telling lies
And pointing to deceptive things.
Had any bird of good omen
Cried and indicated of our homeward coming
With arms infused with strength?
There is no other reason to be ascribed
To her immense joy.
--Anonymous.

*This village exists even today in the Papanasam Taluk
of the Thanjavur district.
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162. PALAI

(The hero speaks to the heroine who expresses her willingness to go with him)

My beloved!

You insist on going with me;

With your khol-fed eyes streaming with tears

You say, “I cannot bear to be all alone,

During the dolorous eventide,

When the ruddy-legged female sparrow,

That abides in the eave of the house,

Enjoys union with its loving mate!"

But listen to me! You are of tender age;

You have lived inseparably with your beloved mother,
In the spacious house of lasting fame

Of your father of great renown.

As such, can you manage to go with me

Through the barren path, where a low-hanging stilt root
Of an Irri tree of spear-like leaves

Swings and rolls on the back of a slumbering elephant
As the west wind blows at dawn?

--Anonymous

Latent Meaning
Whenever the blowing westerly lifts up the stilt root, it rolls on the back of a
sleeping elephant. This implies that the confidante will console the heroine

when ever she finds it difficult to be alone in the absence of the hero.
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163. NEYTAL

(The confidante happily announces the coming of the hero,
all set to wed the heroine)

These horses are pitiable indeed,

For, they pulled the chariot of the chief,

Day and night, along the beach,

When the cold breeze carried with it,

The fine dust of the sand.

The chariot, as it rushed through the beach

Creating great din,

The bells worn around the necks of the steeds

Tinkled aloud; the chariot moved on, ascending

Many a sand-dune, that looked

Like heaped-up moonlight.

These poor horses grieve,

Even like my heart today!

Let them take rest now -

These horses of the chief

In whose domain, the ripened blades

Of a lonely screwpine bush,

Thriving beside the dark Punnai trees,

Glows with its golden hue,

Like the rays of the setting sun,

Which had earlier driven out the gloom from the world

With its extending rays and which had moved

On high, boiling internally!

(The chief has come prepared for the wedding.)
--Anonymous

Latent Meaning
In the ford of the hero, the Punnai and the screwpine grow together and issue

forth their fragrance. Like this, the hero and the heroine will be united in
wedlock, give birth to a son and live happily.
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164. PALAI

(The companion of the heroine speaks to the heroine, knowing

that the hero is on his way home after earning riches)

O my friend,

It was a time when clouds had totally failed;

The forest was parched hard by the fierce-rayed sun;

The earth had fissured, causing the world untold grief!
Though our lover parted from us

During such an unfavourable season,

His action is indeed commendable.

When | consoled you remarking so,

You simply did not pay heed to me!

It is because,

You did not realise that he returns safe,

Untouched by any harm, through the horrible wasteland,
Where the brigands, wielding bent bows and straight arrows,
Kill the wayfarers and the rotting corpses of the dead men
Fill the forest with strong stink

So that a fox, though suffering from severe hunger,

Runs away, unable to approach the dead bodies.

--Anonymous.

Latent Meaning
The fox that came to eat the meat of the corpses of the wayfarers is annoyed

by the severe stink of the corpses and runs away.

The pallor that comes to eat away the charm of the heroine, on the separation
of the hero will disappear when the hero returns and showers his love on the

heroine.
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165. KURINCI

(The confidante of the heroine speaks to the heroine,

to be overheard by the hero)

O my friend,

Our lover is the lord of a hill

Where a hunter aims his dart

At the hardy body of a wild-cow

Of timid glances and as the dart

Misses its target, he ascribes the missing
To the fury of a powerful deity,

Taking possession of the hill

And so hastens to conduct a sacrifice

In the joyous company of his kin,

Praying for the rain-clouds

To settle on the mountain.

| had never failed to tell the chief

How rare a lass you were to attain.

Yet he never chose to forsake your kinship,
Notwithstanding the absence of response from you.
So many are the messengers

Of the chief, who visit here,

Seeking your hand to him!

--Anonymous
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166. PALAI

(The hero consoles his beloved, who feared that the

hero might part from her)

O darling!

Your charming person is radiant like gold;

Your well-grown and dark hair

Shines like blue-gem!

Your eyes are beautiful and adorned with collyrium.
They resemble a pair of blue-lilies.

Your arms are smooth like bamboo stems.
Whenever | behold you, my heart swells with joy.

| feel as if | were plunged Info a state of bliss,

Even like the virtuous folk

Who enjoy the fruit of their virtuous life!

To top all these,

Our beloved son who is adorned with auric bracelets
Has learnt to play.

| have duty none, in a distant land,

That will keep me away from you!

