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THE WORLDLY AZHVARS
Divyaprabandham - Seven Azhvars - Volume 1

You are the sweetness in milk.

You are the brightness of precious gold.
You are the freshness of green moss.
You have the dark color of bees

that drink honey and fly around the ponds.
You are the four seasons.

How is it that the world cannot understand the nature of the god Maal? (795)
Introduction

The Seven Azhvars in this volume are Periyazhvar, Andal/Thalaivi,
Kulasekharazhvar, Thirumazhisaiyazhvar, Thondaradippodiyazhvar,

Thiruppanazhvar, Madhurakavi Azhvar.

There is much information about Vaishnavism and the Azhvars’ lives found on
the internet. My concern in this book is to provide a good translation of the pasurams.
| hope this work will be helpful for academic scholars, students who do research on
the Azhvars and anyone who is interested in the Divyaprabandham. This is my own
work and if there are any mistakes, they are my responsibility. | hope you will enjoy

reading this great work of Azhvars.



According to Tamil scholars the Vaishnava Bhakthi movement dates from the
5th century CE to the 10th century. 4000 poems (pasurams) were composed by
twelve Azhvars who called their god Maal, Nedumaal, Thirumaal, Kannnan and
Nambi. The name Vishnu is not found in the text. (The word Vittu is found in one
Pasuram. Does it mean the god is arguable? As much as | know there is no grammar

rule for Vishnu changing to Vittu.).

“The god” in this translation means Thirumaal. “Gods” in the plural refers to
other gods. The word Shiva is not used by the Azhvars. Shiva is mentioned as, “the

”

one who has a crescent moon on his jata,” “the one who has Ganges in his jata,” “the

i,

one who has three eyes,” “the one who has a dark neck.” etc. This translation uses
the word “Shiva” so that the readers will understand who the god is. In a very few
places the word Brahma is used, but more often the word “Nanmuhan” is used for
Brahma. For Indra the Azhvars use the phrases like, “the king of the gods” and “the
thousand-eyed one.” The translation may use “Indra” for clarity. The word Lakshmi is

”

not used in the pasurams, rather, “goddess on the lotus,” “beloved of the god,” “the
one who stays on the chest of the god” and similar epithets are used for her. | used
the word for this goddess ‘Lakshmi’ for the sake of the readers. Nappinnai, who is

considered as Lakshmi, appears in the Pasurams often.

Other uses are as follows: “Maayan,” “Maayanar,” “Maayavan” and the like refer
to Maal (Vishnu). Nambi is another name often used by the Azhvars for Vishnu.

When the Azhvars say, “emberuman,” “embiran,” my translation uses phrases like

”

“dear one,” “dear god,” “highest god,” “god of gods” and the like.

At the end of a masculine proper nouns, many derived from Sanskrit, the
Azhvars use the Tamil -an ending while Sanskrit uses just -a. In order to retain a
Tamil flavor, | have used the -an ending on most of these (“Asuran”) but have
retained the Sanskrit usage for some names like Rama to accord with common

usage.

Phonetics. For the names of gods, kings, Rakshasas, cities, plants, flowers and

animals | have often transliterated Tamil terms, using the following scheme:



The vowels a, i, u, e, ee, 0, ai, au are used in the translation. ‘aa
is used sometimes for clear pronunciation.

Consonants. Tamil writing system has eighteen consonants.
k,ch, t, th, p, ng, nj,n,n,m, (n), y,r,r,1,v,land zh.

Soft consonants hg, j, d, d, and b are used for pronunciation.

Pronunciation. Nasals and medial sounds have only one pronunciation: ng, nj, n,
nandm.y,r,r,v, Il | and zh. The stops k, ch, t, th, and p are unvoiced when they
occur initially in a word. In the middle of a word in between vowels, they are
pronounced as unvoiced stops. In the middle of the word if they are unvoiced stops,
Tamil writing indicates these with double letters. The soft consonants h/g, s, d, d, b
are voiced and occur in the middle of a word between vowels. The Tamil writing
system indicates these with single letter between vowels. The soft consonants may

also occur after a nasal: ngg, nj, nd, nd, and mb.

Some proper names often used are as follows.

Names of the gods: Kannan, Naranan, Narayanan, Kesavan, Govindan,
Gopalan, Shridharan, Vasudevan, Baladeven, Madhavan, Nanmuhan (Brahma),
Hanuman.

Names of kings: Janakan, Dasharathan, Nandagopan, Ravanan, Vibhishanan,
Mahabali.

Names of Raksasas: Kamsan, Hiranyan, Sakatasuran, Thenuhan, Narahan,
Muran, Ashtasuran, Kabithasuran.

Names of Rakshasis: Thadahai, Puthana.

Names of goddesses: Thiru, Thirumagal, Nappinnai.

Names of women: Devaki, Yashoda. Vaidehi.

The 10 avatharams are fish, turtle, boar, Vamanan, man-lion, Rama,

Parasuraman, Balaraman, Krishna, and Kalki.



Divyadesams: The Vaishnavaites believe that the Azhvars praised 108 temples,

which are called the Divyadesams. Many of these are also names of cities. In other

cases, one city might have two, three or more Divyadesams (temples) in it. The

Azhvars also call these Thirupadis. The tradition says Thirumangai Azhvar praises

the god Maal in 108 Thirupadis. The internet has a list of all the Divyadesams. 105 of

the Divyadesams are in India, one is in Nepal and the last two are Thiruparkadal (the

ocean of milk) and Sri Vaikuntam (Vishnu’s paradise).

Some of the stories of Vishnu in the Divyaprabandham are listed here. There

are many others could be found in the Pasurams.
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9.

10
11
12
13

. His fight in Lanka with Ravanan

. Killing Sakatasuran who came in the form of a cart,

. Killing Kalingan the snake.

