


HYMNS TO THE CONCHE OF THE SEA, s

{Reridered frem Sri Andal's "Nachiyar Tirumezhi®,)

-t  win -

(The fellewing are translatiens from the hymns of a great
Tamil Peetess - called Alwars. She was herself the daughter
of a peet, Vishmuchittan by name, pepularly knewm as Peri- “.
vAlwar. Bern of a peetic race whese inheritance was divine
wisdem, pure and undefiled, every trite ebject in Nature

called ferth a burst eof seng frem her wendering, wershipful
heart. And the eritics have teuly said of her immertal sengs
that they whe sing them net, are a burden te the earth:. The
conch which Vishmi wields in His left hand is an endearing theme

of leving praise and xmmk sweet jealeusy en the part ef Andal
whese eme aspiratien was te wed nene but Lerd Yishmi. The denoh,
white and pure, is symbelical ef spiritual blisscempared with
which all earthly and even heavenly riches pale inte utter
insignificance.) % ’

_¢Al;*/,__csm§hvr‘=“iiiifE; fﬁ§§“éﬁéil?-ver‘1ike 1etus-blessem?
= His beleved coral lips---are they se very sweet to kiss?
I leng te hear thee sing His praise. ’

Bright Cench ef the sea! tell me tuwhe.
: % 3

Beauteus Cench! Resting like the full erb
Of the meen in His hand, what secrets

Dest theu whisper in His listening ears?
What is Indra's wealth, matched with thine?.._...
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Drinking nectar like a swan frem
A rogeate 1etu$, Just then blewn, theom dest
Rest sweetly in the fair hana vef my beleved.
Kingly Cench! Full of beauty is thy wealth divine.




(Published in "Priveni® February 1938)
By Thirumangai Alwar.

{Prince Ramachandra's fraternal cempassien tewards Guha,
the lew-bexn beatswain, stiré Poet Thirumangai Alwar's
emetions. He sings that Rama's classic werds preclaiming
equality of price with peasant as narrated in the Ramagyana
gt111 ring in his ears and ferm the keynete of his devetien
teo Ged whese companienship with the peer and the lew is

illustrated typically in His avatar as Sri Ramachandra.)
You never said (te Guka) "Peer art theu, stranger and
low -~ bern."™ __ yeu pitied him, yeur mercy welling ferkh free,

Joymsly did you speak, "Phis mazalle - eyed fair yeung
ene 1s dear sis‘se:r te thee, this, my brether is th;y brether.
Friend art theu te me; here abide"

These werds 1ingerin5 sweet in my musins heart, O thm
Oceah - Hued! s thy fee‘k_ twain have L a&crﬁ, “dear my Terd

/,,Mma% *Sz‘imngam*s‘ g‘raee;‘ul greve.
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THE FORSAKEN HMOT
& fhinmangai Alwar.

(Ged is verily a stealer of seuls. The heart attuned te Him

"t Pota im'h%@ |

in silent meditatien threugh bhakti finds Him seener than the
mind with all its wealth ef knewledge. But the cultured mind

- alene is the heart's true mether, and therefere rejeices when,
out of leves abyndance, the heart surrenders itself teo Ged.

The mgntps tense and tesrful. Thirumangai Alwar depiots the
vi’orsaken mether’ s anxie‘b:y, whan swayed alike by fear and love,
she w:ltnesses he:r ﬁaushter eleping with th, and desertins her-—
‘the mether whe had fondly breught her up. The 'mb.nm is rich
and besutifal.) ‘
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/y///gés He a thief? - I knew net., Black eof Term,
" Iike a bull, He came.

He beckened te my young dear (eof a girl)
- frail as ﬁ craéper, - glender-waisted, =~
’teuching her wrist silver~bangled.

And le! she deserted me, her ewn mether.

Dear! Have they fled te fair Ali where flewers

in wet fields blessem sweet?

(2)
Dear girll Te be sure, a thieving aé%herd
He was eof yore,
Entering my heuse unbidden, He pressed a
kiss upen my daughter's falr red lips.
And leving, she fallﬁwedrﬂim, prattling
sweet like a parret, — her wistful fish-like .

Dear! Have they fled te wet Ali's

sea-girt greves where the bees abide?

(3)
Pity me her mether she did net.
Deegming the wendreus Madhava te be

her speuse, this bread-sheuldered girl hadv
forsakefl me. ’ ’
Her arma, waving like the bamboe
astir in the breezeshs has fellewed Him
with the gait of a female swan,
Dear! Has my fléwering creeper
entered into‘Ali?whera‘streamlets abcuné ?
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