(Then why do you worry yourself?")

--Anonymous
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167.NEYTAL

(The confidante of the heroine refuses entry to the Panan)

You have come here, as the messenger
Our our lover, the chief of a littoral land!
His land is thick with Punnai trees

With dark and upcurved trunks

Where are perched the flocks of white herons.
Their ceaseless cry is heard

Like the tinkling of the bells

Adorning the lofty chariots,

Which the bards received as gifts

From the munificent patron Antiran,
That holds his diurnal court

Of limitless mirth,

O pana, untouched by penury!

Your sweet melody ever aims at rewards!
Mind that your humble words

Will have no impact on my friend.

They will not help her regain

The lustre of her crescent-like forehead!
Alas, this young lass

Lost her wondrous charm

As well as her shining bracelets

In the grove on the beach,

Fragrant with the comely flowers

Of Nalal and Punnai trees!

--Anonymous
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168. KURINCI

(The Companion refuses to arrange a tryst during night)

Chief!
You are from a domain thick with Venkai trees,
Whose trunks are dark and branches are huge
And loaded with flowers feeding hives of bees;
From these branches dangle,
Richly-honeyed rills, that drip with honey
When buzzed by swarms of bees;
The flowing honey fills the pits on the rock below,
Attracting the children of the hillsfolk
Who taste it with relish;
The left out honey is enjoyed
By the strong cubs of the downy-headed she-monkeys.
Having no concern for this girl's life,
Whose heart is full with love for you,
You visit our hamlet on the slope,
All alone, holding a lance in your hand
And your chest smeared with fragrant sandal-cream.
Alas, you travel through the paths
Which are narrow, infested with snakes,
And confusingly gloomy.
Can this spell good, O chief!
--Anonymous
Latent Meaning

The Venkai - The heroine

The unfolding of flowers --The slander of gossipping women

The honey-comb --The pleasure with the heroine.

The buzzing of bees ---The crowded kin

The children tasting the oozing-out honey--Pallor destroying the heroine's
charm.

The left out honey tasted by monkey-cub --The rest of her charm occasion ally
enjoyed by the hero.
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169. MULLAI

(The hero speaks to his heart on his way home)

O my heart!

This is evening hour;

Now, the strong-handed shepherds

Who had taken their herds

Of swaying heads to the pasture for grazing

Would return to our village;

Their garlands spread

Sweet fragrance all through our village

Dight with small houses; these are garlands,

Woven of the Mullai flowers and the narrow strips of palmyra blades;
The shepherds collect these flowers

From the well-sprouted vines that creep over the cactuses,
Whose tops resemble verily kingfishers,

And which thrive in the pebbled wasteland.

Would the lizard that crawls in the high wall of our mansion
Click and inform our beloved,

Of our home-coming,

To relieve her of her intense pain

Which she had suffered all these days

Since we took leave of her saying,

“Darling of comely forehead!

| will be back here

As soon as | accomplish my task!"

--Anonymous



142

170. w@®sid

DL & SHEWT, $HTd dnlbbeV, Lisnewtd GHre,
UTTHG eumed sTwWimmi, C&Fidg CFn)] @&mBiLler,
Lilemewruilsh b HewLp ews @), FHlewewruilsvsir
allpeyd serb Gluredlw eubgl BlesTmesrGer;

6T Gevrr 6T(LOl6DT, 671D ClBTPBMH HTHSHLD;

g flwi HleusstWlw CGuir @)ewa (wpeiTeani,

LISV 2 L 63T &1fl5%H 6T 66T LDEW VTS|

20 CaupE @YUTHEIG, Hb

LsiTem Lol 6TeuGarT, (9)6usiT susiTemLo FHewevLiLig Geor?

Carifl allmedls @ eurulley LMiGHs.



143

170. MARUTAM

(The companion of the heroine refuses entry to the woman dancer

who visits as the messenger of the hero)

Friends,

Let us hasten to protect our spouses

From this young hetaira!

Behold the danseuse

Who has come alone!

Her very presence adds

To the charm of the arena!

Her eyes are battling

And her tresses smell with unguents!

Her shoulders are wide and her teeth are close-set

And silvery; her thighs are fleshy and close to each other!

She has adorned herself with flower-wreaths

And bunches of leaves!

Should she achieve her end,

Our collective strength will have no impact!

We will be nowhere like the crowded Aryan warriors

With their unsheathed swords

Who fled all at once

On their sighting Malayan®

Who was armed with his single spear

In the battle fought at famed Mullur.

--Anonymous.

*Malayan: He was one of the seven patrons of the ancient period.