. Stopping the storm with Govardana mountain.

. Killing Hiranyan.

. Killing Kamsan, his uncle.

. Taking the female form of Mohini to help to gods to receive nectar.

. Killing the Asuran Kesi who come in the form of a horse.

Splitting open the mouth of the Asuran who came in the form of a heron..
. Killing the two Asurans who came in the form of marudam trees.

. Killing an Asuran by throwing a calf.

. Killing the evil elephant Kuvalayabeedam.

. Saving the elephant Gajendra and killing the crocodile

that came to kill the elephant.

14.

15
16
17
18
19

20.
21.

Killing seven bulls for Nappinnai so he could marry her.

. Hurting Sukrachariyaar and Namusi in the sacrifice of Mahabali.

. Helping Arjuna in the Bharatha war.

. Bringing the earth goddess from the underground.

. Straightening the hunch back of the kuni, the servant of a king.

. Removing Shiva’s curse and helping to make the head of Brahma fall.
Saving Draupathi in Duriyodana’s assembly.

Killing Vali. 22. Killing Thadagai. 23. Killing Banasuran. 24. Killing Puthana



| would like to thank Mr. Venkataraghavan for putting the Divyaprabandham in
Tamil on the internet (http://srivaishnavam.com, rmvenkat@yahoo.com). His careful

and exacting work has been of enormous help to me in preparing this volume.

SUBHAM

The Worldly Azhvars

Periyazhvar Thirumozhi Thiruppallandu
Quflwirpauri BlwLiLsveVTesT(H

LI6V6VT6NT (h) LIsLEVTESST(H LisVeVT il &g mevst (h)
LG rig BTmTuilyid
LD6VEV T 63T L_g5]630T B 6T LD 630T] 611 63T 630T . 65T

O Fsu6uiy O FsualSlHbaTiiL. (1)
1. Let us praise the god and say, “Pallandu! Pallandu!”
You conquered your enemies with your strong arms.
You have the color of the blue sapphire.
We praise you forever, forever and forever
and for many crores of years.

Protect us as we are beneath your divine feet.

9 CurGuwr(id BlerGlerT®ib Liifley sy
Quilrid LIsVsVTeT(H

alligsumiis Bleir euev wmiailsstled sumripasleiTm
LDBIENSUJLD LISVEVT6udT (h)

auigeuri GFrd) ausvdbgl 2 ewmuULD Fri i
9pLHluLD L16V6VTEUsT (h)

uewL_GuUrt L& @ pLBIGL LI UTEHF

FesrefluipLd LIsVeVTesTGL (2)
2. Let us praise the god and say, “Pallandu! Pallandu!”
Let us live never apart from your devotees and you.
Let us praise you.
Let us praise the beautiful Lakshmi

who lives on the right side of your strong chest.



Let us praise the beautiful shining discus
that you carry in your right hand.
Let us praise the Panchajanyam conch

that you blow on the battlefield.

eurpml_ul (B Bleoryi o _sTaf GreL aubg|
LOSITEWILD LoewT(LPLD ©las TevvTLO] 65T
Fn T L () BTy TaHemar eTmbids 6
Guallsflh 4@selevr_GLmib
TSI LI F)Gevmrid BT BIgsiT
@) TTEHESST aurL @)eVmIens
UTLPTeT L1 LewL QLT (HBTenIdh @ L
LI6V6VT 6T () oG GLD
3. Let us praise the god and say, “Pallandu! Pallandu!”
O devotees, if you wish to serve the god
come and carry sand and fragrance in his festivals.
If you concern yourself only with food,
we will not include you among our devotees.
We are from families
that have not sinned for seven generations.
Let us praise the god who fought and destroyed

the Rakshasas and their land Lanka.

0 Blevsgled @) HleuBeiT (PsTeITLD Qb
STRIGST GIPTLD L] &bl

() 6T 2 ewL_ufiaer euribL) spufl
QUbHF| V6NV I (hLOISevTT

BTOW BT BTG jplw BGom
BT T WIEWST T 6T6TM)]

uT(h WwesTh 2 ewL LI LGS HeTef T eubgi

LI6V6VTeuT () Fon M) LD GeT

4. Let us praise the god and say, “Pallandu! Pallandu!”.

Come and join us to do service to the god.
If you realize always that your soul is god

there is nothing you need to think of to go to him.

)



Praise, singing, “Namo, Narayana!”
in all towns and in all countries.

O devotees, come and praise the god with us.

SIS GVS5HIES SIS 2
OFTT (BT THBHMT
@)L HVSHeWD T(HSGHIH HEWETHD
3) (B4 BEHF6IT H63Td S
QB TEHTL_& GGV 2 _6aTaf T eubhl 9ig 6B LS
uily prwid ClFTsvedlLs
LISRTENL_d HVHmSHDH SHallThhl LIV6VTsT(h LisD
erully g s resst(h) sreorLl Gevr (5)
5. Let us praise the god and say, “Pallandu! Pallandu!”
O devotees,
worship and praise Rishikesa, the king of the whole earth.
He destroyed the Rakshasas and their large clan.
Give up your old ways and join us
and recite the thousand names of the god.

Bow to his feet and say, “Pallandu! Pallandu!”

STHDS SHWD SHENSG SHWD HLD P S LILICHT
TLPLIG STV Gl ML Mhid)

ouphgl eulfleudl oy CFislestGmrid Hlm
Gourewrs slmaipeailsv
SYpslwid CUTld Mk 5]

9 flemw 9LflGsHa1emeri
LUbSHemeT Sl LIsVeVTesT(H LisVsVTullysd

ST (®) st Lm(hgI G (6)
6. Let us praise the god and say, “Pallandu! Pallandu!”.
My father, his father and his grandfather,
for seven generations they all worshipped him
and served him.
He took the form of Narasimha
on the evening of Sravana Nakshatram day

and destroyed Hiranyan.



