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$O THE CONCH OF THE Sta,a
_4Renderea frem Sri Andal'ts "Nachiyar Tirumezhi".)

Otauwck ee oneee Lalahn.

(fhe fellewing are translatiens from the hymns of a great
famil Peetess - called Alwars. She was herself the daughter
ef a peet, Vishmchittan by name, pepularly kmewm as Peri-
Alwar. Bern ef a peetic race whese inheritance was divine

wisdom, pure and undefiled, every trite ebject in Nature

ealled ferth a burst ef seng frem her wendering, wershipful
heart. And the critics have teuly said of her immertal sengs
that they whe sing them net, are a burden te the earth. The

seuch which Vishm wields in His left hand is an endearing theme

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

Be

His beleved ceral lips---are they se very sweet te kiss?
I leng to hear thee sing His praise.
Bright Cench ef the sea! tell me tune.

*

ii
Beauteus Cench! Resting like the full erb
Of the meen in His hand, what secrets
Dest theu whisper in His listening ears?
What is wealth, matched with thine?

Drinking nectar like a swan from
A roseate letus, just then blewn, them dest
Rest sweetly in the fair hand ef my beloved.
Kingly Cencht Full ef beauty is thy wealth divine,



ae

(Published in "friveni® February 1938)

By Thirumangai Alwar'.

COMPASS

Se
Paes

(Prince Ramachandra's fraternal cempassien tewards Guha,

the lew-bern beatswain, stirs Peet Thirumangai Alwar's

emetiens. He sings that Rama's classic werds preclaiming

equality ef price with peasant as narrated in the Ramgyana

still ring in his ears and ferm the keynete ef his devetien

te Ged whese cempanienship with the peer and the lew is
4llustrated typically in His avatar as Sri Ramachandra.)

Yeu never said (te Guka) "Peer art thea, stranger and

lew - bern. yeu pitied him, your meroy welling ferth free.

Jeyeusly did you speak, "fhis gazalle - eyed fair young

ene is dear sister te thee; this, my brether is thy brether.

Priend art theu te me; here abide"

These werds lingering sweet in my musing heart,© Prod

Oceah Hued!, thy feet, Swain de my Lerd

erateful
enebatie: one

THE FORSAKEN MOTHER.
wa

for 44s)By Thirumanga Alwar.
(Ged is verily a stealer ef seuls. The heart attuned te Him

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,

eat ef leves abgndance, the heart surrenders itself te Ged.

The tense and tearful. Thirumangai Alwar depicts the

fersaken mother's anxiety, when swayed alike by fear and leve,
she witnesses her daughter eleping with Ged, and deserting her--
the mether whe had fendly breught her up. The symbelism is rich
and beautiful.)
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Was He a thief? - I knew net., Black ef ferm,

ike a bull, He came. a?

He beckened te my young dear (ef a girl)
~ frail as a ore@per, - slender-waisted,

~

touching her wrist silver-bangled,

And le! she deserted m6, her ewn mother.

Dear! Have they fled te fair 'Ali' where
in wet fields blessem sweet?

+

(2)

Dear girl! Te be sure, a thieving shphera

He was ef yore,

Entering heuse unbidden, He pressed a

kiss npen my daughter's fair red lips.
And leving, she fell sewed Him, prattling

__ -
oe

Dear} Have they fled te wet Alits
sea~girt sreves where the bees abide?

Sweet like a parret, ~ her wistful fi sh-like Ss Pee oe

*

(3)
ty me her methet she dia net, 5 het

Deegming the wendrcus Madhava te be

her epeuse, this bread-sheuldered had

fersakef me.

Her arma, waving like the bambee

astir in the breese she has fellewed Fin
With the gait ef » female swan,

Dear! Has flewering creeper

entered inte Ali where streanlets abeund 7