He was the chief of Mullur.
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171. PALAI
(The companion of the heroine speaks on knowing of the plan

of the hero to part from them)

O my friend!

In our lover's land, a she-elephant that grieves of acute thirst
Walks into a flaming land

Which is girt with many a hill,

Seeking water, when its soft-headed calf

Goes astray and gets into a hamlet

Together with the calves of the cows,

To the great consternation of the village women.
Should he leave us here alone

And tread a hazardous and rocky wilderness.

How shall our eyes close in sleep?

Ours are the eyes which used to enjoy blissful sleep
In the close clasp of his chest,

Our loving heart becoming one with his own,

During the midnight, when the ghouls roam about
Resembling so many spears

Shorn of their well-wrought and clear-toned bells!

--Anonymous.
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172. NEYTAL

(The companion of the heroine speaks importuning

the hero to wed the heroine eftsoon)

O chief of a littoral domain

Where in the sweet-watered ford,

The right-whorled and white conch-shells
Sound sweetly like the Vilari tune®

Of the newly arrived musicians!

Our mother spoke at length,

The greatness of this Punnai tree thus:
“My friends and myself, when we were young,
Sported in the sandy beach;

Then, we forgot altogether of the ripe seed of Punnai,
Which we buried in the white sand;
Later, it grew into a young plant

Which we nurtured with love,

Feeding it with ghee and milk!

So the Punnai tree is your elder sister,
Sweeter far than you yourself!"

So chief, we feel embarrased

To sport with you beside it.

Should you consent,

There are other trees with rich shades
Where we can sport!

--Anonymous

*Vilari - One of the seven musical notes.

The seven musical notes of ancient Tamil music are as follows:
1) Kural, 2) Tuttam, 3) Kaikkilai, 4) Ulai, 5) lli, 6) Vilari, 7) Taram
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173. KURINCI

(The friend of the heroine speaks to the heroine to be overheard
by the hero)

My friend,

We are the devotees of Lord Murukan

To whom we offer the wreaths

Woven of the red-hued Kantal blooms

Of the hill and the flowers plucked from the springs!
If He showers on us His grace

And let our mother, ever-wary and critical,
Know, both in reality and also in her dream,
That our present grief is

Neither the work of Him, nor of other deities,
What will betide Him? What if He tells her
That it is owing to the chief,

Of a comely hill, that glows like blue gem?
Alas, our mother believes

That it is the work of the Lord

Who adorns Himself with the fresh garlands,
Which are buzzed by a swarm of bees!

--Anonymous.
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174. PALAI

(The heroine speaks to her friend, when she consold her,

after the hero had returned from abroad)

“Our lover went through a barren land
Rich in Tali Pontai trees™
With bunches of fruits amidst high leaves;
These fruits are very like the ripened date fruits;
From one such tree, a male bird
Calls its mate when a tiger growls
Causing echo in the wilderness.
Now he has returned and abides with you
Inseparably, and delights you with his sweet embrace.
Yet you seem to be greatly anguished!”
This makes you wonder at my state.
For those who are ignorant of the truth,
It will seem so.
But know that our lover, once a man of strong conviction,
Has changed; he offers his chest to the hetairas!
What joy can we derive
From his embrace, so loveless?
--Anonymous.

Tali Pontai: A kind of Palmyra.
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175. NEYTAL

(The friend of the heroine speaks to be overheard by the hero

who stands near the fence)

O friend!

Our lover is the chief of a littoal land

Where the fisherfolk steer their curved boats

In the waters and net succulent fishes

And make heaps of them on the sandy beach and sleep
In the light of the tiny-flamed lamps

Of conch-shells, fueled with melted fish-fat..

In their abodes amidst tall Punnai trees

Loaded with fragrant flowers.

Though our mother knows not

Anything about our clandestine kinship

With that chief, she believes the base gossip of the women
Who wield their tongues during the mid-night,

And casts her angry looks at my body.

Which is pervaded by pallor,

Yellow like the boiling milk,

As if she intends to scorch me with her eyes!

--Anonymous.

Latent Meaning
The fisherfolk who went for a fish-hunt heap their catch in the beach
and sleep in the light of the shell-lamp. This implies that the hero should go
abroad, fetch riches and heap them in their foreyard and wed the heroine and

live peacefully.
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176. KURINCI

(The hetaira speaks to be heard by the kin of the

confidante of the heroine)

The bright red Kanta! unfold all at once

In this hilly domain; these flowers

Which glow like the serried specks, on an elephant's face,
Send forth their sweet fragrance, all over

The hill-slope, rich in banana trees;

The hives of bees hum sweetly,

Like the Yal-melody,

And the humming gets mingled

With the rhythmic sound of the cascading stream
Such is the village of our lover!