Suilp Curedlalssim GlFeparL_i Ll
BB B BHFFH5T ST

Camullp QurPlwrGsv spHmueiT®H BledTmI
GGG YL CFiiFeTEnmid

wrw QurmuenL surentenet <y ullrb

GCoranhd CuTYl GBI
uTwd spmHolw Ll eusLVTENIS G LI
LI6V6VT 6T () o) GLD (7)
7. Let us praise the god and say, “Pallandu! Pallandu!”
We brand our shoulders
with the famous divine discus that shines like fire.
We join the temple and serve the god for many generations.
The strong god fought with Banasuran
who had a thousand arms and a magical army
and destroyed him with his discus
making all his thousand arms bleed.

Let us praise that strong god and say, “Pallandu! Pallandu!”

QpiuiuilenL_ BLVGBHTT GFrmid Bluigpid
9| SHBTewstlF CFeudsLpid
W& Y WML_SHHTU|LD &(1PSHHIdH @ LI LLolewTT(H
HTHI%GHD & 6WTL_6V(LPLD
Qi BLVCHTT FTHBPLD HHII 6T6IT6M 6T
GleusiTEpuilic o), daa16060
MUIWEDL_ BTSHLILINSHS O& Tig WTen|dEL
LI6L6VT6BT () I M) 61 GevT (8)
8. Let us praise the god and say, “Pallandu Pallandu!".
O divine god,
you gave me prasadam with good ghee,
betal leaves and nuts, ornaments for my neck,
earrings to decorate my ears,
and sandal paste to smear on my body.
You gave me your grace
so that | would become pure and wise and serve you.
Let me praise the god who holds the Garuda banner

and say, “Pallandu! Pallandu!”



2 (5515 HW6Nbdb BleT LTHH I emL_
2 H55 sV5551 2-_(h
QBTHSS SHIPTUILLEVT Flqd> FHEW6IT b 6uT
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9. Let us praise the god and say, “Pallandu Pallandu!”

We are your devotees.

We wear the silk clothes that you have worn.

We put on the Thulasi garland that adorned you.

We eat the food that is left over after you have eaten.

We do the services that you want us to do everywhere.

On the day of Sravana festival,

we praise the god who sleeps on the snake bed

and say, “Pallandu! Pallandu!”

6T[bBT6IT 6TLDGLI(RLOTEIT 2_63TH68Tdh & LY
Guimib sTedTm) 6TUPSHGHILILIL L

9 bBTCem 919 CUITHBISET 9)1q.85F)Lg-60
afHOUDHM 2 IhSHHI &TevT

Capprer GarhPls Sl wgiewruih
Flemev Gesflahg mbHemevw

WUBBTHS HeWeVLI LITliihHeEer 2_sTemeurL
LI6V6VT 6T () Mg GLD

10. Let us praise the god and say, “Pallandu Pallandu!”

From the morning of each day we serve you as your slaves

and we will do the same in all our lives and in future generations.

Release us from birth and give us moksha.

You were born on auspicious Sravana day.

You broke the bow of Kamsan in northern Madhura,
and danced on Kalingan the five-headed snake.

Let us praise and say, “Pallandu, Pallandu!”

10

(9)

(10)
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9|6VAULPS F, PTMILD B)eVeVT jewfl CaHmiiq wii
@amedT 9LilLDT6vT GBI 65T

ClFsvauswears GLirsy FlpHorGsv Hreyiid
2 &G L L j1gSuiedr

56V 6UeNSHUIT6V HSLOM [HITTTUIGTT 6T6IT M)
BTLOLD LIsV LiFeail

L6V uswSWTEYILD LialldslrGer 2 sTenesrL

LI6V6VT 6N () I 61 GevT (11)
11. Let us praise the god and say, “Pallandu! Pallandu!”
Dearest god, | am an old devotee of yours,
like Abhimanadungan, the king of beautiful Kottiyur
where there is no injustice.
You are pure in all ways.
Devotees praise you with many names and say,
“Namo Narayana” with love.

| will praise you and say, “Pallandu Pallandu”

LsVsVTewT(h) 6TedTMI LIl GBSl Tewsstis L
Gl 1y WF FTTBISLD 6T6ITER)ILD
allsv gy eTL_TeiT HetTewar allsvedlLsaTiT il (h
Fg g6t all(HoLilur GlFTsL
6D 6T eTedTMI Halledrm 2 ewrliuTi HEWT
BT T WIEWST T 6T6TM)]
LIVeVT T (HLD LITLOTSHLONSTF Fnlp bS5 (HH S
T dHGHIeUT LIsVeVTeRTEL (12)
12. Vishnuchithan of Villiputhur praised the highest god,
the pure god who carries the bow Sarngam.
Those who recite these poems and worship the god
saying, “Namo Narayana”
will be with the highest god, praising him always
and saying, “Pallandu! Pallandu!”

Periyazhvar’s Pillaithamil on Kannan
The birth of Kannan sesrewstesrg heusugryid
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QUGITENT LOTL_BIKH6T Fulp B(HHCHTL 19 Upid

sewTenTerr GaFeusit BLoL LilmbLlssflsv

6TeRTOl6UT 11 FrevuTenTLD 6THIOTSIT HTall g

FHETEWIST (LPHDLD HVbGI SfeTmi 4uilHEm (1)
13. Kannan, Kesavan, the lovely child,

was born in Thirukkottiyur

filled with beautiful palaces.

When the cowherds sprinkled oil

and turmeric powder mixed with fragrance

on each other in front of Kannan’s house

they made the front yards of the houses muddy.