Will this village conclude,

That his love for his wife

Is greater than his love for us?

If it does, it is nothing but sheer ignorance!

I let her husband go to his house,

Quite willingly, for, she has love for me,

And | too reciprocate her love!

He has some concern for his wife,

Because it well fits the ways of the world,

It does not mean that his love for her is genuine!

--Anonymous

Latent Meaning
As the red Kanta! unfolds, the bees sing together with the falling stream. This
implies: The hero will be happy with his wife. We will sing accompanied by

drums and he will come to us attracted by our music.
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177. PALAI

(The heroine speaks to her confidante)

My friend,

| am quite sure that our lover will soon part from us,
And tread a wilderness fearsome,

Where the high-flamed wild fire burns down

The jungle, rendering all trees useless

And every sign of life is done away with;

| see him cleansing

The leaf of his lance and setting it right;

He bells the shield and decks it with peacock's feathers.
His love for me is unusually great now-a-days.
Does it mean, my friend,

That the fateful day has come,

When | should grieve endlessly

And swim amidst the flood of tears?

Will the tears screen my eyes,

Which are comely and knol-fed?

--Anonymous.
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178. NEYTAL

(The companion speaks to the heroine to be overhead

by the hero, who waits near the fence)

In our chief's domain with cool fords,

A helpless female stork of anguished heart
Perches on the huge branch of a Talai bush,
Refusing to eat the small fishes

From the creek nearby, as a male stork,
Endowed with long legs and heavy feathers,
Resembling the gently crushed gauze-like skin,
White and soft of the swaying bamboo,

Had enjoyed its fresh charm.

There were lucky days, when we were pleased
To behold the chariot of our lover,

Coursing through our beach!

But now, alas, | remain sleepless,

Even during this midnight, assailed by my sense of shame!
My poor heart, which foolishly trusted him,

Is now, getting crushed on hearing the chirping
Of the birds, as the chirping sounds

Very like the tinkle of his chariot-bells!

--Anonymous.

Latent Meaning :
The female stork sits all alone on a branch, forsaking food, after its
charm having been enjoyed by a male bird,
This description implies that the hero had enjoyed the feminine charm
of the heroine, as a result of which the heroine forsakes food and is

confined to her home, unable to meet her lover again.
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179. PALAI

(The mother laments over her daughter's elopement)

Even yesterday, my young daughter,
Skilled in doing things,
Threw away her ball and forsook her doll,
And struck her hand against her stomach,
For, a cow which had calved recently,
Had eaten away the Vayalai vine,
Which she reared in our home.
She, with her enticing eyes,
Which resemble those of a doe's,
Sobbed bitterly, and refused to be fed with milk,
By her nurses and me!
She, even she, is reported
To have eloped with her lover,
Who is a dark-bearded lad,
Through a hazardous jungle, lured by his false affirmations.
| am told that she followed him,
With a smile on her visage,
And her teeth a little exposed —
The teeth, which resemble
The ends of quills

--Anonymous.
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Note:

180. MARUTAM

(The confidante speaks to the heroine after allowing entry to the hero,

who retuned from the house of the hetaira)

O my friend!

Our lover is the chief of a fertile plain.

Here, the field-cranes suck with their beaks,
The red-ants from their nests,

Built on the jack trees, hard by the paddy fields.
The ants as well as their eggs

Get strewn on the ground and look like the grains
Of paddy and white rice mixed together.

He seldom visits our home,

As he is after numerous harlots.

This dark-hued young girl

Thinks very high of her beauty

And refuses to cool down.

It seems that the quarrel between these lovers
Will end only at my death,

Even like the feud between renowned Anni
And Titiyan, came to an end

At the fall of the Punnai tree in full bloom!

--Anonymous.

verses 45 and 145 of Akananuru.

163

The Punnai tree was the guardian tree of Anni. It was cut down by Titiyan at

Kurukkaipparantali in the domain of the former. This episode is mentioned in
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181. MULLAI
(The companion expresses her joy over the return of the hero)

This is the painful evening of the rainy season

A male sparrow of darksome neck,

Abides with its mate and its fledgelings

In the eaves of a house; its young ones

Look very like the Inkai blooms

Which are tiny and curly;

The male sparrow returns to its abode,

After a brief stay with another bird

In a different place;

Its body bears signs of its union with that bird;

So its sulking mate, backed by its young ones

Refuses entry to its mate,

As a result of which, the poor male bird

Stays away all the while getting drenched by the pouring rain.

This evokes pity in the sulking female,

And so after deep thinking,

It invites its shivering mate to its nest.

Finding option none,

The male returns to its nest.

At this hour, the chariot of the victorious hero

Has arrived, drawn by the horses

That galloped along the path,

Trampling the tender crops in it.

The bells on them, have lost their sweet tinkling,

As the rains had dampened them.

It is certain that the small forehead

Of this girl will no more be pervaded by pallor.

--Anonymous.
Latent Meaning :

The female bird with its young ones refuses admission to its mate for its lapse
but finally admits it into her nest taking pity on its plight.
This implies that the heroine in the past took her friends with her and refused
entry to her spouse as he returned from the house of a hetaira. But now she is
expected to receive him warmly.
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182. KURINCI

(The confidante of the heroine speaks to the heroine

overheard by the hero)

The moon has vanished

And gloom has spread!

We are girls, as charming as well-wrought images
Which our prosperous mother protects with care,

In our painting-like comely house.

She, even she, is now

Immersed in sweet slumber.

Why not we fare forth to meet our lover

And enjoy his sweet embrace and then return home?
He has come here all alone, in spite of the pouring dew.
He has come here, like a tusker

Without its usual head-cover

And also without the riding mahouts

And the guards who protect it walking with it.

Shall we return home leisurely,

After embracing his broad chest

As eager as the folk Who regain their once-lost jewel?

--Anonymous.
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183. NEYTAL

(The friend of the heroine speaks to the hero who is about to part

from the heroine)

The caravan of salt-vendors

Move on with long rows of bullock carts,

Through the stretches of white sand,

Glowing like moonlight;

On their way, they barter the sea-born salt,
Which they secured from the producers

In the littoral region

In exchange of white paddy grains,

The produce of their own domain.

It is indeed painful

For the folk, when they watch the caravan leaving
Their village; even so, chief,

Your parting from here will cause us pain!

The benumbing northerly

Plays havoc everywhere; to add to this,

The evening too sets in, fully armed

With loneliness; this loneliness is the result of your parting.
This girl will cease to survive,

Even like the Neytal flowers

That cannot survive, when trampled

By cranes, which had eaten many kinds of fishes to their fill.
| am quite sure, chief,

That you ignorance is great;

For, you have failed to realise this fact!

--Anonymous.



170

184. uremev

(H Lo&H6T 2_enL_Guiedt LeT@evT ; 6 EpLD

CFm @ GomiibLeT gn TGoum &TewarGuim®
Gl LEWEY |(HEh FTLD OB ([HHV GCIF6TMEUTSIT;

‘@ efICw, B BleiT YjeusvLd' 6TedTWT; g1 LHM)
WThBIBISTLD p6VsYBLom? g mlayenL_ufCy!

2 sirarfleir 2 _sitemid GouGio - 2 _eydrd 6007

Loewst] 6UTLD LITem6U hewL_ &M M6ITEIT 6T63T

Sjewil @uip GUIoser g ul
wewntl e1ir CBTFFAUD GFDHMuiD &HeTGL .

LOEWEVT Lo(HL_F.



171

184. PALAI

(The lamentation of the mother when her daughter had eloped)

My daughter is the only child of mine!
Alas, she, even she, eloped yesterday
With her bull-like lover, whose puissance
Excels in the battle-field.

He bears on his shoulder,

A spear with sharp-tipped leaf!

She treads with him a perilous path,
That cuts across hills.

You folk advise me to bear the pain!

But how shall | bear it

O women endowed with wisdom?

My heart is aflame, every time | behold,
The Nocci shrub with blue gem-like blooms,
And the pial, where she used to sport,
How dear a child is she to me!

When she walked, | just felt

As if the pupil inside my khol-bed eye
Had come out and learnt to walk!

(How shall | bear her separation?)

--Anonymous.
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185. KURINCI

(The hero speaks to his friend)

O my friend!

My beloved is as charming as the image, artfully made

By a deity in the Kolli range

That abounds in sweet honey, stored by the bees,

In the many-eyed combs,

After having buzzed the swaying bunches of blooms

Of the wide-leaved Kantal| plants

Thriving in the western range

Of the Kolli mountain of high renown,

Which is in the realm of Poraiyan.

Here, the paths are levelled

By the constant contact of the conical hooves

Of the horses with spread-out manes,

Which the Panas receive as gifts from the monarch.

Along these narrow and levelled paths,

The suppliants ceaselessly walk

Tirelessly to meet this king and receive gifts.

| very much believe that my beloved intends to take my life off!

| am endlessly tormented by grief.