@@euri aflpeuri 2 _&hgh edliLmi

BTHeUTT BLOLITT6dT 6TMHI @ T6dT 6T6OTLIMTT

uTHeurisEpid LsVLIHM GCl&TL L BleTmy

9 Deurisepd Qpuilmm SpuiliumigGus (2)
14. When cowherds heard that the divine child was born,

they ran, fell and shouted in joy.

They searched for the baby and asked everyone,

“Where is our dear one?”

They beat the drums, sang, danced

and joy spread everywhere in their village.

Guewflg £ 2_ewL_L1 Lilsirewer Lim b ssflsv

HTEWIH HTLD LGeUTT Ld &L GUmgieumi

Q60T LILITT @)eusit CBi (9)sVem6V &HTevdr B (-

CouTenTdHSTeiT 2 60 O 6HLD 6T6TLITT & S6r (3)
15. When the glorious child was born

the cowherds entered with love into Yashoda'’s house,

saw him and praised him, saying,

“See! Among all men there is no equal to this child.

He was born under the Thiruvonam star

and will rule the world.”
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2 plow YODSS -Gl KTy HBeurt
BMICBII LITeY Suili BSTHTHS HTesumi
QFD! Q6T Fn b6V Hailps SlewerTd g 6TmhIELD

S| fbgeori ity Gy (4)
16. The women of the cowherd village

took the pots from the uri,

rolled them in front of their houses and danced.

The fragrant ghee, milk and yogurt spilled all over

and they became crazy with joy

and their thick soft hair became loose.

Qarenr gmer 21 CHrevd GlETHLO WS
Sewrig e LW CWITenevdF FuiesTd s T
aflewTL_ (LpsLEMEVUI(HLDL| | 6dT6dT LIsV6Vl6dTIT

O(GUTL(T LOl6BOTIq LI LY@ bl Ob LI Tiq 6sTIT i (5)
17. When the cowherds who carry the uri,

sharp mazhu weapons, staffs for grazing the cows

and who have palm-leaf beds to sleep on

heard the divine child was born,

they joined happily together

and laughed with their jasmine flower-like teeth.

They smeared oil on themselves

and jumped into the water to bathe.

s ST HifliSs15 SLTT B

ewLw 1 1g L1 LgEh FmI LDEHFETT6D

QW BT uflHHTEhSE I BIHTHIIL

eDeUWILD 67 (LD HevTL e LileTemer sumwSem (6)
18. The cowherdess Yashoda massaged

the baby’s hands and legs

and gently poured fresh turmeric water on his body
from the pot and bathed him.

When she cleaned his lovely tongue,

he opened his mouth

and she saw all the seven worlds inside.



QUT 6T EDEUIISLD SHEOTL LDL_HEVEVT T
DYWIT LSBT (V60T ) (b6\S 16D
uTw Fi 2_ewL_ L1 LWL 2 e»L_L1 LITeV&H6T
LOTWI6T 6T6TMY oS PG et LTS G

19. The beautiful cowherd women

who saw the worlds in his mouth
wondered and praised him,

“This is no cowherd child.

He is the supreme god.

This wonderful child is really is a Maayan!”

UdE| BTEBHLD SL_Hd (J)TesdrL_mid [HTeir
6T Flewawld Fwiogid CaTigdg)

L0G LT LWV HTHISI I 6L S M 60T

2 5HTerid ClFig 2 sHoHerTT WGy

20. The cowherds planted poles of victory

in all directions on the twelfth day after the child was born
and gave him a name of the god

who lifted up the huge Govardhana mountain.

They carried him in their arms and rejoiced.

FLG&EleV O1HTL 1360 Sl 2 ewgH 5 H (HLD

6T(h551& GEmeTetleD (HBINS () midhH H LD
MG v FleL 2_5158% Lmiipbg B

B E @evreniowimed et 6edlhESH6dT Bk
21. Yashoda said, “If | put him in the cradle,

he will kick and tear the cloth of the cradle.

If | take him in my hands, he will hurt my waist.

If I embrace him tightly, he will kick my stomach.
| don’t have strength anymore to deal with him.

| am tired, my friends!”

CFBOIBEL )T eUUWIL FLD F(hdbCHTL 1g W)
LO6STEY| BT TewTedT BLoLT LImbHemLo
leren HTev alll (hFGsHer allfldgs @)L

LIGSTEY)] LITL 6V 6U6V6VTTd @ @)6Vemsv LimeuGLio

(7)

(9)

(10)

14
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22. Vishnuchithan who wore a shining sacred thread
composed the poems that describe

the birth of omnipresent Narayanan, Purushothaman

in Thirukkottiyur, surrounded with flourishing paddy fields.
All the sins of the devotees

who recite these poems will go away.

Padaadi kesa paruvam. seswrewrestgy $mGoevlwip@
Yashoda and other cowherd women describe Kannan from his feet to his head.

FHdb SLQI6T (PGl IjesTerr Cpeuds]

CaTewsd @Wevrer HCFTewHsE L CUTSSHS
Cuewsd Gueall LiliydhgdF Femaubgl 2 T b
LTS HLOEVBIGET & Tevt G

ueuem eurufi subg % messtGr (1)
23. Come and see the lotus feet
of the innocent child of Devaki
who was given to Yashoda by Devaki, his mother,
and who is as sweet as the nectar
that came from the milky ocean.
He puts his lotus foot in his mouth and tastes it.
See, you have mouths red as coral.

Come and see his lotus feet.

WPSSID wewflujid euullypid BT\ LITsITERILD
S UHE515 Seor1QuiigThH GLITe) 6ThIE D
Ldg| allTeY|d LD6wvT] 61 GUsTERTEIT LI & Bids 61T
2SS0 Q) BHsT ST G
QT 560 T b HTewt ST (2)
24. Come and see the ten perfect toes
of the sapphire-colored child
that look like an ornament studded
with pearls, jewels, diamonds and pure gold.

O girls, you have shining foreheads,



come and see his perfect toes.

Come and see his toes.

LenewnTsCHmer @6 iFF Lred uTHE ClsTHIENSH
I|WNTSHG| YT 2 ewr(h) HL_bsp @) LilsTewer
Q)emenrsHT0l6L Glousitafld Hemer BleiTmi ()6VmIG LD
HEMENTEHHTEV @) (HHSHUT &T6evvt BT

sTlemasufi eupbgh &rentGr
25. Come and see the child’s ankles
that are decorated with shining silver ornaments
as he drinks milk from Yashoda's breasts
embracing her and sleeps peacefully.
O beautiful girls,

come and see his ankles.

2 phHBHTeT BMIGHII ETTI HL_T 2 _6evoTEwT

QbsTsT sTHalledTTsL FFTdHEHI 6TLHl6V LD B]6dT

LIPS TIDLITEY QRFF LIWSHT6V S6ULDPHIS T 6T

WPHSTET (3)HHSeUT &Hrewt S
WEprpswevufi eubgH &rewt Gr

26. See the knees of the child

who ate fragrant ghee from all the pots

that Yashoda had filled doing hard work.

He was beaten with a rope by Yashoda

and crawled away from her in fear.

O girls with bud-like breasts,

come and see his knees.

Uimsiglw CuiisFd) pemev Femeudg 2 erigL ()

2 mBiGeurer CUTG FLbs @)liLilsirenear

LML C\&TeT @) 76wl WwiedT LM Temey (LpeIT & eusTL_T6dT
GHDBIGHBEN6T 6Ubg &t S

Gallypeweoufi eupbg HrentEr
27. Come and see the thighs of the child
who pretended to sleep

after drinking the milk from the breasts of the cruel

©)

()



devil Puthana and killing her.
He split the chest of the heroic Hiranyan.
O girls with round breasts!

Come and see his thighs! Come and see him.

10555 sellHnI eusxGsei HbepewL &
FAsa Uflwurg Caheudlser suullhjlsv
SASSSIT LSSTID Brei CHTeTHIWL &5 Sebr
WSHD Q) BHSMT STewf Gy

WPEDpBwHUTT eubgH o Tewt G
28. Come see the mutham of the child Achudan
who was born ten days after the star Astham
from the womb of Devaki
who is always in the heart of her husband Vasudevan,
the lord of many elephants that drip ichor.
Come, see the mutham of our dear child.
O girls who smile like blooming flowers,

come and see it!

B)wHiiens WwHHeTM) FidhdeTneusnaTL

L mBISI Lplg g1 615 TesT(R) pBID LITLD6dT 65T
QB HBIG LsueTpd GBI BTENILD (LpHGILD

L (HBIGLD @) (HHBHeuT &mewt Sy

UTEWIH60 T 6ubg) &HTesst ST
29. Come and see the waist decorated
with strings of coral and beautiful pearls of the highest god
who killed the mighty-trunked rutting elephant Kuvalayabeedam
and took its ivory tusks and ran away.
O girls, you have shining foreheads,

see his waist, come and see!

UbHD LOHMEVS &LPTHMS 61606 Fiiig)
Bbsbd seflm Cured TGt allewearum @b
BB LDH M6V HETMILD Lpsslul
2 gl @) (HHBHUT &Test ST

speflullewpufi suba & mewt G

(6)

(7)

17



30. Come and see the lovely navel

of the cowherd chief Nandan’s son

who is as strong as a white-tusked elephant.

He plays mischievously with a group of children
and gives them trouble.

O girls, you are decorated with shining ornaments,

come and see his navel!

9B (HBI HL_6VBID 61EHTEITEN ST i1 FF
LOGI T (LPemeV 2a11’ 1g 6uEhF GGl eWeubHGIL
ugsmU ULT@W LIPhH STIDLITEY TS
2SI @) (HbHeuT STesst ST

spefleusmerufi subgy % ment Sy (9)
31. Come see the stomach of the child
whose color is as dark as the roaring ocean.
The cowherdess Yashoda fed him sweet milk
from her breasts and then tricked him
and tied him up with an old rope without worrying about him.
O girls, you are decorated with shining bangles,

come and see his stomach!

Eum wr 2_redlh Llenflliiysst® @)mHbgH BIG
Q@ wr wEsD @niss G sTener
@ DT 6w LILLevT &6eVUTalld o wpLb

FlpLoriey @) HHoHeumr & mewt Gy
Crullemipufi aurbgy & mentSr (10)
Lp ]

32. Come and see the chest

decorated with the shining Kaustubham ornament
and studded with large diamonds

of the child who pulled the big mortar

between two marudam trees and made them fall
when |, Yashoda tied him to the mortar.

O girls, you are decorated with precious ornaments,

come and see his chest!
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BTET&H6ET T HTEWeVbI HlbIKHsT yerailGev
STewer BIOToHHIF FHL_GwHd FrigliGumil

sumelr Gl&mer euswersTull DM oy, HUili suskailsvrTedr
G TeTEH6T @) (HbBHEUT &TewT ST

#A&Gweli eubg &mrewtCr (11)
33. Come and see the arms of the small child
who kicked and took the dear life of Sakatasuran
who came in the form of a cart.
He killed Puthana who has sharp sword-like teeth
when he was only four or five months old.
O girls, you have curly hair, come and see his shoulders.

Come and see.