My heart is squeezed by numerous thoughts.

| am greatly confused and my love has swelled beyond my bearing.

| am rendered helpless.

Even after witnessing this pitiable plight of mine,

You do not come to my rescue.

| deem it the fruit of my past sin!

--Anonymous.

Note:
The Kollippavai, a beautiful statue of a woman was believed to
have been carved out by some deity in the western slope of the
Kolli Hills in the ancient Céra country. The name Porayan means
the king of hills.
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186. PALAI

(The heroine speaks to her companion)

O friend!

Our lover's heart, filled with limitless grace

For his fellowmen is ever poised to help them.

He parted from us and went to a distant land,

His heart strongly bound, by the desire

To come by riches.

Now he is treading a fearful wilderness.

The forest is parched by the aestival heat

To the core. Drought reigns supreme in this forest,
Where a thirsty tusker extends its huge trunk,

Which is dark and wrinkled, into a dry spring

Amidst rocks; it sucks out the scanty water from it
And rushes towards its loving mate to slake its thirst.
Here also is seen, an old chameleon that changes its hue
Struggles hard to move about

Owing to the summer heat.

Suddenly it gains strength,

On hearing the musical notes

Of the Panas, who strum their Yal

While treading the forest, and ascends

To the top of a tall Ya tree.

(Alas, what shall | do?

Our lover treads such an awful forest, enduring all pain!)

--Anonymous
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187. NEYTAL

(The heroine speaks to herself when the hero takes leave of her

after a day-time meeting)

The Neytal flowers fold

While the shadows fall to the east;

The sun, having turned ruddy

Has sunk in the western hill;

The multi-flowered grove

Has lost its usual charm;

Our grief is intense and we know not

Of the means to rid it;

Alas, we are made to stand, our hands folded,
And gaze with concern

At the chariot of our lover

That vanishes from our sight at a distance,
Being pulled by horses, adorned with a cluster of bells;
Alas, what will betide this village,

And this grove? It is here,

We spent our time in gleeful laughter

And, sporting with the chief

Of a littoral domain,

Who wears curved jewels

And wreaths of honeyed blossoms
Buzzed ever by a swarm of bees!

--Avvaiyar.
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188. KURINCI

(The companion of the heroine importunes the hero

to wed her friend eftsoon)

O Chief of a sky-high mountain

Where a sharp-tipped conical bud

Of a banana tree, flourishing in the slope,
Abounding in deep springs,

Touches the fleshy petal of the red Kantal flower

That resembles the Mécai®,

Which the brightly-jewelled women-folk
Wear in their slender fingers

And which are fastened to their bracelets!
Had my friend known beforehand,

That a good act performed in the past
Will, in future, fetch only evil results,

She would not now suffer so much!

Her fleshy shoulders

Which once resembled the supple bamboos
Growing in the honey-smelling slope
Would not fade away!

--Anonymous.

* ~ . .
Mdcai - a finger ornament.
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Note:

189. PALAI

(The companion consoles the heroine in the absence of the hero)

Our lover who is indispensable for our survival
Has not yet returned, to shower his love on us.
Alas, | do not know of his whereabouts!

Could he have sailed somewhere

In a ship? Is he sailing in the waters of the Ganges
Which abounds in swans, endowed with sweet voice
Like the melody of the small Yal

Which the panas play

Before a wrathful deity?

What else would our lover do? -

Our lover, who trod a barren land

Where a wild pigeon that had escaped

The net of a murderous hunter

Now dreads the spider-web

In the wind-tossed wilderness

--Anonymous.

Cankam poems. A good description of its parts can be gleaned from the

Cirupanarruppatai, one of the ten idylls.
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Small Yal: A stringed instrument which was widely employed by the musicians.

It had seven strings. There are too many references to this instrument in the
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190. KURINCI

(The hero speaks to his heart standing behind the heroine's friend,

seeking her favour)

My heart!

Ceéntan is the victor who captured many an impregnable fortress
Of the enemies, rare to capture.

In generosity, he is a peer to the rain clouds.

He is fond of getting inebriated with toddy.

He wields a spear with speckled leaf.

Alici is his father, who is the rider of a beautiful chariot.
A garland woven of opened flowers adorns his chest.
His Arkkatu is rich in paddy-fields

Where Neytal flowers drip with honey

Amidst paddy crops.

The swelled arms of our young beloved

Are charming to look at like that city of Arkkatu;

Her cool and bewildered eyes

Resemble the eyes of a doe

That got into a net.

O My heart! you fell a prey to the sweet smile

That bloomed in her ruddy lips

Which issue forth but a few words.

O you, poor one, will henceforth suffer a lot!