LG HL_MHIs%eTennt] WEFTENS Ui &% 6T D
QFISHeMeV F6V BIMSGIF FmiLiLileTener
CpiuISHeme CHLOlu|Ld FkiG LD Blevrallw
M&B5HBHEVBISHET 6UbF| &Tewst ST

ST hI &G IPUTT 6ubgl %menf Gy (12)
34. Come and see the hands
of the dark-blue-colored child with beautiful hair
who carries in them the conch and the discus
that is smeared with oil.
Yashoda’s dark eyes are decorated with kohl
and she is raising Kannan, the beautiful child.
O girls, you are decorated with precious ornaments,

come and see his hands.

oUET(H LD LYBIG L6V QY UIFF LEHTTH
Qs renT(® suaridhdlern Cosrausd GHL L NG
OINTL_(LPLD BT(HILD SjL_his allLpmidw
HEITL_LD () (HbHeUT &Tesst G

sTAenasufT subhg) &rewmtCr (13)
35. Come and see the neck of the small cowherd child
who is being raised by Yashoda.
She has lovely hair, decorated with flowers

swarming with bees.
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See his neck that swallowed all the worlds and the sky.
O beautiful girls, see his neck.

Come and see.

6TLD QB TeTemL_ QUTIIF FBISLD uT 6TTM) 6T(h S5 615 6wt (h)
)b CsTenTenL_ aumil gkl S ToHH D u1FAwr

HID CHTETEML_ QUTWITEV & (HHSILI LI(HEGHLD B)&F

OFH ClHTeRTENL UMl bl % Tew! G

Crullewpufi subgl %mrenfGr (14)
36. The cowherd women
who have mouths red as thondai fruits
kiss his red mouth, drink its nectar, and embrace him, saying,
“O you who are a lion and have a mouth
as sweet as a thondai fruit, come.”
O girls, you are decorated with lovely ornaments!
Come and see his mouth red as a thondai fruit.

Come and see.

Cpred wCFTews HIgwIHH W LDEHFTT6V
BTG auflsg) Frri B @b HioUlse
QUTS GLD HUISIT(LPLD 6UTU|LD (LpMI6UEYILD
LS &HLD @) (HHSH6eUT & Tevwt G
@S eubg &rewt G (15)
37. Come and see the tongue of the child,
that Yashoda lovingly cleans
with turmeric powder and then bathes him.
Come and see his eyes, mouth, teeth and nose.
O girls whose hair swarms with bees,

come and see.

allewsr Gl meir (T Her Cougbemesr S (Lpsdr
Lo6BT QB TeT 6udFHGHeuTHLD LEHETTII 6ubG)
Blewst Q& e HFTewTH CHUWl eUETTI6dT M T6IT
HETH6T ) (HbBHEUT &HTewst ST
seTeuenarufi eubg) &rest Gy (16)

38. Come and see the eyes of the child



who was born on earth as the son of Vasudevan.
He was brought up to destroy the strong Asurans,
and remove the suffering of the gods in the heavens.
O girls, you are decorated with beautiful bangles,

come and see his eyes. Come and see.

umeub Blrbur@ LrGlFeVeVTD 2 Uiwg

Flmalleir auig e s @ CHeuskl P
2 ey Hiflw sparfl Loewstlev evorewTedT
L(meuLb (3)pbsHeuT &mrent Sy

Lyewt(pswevufi eubgH &rent Gy (17)
39. Come and see the eyebrows of the dark child
who shines like a dark jewel
and came to save the world.
He was born to Devaki, beautiful as Lakshmi.
She gave birth to a child
even though she was too young to give birth.
O girls with breasts decorated with ornaments,

come and see his eyebrows. Come and see.

LDEBITEINI LD LOSMEVUJLD &HL_gILD 26V 6] (LHLD
o_TEmIh SIS L&IDbSI 2 eI LilsTenendsd
eUGITERTLD 6TLHlVEIST6IT L& THGHWL 3)6weu
B GWTEWTLD @) (HHSH6UT & Tevwt G
Caullewpufi subhg &resfGr (18)
40. Come and see the beautiful emerald earrings
of the child who happily swallowed
the earth, hills, oceans and all the seven worlds.
O girls who are decorated with beautiful ornaments,

see his lovely emerald earrings.

WPHDIYID GTeWSWLD (Lp6sTensEBLo6V Lyemeru|Ld
AhBled @ ewssis Sif%mBeurisemert
upBIL LPlSEISEsTETH GHID LTSS
CBHM! @) HHBHeuT HTewt S
Crflewpufi sumbhg &renfGr (19)
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41. When small girls carrying a winnowing fan and a small pot
wander holding a puvai bird on their wrists

and make play houses,

the dear child of Yashoda grabs the birds from their hands
and runs away.

Come see his forehead.

O girls, you are decorated with precious jewels. Come and see his forehead.

I&lw enLIDCILITsTes i CHTeL Y BIswHS 613 Tevor(h)
HLPVSH6IT FHBINSE HVHG] 6THIGHLD QLI

L STHIOTBIST LM S5 Fileursst

GHLVSET @) (HbHeUT HTesst ST

Gallyensoufi supbg & renfCr (20)
42. Carrying a beautiful golden stick
in his hands he runs behind baby calves
as the lovely sound of his anklets spreads everywhere.

O girls who have round breasts, come and see his curly hair.

FHHLUUTT GLed wGFTeng (LpedT GlFTedTevT

Bl uTHECHFSMBH C\HeTLFGIMeuLt LIL L 65T

allHLLTeL 2_ewr$s B)(HLCHT® spedTmiLD

2 epriuri Curil eweu@bssdal spesTmul HLLGr (21)
43. Yashoda, who has dark curly hair

described the beauty of her child from his feet to his head.

The poet Puduvaippattan of the southern Puduvai,

composed poems with Yashoda’s words.

The devotees who recite these twenty-one poems

will go to Vaikuntam and remain there.