May you live long!

--Anonymous.
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191. NEYTAL

(The confidante speaks to the heroine to be overheard by the hero

who stands near the fence)

O my friend,

Our small but lovely village has a fence

Of Kantal trees; here, the young girls,

Wearing shapely jewels, sport in the sandy beach,
Making images of damp sand;

The Nalal trees shed their bright, yellow pollen

On these images, from their bunches of flowers,

To cause the breasts of these images

Look as if speckled.

The slanderous women of this village

Wield their tongues, to say that a chariot visited here
During midnight. At this, our mother

Looks at me, anger in her eyes!

Lo, how many are the lucky girls

Of my age, in this hamlet,

Who are blessed with mothers, who do not torment them!
| fear that beauty

Cannot last any more, in case | do not pluck

The sapphire-like Muntakam blooms tomorrow.

It will be more painful, if our lover

Should return in his chariot disappointed, after having come
To our fragrant village, hard by the creek

Shining like a blue-gem.

--Uloccanar.
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192. KURINCI

(The hero speaks to his beloved when she refuses

to meet him by night)

My young beloved!

You are much anguished and remain here

With tearful eyes on the thought

Of my coming here, eager to enjoy your embrace,
Treading the extending path amidst rocks,

Where the flocks of bears graze like the sheep

In the Puli country, all over the groves,

Thick with trees, where a puissant and fearsome tiger
Looks for a young and strong tusker

To quench its thirst for blood!

But know my beloved, that even this path

That runs at the foot of the hill

Is safe to me, as | tread it, contemplating

Your great beauty,

Which glows like the strange image

Of a goddess, carved out by a deity,

When the morning sun casts its tender rays on it.
The image is in the western slope

Of the Kaolli hill, rich in jack trees of abundant yield!

--Anonymous

Implied meaning:
The bears fearlessly graze in the forest where a strong tiger
looks for a tusker to quench its thirst for blood.
This implies that the hero can visit the house of the heroine in spite of the

heroine's mother keeping vigil over her.
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193. PALAI

(The heroine speaks owing to her pangs of separation)

O northerly of freezing chillnes!

You blow in our vast neighbourhood!

On your way, you mingle with the drops of honey
From the fresh blooms, with bent heads,

Of the Inkai, whose rounded buds

Shine like red-lac melted!

You also carry with you the chillness

Of the domains, full of freshly poured rain-water.
Have | ever wronged you in any way?

Why torture me like this?

Alas, | am left here all alone

In a corner, ever tossed by unbearable agony,
As my lover has gone to a foreign land

Seeking riches, rare to attain,

His heart goaded by desire!

His parting has caused my armlets slip

From my bamboo-like supple shoulders.

Pray do not torture me, O northerly!

--Anonymous.
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194. KURINCI

(The confidante speaks to the heroine when the hero

waits near the fence)

Hearken to me my friend!

These lordly and wide-mouthed tuskers

Of long trunks that touch the ground,

And hardy tusks, are companied with their mates

That are followed by their young calves.

How shall we express our sense of gratitude

To those animals as well as these tiny and green parrots
For, thy did not plunder the huge ears of millet in our lovely field
When we left the loft, built atop the hill

And sported with the hill-chief

Amidst the densely growing trees,

Unscalable even by the she-monkeys

(Which are expert climbers)?

--Maturai Marutan llanakanar.
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195. NEYTAL

(The friend of the heroine speaks when the hero

unduly prolongs the period of clandestine love)

See that the damp and tearful eyes

Of your beloved now resemble

The many-petalled Neytal blooms

That float in water

After having been cut by the sharp sickles
By the harvesting farmhands,

O chief of littoral domain,

At Tonti, rich in groves, full of dinsome birds.
Where an otter-cub, living in the dusky creek
Enjoys sound sleep in the grove

Rich in Tillai trees

After having eaten a juicy fish!

It is so unbecoming of you,

That you refuse to shower your grace on her!

--Anonymous.

Like the otter-cub which eats the fish to its fill and slumbers inside the
hole of a tree, the hero too has enjoyed the charm of the heroine and
abides now in his village taking no steps to wed her. The din of the birds

in Tonti suggests that the village resounds with wild gossip.
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196. NEYTAL

(The heroine thinks aloud when the hero is in a distant land)

O moon with myriad rays!

You look like marble stones

Heaped up in a place and your cool light

Looks as if milk were poured in between your rays.
You appear on the nape of the clouds

And you have attained full growth.

You do not seem to feel

For the anguish of our bewildered heart.

No part of the world can escape your knowledge.

| pray, please show me the place

Where our lover stays now!