Lullaby - Thalattupparuvam. Yashoda sings a lullaby to Kannan.
Qulwripeuri FHGwrif sTevLt LHeuLd

WwrewflEsid S euuilrd @)ewL &L 1q
9 6wfls GlumesTearTsv GlFiIS% cuessTawTE FMId6lHTL 196D



Guenfl 2_erdh@ L1 Llrweir afl(hsbemesr
wrewils @GmerGer sTGVGsLT

emeauwid enhsTEer HTCVEVT

44. Nanmuhan made a beautiful gold cradle

studded with rubies and diamonds and sent it to you with love.

You went to Mahabali in the form of a dwarf.

Thalelo, you measured the world, thalelo.

2 WL WTT SH6dTLoevwf] Guim(H) spevdr LOTHIOTLDLY,
Qv allrailds Carss sThlh 65 1LpHGerm ()b
allenL 7 HTLTe FFeT all(D\SHS TedT

2 swLwmil 9CYed Cpsv $TCVGsVT

2 V&L Y eThsTCer HTCLGVT
45. Kabali, Shiva who rides a bull,
sent you a golden ornament
studded with precious diamonds for your waist
and a beautiful garland that was tied together
with pomegranate flowers for a waistband.
You are the god who holds all lives within you.
Do not cry, do not cry. thalelo,

you measured the world for Mahabali, thalelo.

6T SO mesTT i 6T H)(HLOTTeuM & F

FhLD HPHW STLEDTSH HTETH S

@) hFH T HTEWILD 6TLPI6L 2_6L_d5 Sl6vord5]usl]

Bbgl 2 euermil Bletmrer TGV GV
SHTLOENT S HevTenT et HTCLGVT

46. O dear god,

the goddess Lakshmi stays on your beautiful chest.

The king of the gods Indra brought musical anklets
for your lovely fragrant lotus feet,
gave it to you and stood nearby, thalelo.

Your eyes are as beautiful as lotuses, thalelo.

Fh1&l6T eusvLbL b CFeulyds Flevsrdlesflu)id
I BIHEF Fifleuewaruid HTEWILD He»TSH06\SML(HLD

(1)



24

9| BIH T alFH DLV oTiHeT CUTSBHBHTT
ClFBISH T & (H(LpH Cev HTCLGVT
Cxpeusl AnisG sTCGLGT (4)
47. Your body is dark as a cloud.
Your eyes are beautiful.
The gods in the sky came and gave you
a valampuri conch, musical kolusu for your divine feet,
round bangles for your beautiful hands,
a sacred thread for your chest and a waistband.
O you lion-like son of Devaki,

thalelo, thalelo.

6TLHl6L T Sl(HLOT T Y@ T GLD (J)eweu 6T6TM)
S bLenL_ )b YT epLd Gl messr(h

U @)V GlEHremL_wiredT euullddreuewrssr

Qs rpsgl 2 suermii BlesTmrer TGV EsVT

Srwet] sussstenstSevr &T GGV T (5)
48. As Vaishravanan, Kuberan
who gives generously to all without discriminating,
thought that a beautiful aimbadaithali
and a necklace would be suitable
for your beautiful chest where Lakshmi stays.
He brings them, stands away from you
and worships you.

Thalelo, your body is as beautiful as a blue sapphire, thalelo.

PDH% 56016 el (1psSBledT (LD
FTSIL LeueT(pLd Fhhd Fifleusneru|Ld
LT & 6TET M) 61(hEWT6T 6l (hb b TedT
Cardld &L wprgwmis sTGsVGsVT

&hBHTdh CHmerGer sTGLBsLT (6)
49. Varunan thought that a necklace
made of shining pearls born in a roaring ocean,
precious high quality coral,

and bangles made of singing conches
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would be suitable for you and sent them to you.
You are decorated with a shining crown, thalelo!

You have handsome arms, thalelo.

ST QT HMIHHILPTII 6956 FIiIS 3 ewTevvt]u]Ld

ouTedT T C1F1PEhCFTMEVEH SDLISHSHSBET 6uTF 6w u|LD
Gxpetr 9T VTG Fl(HLomiensd CUTSSbHS T6T
CarGerr 9 GLpsv 9 Cpev HTEVGsVIT

GHLBW®BHSH HlL_hsTCer HTCVELT (7)
50. The divine Lakshmi who stays on a lotus that drips honey
sent you a garland of forest Thulasi
and a garland of karpaga flowers
that bloomed in the fertile grove in the sky
to tie around your forehead.
O king, do not cry, do not cry, thalelo,

you sleep on Adishesha in Kudandai, thalelo.

&FOFTH GuThHaflend HTIDL| H6sTHeUMET
2 5 wenflFaH 1y QPedTaTsT Blewrls Glrmyy,

I FFBMWIS G, 6TOTM Sjeussiiuimst CLITSHBHHS 6T
BEFFHLPeweV 2 ewrL_mill TEVEsvT

prrTwenttT 9Ged $TGGVr (8)
51. O Achuda! The earth goddess sent a dress,
a small golden sword with a handle, golden bangles,
a diamond ornament for your forehead
and a shining golden flower on a stalk for you.
You drank the poison
from the breast of Puthana, thalelo.

O Narayana! Do not cry, thalelo.

Qs B HLd Bresris GlLmig Gluim(h) LoEhFEHLD
CFUIW BL_BISTINIH G D EHFITUPLD FHGHIT(LPLD
Qeuinu HeweLILITS] G\ETeRT(H 2 _aueaTTil BlesTmTsiT
owr 9Cyed 9 Cpsv $TELGEsVT
T BISSS ewewTiiT@esr $TELEVIT (9)

52. Durga, the goddess who rides on a heroic deer



sent you fragrant powder to put on your body,
turmeric for your bath,

kohl for your beautiful large eyes

and red kumkum to decorate your forehead.

O dear child, do not cry, do not cry.,

Thalelo, you sleep on a snake bed in Srirangam, thalelo.