He lives in a place unknown to me!

Should you conceal the truth from me,

| warn you that you will fade away,

Day by day, gradually,

Even like my arms, which have lost their loveliness.
If you prove unreliable and hide the truth

Does it become your greatness?

--Vellaikkutinakanar.



196

197. urewev

"CarGer Oy GBApHHeTGeu; H1HGE6V
LT @)eur eviflest LIFLIL 2o HgeTCM;
HETEWILD SH6WT LIsdT] eweudslewt; et Sevrrm !
CgaflbgesriboeTn; CHwii sTedr 2 _ulli eTeur,
a0, aurtfl -- Cxripll-- [5; Bledr

STpHGI 660 HgliLllet e 1phs &TGlVT(),
suenT(h) LI Ll o6V 2_eiTgHiemmd Sif (Qul,
u@p i wasefli Werewasd Am) Gamev
Glumrevh Gl Ty GLITeV LolsiTedf], HewsTmI Gl meir
®)etr @)ewa wprFleiT @) rmiss, LedTEdTIT

sTufleL 2ari- L1y G meL GLITEVF

G)F6V LOEWLP Hou(LPLD, J6uiT HeV LoewsV BTl GL .

UMTE L YNDTETTH I HeNVLDHWeTSH CHTL YDMmIalssHsI.
~- BB T



197

197. PALAI

(The confidante consoles the heroine who grieves

for the delay in her wedding)

Long live my friend!
The clouds have sent their columns down
That very much resemble your dark hair,
That are well-grown and hanging low!
The lightnings flash out, like the auric bracelets
Of the bashful girls, who fetched freshy unfolded blooms
Buzzed by a swarm of bees,
To the bathing ford with glittering water.
The clouds rumble like a row of drums
Of sweet rhythm; they move about like countless shields
Wrought of leather, seen on the forts of monarchs.
So you need not weep saying thus:
“My bracelets slip down;
My forehead has turned sallow
And looks pale like the blossoms of sponge-guord!
My eyes are tear-bedewed
And the end of my life is nearing!"
--Nakkirar
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198. PALAI

(The nurse of the heroine speaks to a prince when she goes

in search of her daughter who had eloped)

O princely lad from a far off place!

My eyes are flooding with tears

As | had a vision of my daughter

Who trod, yesterday this very path,
Intercepted by forests, rich in Ya and démai trees
That are lofty; O prince, | beseech you.
Here dwelt, in the domain of her father.
My darling who has a raised forelap
With yellow speckles on it;

Her teeth are regular, shining and sharp;
She wears comely wreaths

And a few chosen bangles;

Her tresses are dark and dense;

She is the daughter of him

Who is dark-bearded and thick-naped!
His arms are long and mighty;

He is armed with a well-wrought bow and sharp darts;
He is immensely generous;

His stock of toddy is abundant.

| am her mother!

May your fame grow more and more!
(Did you see her on your way?)

--Kayamanar.
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199. NEYTAL

(The heroine speaks in her anguished mood,

to her consoling friend)

Long live my friend!

Our lover is the lord of a littoral domain

Where the fisherfolk go for fishing

In the sea, in their curved boats,

Carrying with them, nets and fishing rods,

And thick-tapered lamps, placed

In between the fishing rods;

Their flames bend their heads

When the sea-breeze blows; they pull

The cords of the fishing rods with force

While catching fish; they cast their nets

In the sea and catch sharks

That splash through the engulfing waves.

For them that are on the shore,

The lamps twinkle like stars of the azure sky.

If | don't enjoy the sweet embrace of the chief

| become heart-broken; my heart melts and gets confused;
| somehow hold my life,

When | hear the anguished cry of the white herons
That live amidst the dense leaves

Of the tall and dark palmyras

That stand amidst high sand-dunes in our village!

--Péricattanar
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200. MARUTAM

(The companion speaks to the Panan who comes to her as the messenger

of the hero, the while pretending to address the potter who is the town crier)

O potter! O potter of wisdom!
Adorned with the wreath,
Woven of the bright flowers of Nocci, -
Which very much look like the unripe ears of paddy,
You proclaim the advent of the village festival
In the streets, wide and long.
| beseech you, O potter, to include this too,
As your message.
Pray, go to the village full of fields and streams
Where Ampal grows thick, and warn the young women, thus:
‘Olasses of sharp teeth and forelaps wide and soft!
Too many are the sufferings,
Caused by the Panan, who is well-trained
In playing the melodious Yal,
Endowed with strings .
Which the fingers eagerly strum!
Guard yourself, against the cruel words
Clothed in falsehood!'

--Katalurppalkannanar.