QUEHFHSITIITEV 6Ubp CLIIFSF (Lpewmev 2 _eusrL_
9| 6HFEIT 61 6VIT 6UTT 61 63T %uhécﬁ STOTL_1g W

CFEpClFTeL emmwsui G&Fi Lgeweuls L L 6T GlFTeL
6TEHFTEMLD QUEVEVA TS E, @)sVemev (J)L_THTCevr

53. The Pattan of Puduvai composed lullaby songs
that Yashoda sang for kohl-colored Kannan

who drank milk from the breast of the cunning Puthana
when she came to kill him.

The lives of the devotees

who learn these poems well and recite them

will be free of all difficulties.

Ambulipparuvam - Yashoda calls the moon to come and play with Kannan

Quflwmripeuri & wGlwmrf bLjedls LighauLd

BHSTPHSHHIF FL_1g GTHISHS THISDH HeulpheH G
CUITeT (Lp&ds FlevvTalewt] Il LS | e»emssledtm medr
6T6TLO &6 CHTallbH T Fn FlewerT )6 0T L0

BISST(LPSHLD HewTamIem sleL b @)BiICHs Crrasdll Gur

54. As he crawls and plays in the sand making himself dirty,

the chutti ornament on his forehead swings around
and the golden kingini bells on his feet ring loudly.

O young beautiful moon! If you have eyes on your face,

come here and see the mischievous play of my son Govindan.

6T6dT FMId&HL_L_6T 6163, spii (B)6dTev1(Lpgy 6TLDLI T T6dT
BT AMISHENSHHETTEV HTL_19d STL_LG )WL 60T D TedT

(1)
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9| E€HFEUT 6UHTENTSTT(H YL 60 L 2 MHGuisv

EhFsL ewMWITES M 1o EHIPHEHI §pIq 6uT (2)
55. He is my small child!

He is my dear child and he is sweet nectar for me.

He calls you with his small hands

pointing to you again and again.

If you really want to play with the dark-colored one

do not hid in the clouds.

O lovely moon, come running happily to play with him.

FHMHMID spefleul’ L 1b GHLphgh CFTH LiTh 6TmhIELD
sT5Bmear GlFIullepIb 6TedTISH 6T (LpsHLd CBHOTTeteu Tl

allg B H6T CaUBISL QUTNTET 2_siTenet ailafldhelerm

waGH0D CHreaurGo sl S48 @ig eur )

56. Even though you are surrounded by a shining wheel of light

and you spread light everywhere,

whatever you do, you cannot match the beauty of my son’s face.

He is clever.

The god of Venkatam hills calls you.

O lovely moon, come quickly. Don’t make him keep pointing at you and hurt his
hands.

O lovely moon, come running happily to play with him.

FEBTEH WBUIEHT FL_BIGEITRTT6V VT allLflsg)

5 5emeVGLO6V @) (Hbgl 2 eTewaT@uw Fi 198 HTL_(HILD &Tevor

B5H5HH MBI CweL FHFHTT Fevib GlFIWTES

Ww&aL CUMTSH VL 65T HsVemeVGILIS) U &6uoTL Tl (4)
57. As | hold him on my waist,

my son opens his flower-like eyes wide

and calls you as he points to you with his sweet fingers.

O bright moon,

if you know what is good for you, don’t try to fool us.

You aren’t someone who doesn’t know

how precious a child is. Come and see him.
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Ialw eurullev 9 pd 20rmsv Glgeafleym
LOLPEWSY (PDMTH B)6TEHOIFTEVEVTEV 2 _63T6W6ITd> T 351651 M T 6BT
GYaHeT FAfSTer gmeud gneu b CUTHCuisv

yewpullev 9 srCs mlerOlFall s wr wh (5)
58. He calls you loudly with his prattling words

that come from his beautiful nectar-filled mouth.

You move without stopping,

even when the beautiful one, Sridharan,

the god who is in all, calls you again and again.

Does that mean that your ears are stopped up

and you cannot hear if someone calls you?

Tell me, O wonderful shining moon.

SHWTOIL_TH) FHHTLD FTTHBIGLD 6JHGHILD FHL_d>6W5UI6HT
Her U6 ETeTend & HFlE ClaT L rall Clarsirdlssrmmesr
2_6NTL (PEWEVLILITEY HMT HeWTL Ml 2 Ml HTeillgev

aflausTHevflev LedTedflw Lo W& allewrhgl §pLg eur (6)
59. He is the god who carries a club, a discus

and a conch in his strong hands.

He wants to sleep and yawns.

If he does not sleep

he cannot digest the milk that he drank.

O lovely moon, you are merely wandering in the sky.

Run and come quickly to him.

LTeV&H 6T 6TedTm) LiflLieuld GFiiGuisy LIsST(®) §pi [HT6iT
94,6065 @)em6V su6TiThdb FMISHHET 66T (3)6r6dT
Guosv eTpls LTibg) Lilig & %156l TsiTEnHLD Glou @ EmELosy

wrews WHWTCS r e WHPHGI spLg eur (7)
60. Don’t ignore him thinking that he is just a little boy.

He is the same crazy one who slept on a banyan leaf

in an ancient time.

If he gets mad at you, he will jump on you and catch you.

Don’t disrespect him. He is the god Maal.

O lovely moon, run and quickly come happily.
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FAPlwedr eTedTm) 6163 )6 EH FBISHMS ()% ELP6V FHevoTL Tl
FAmiewouileit euridHewBeww wreusdluilew g GlFsTm Gseir
FAmiewots lewy Cameiraflsy Fujb o st CHemeaud @ o flewws & mevor
Blewmiod CBBLTY allenThdl 2 6TeN6dTd: Fn d5l6dTM T6dT (8)
61. Don’t ignore him thinking that he is a small child.

See, he is like a young lion.

Go and ask the king Mahabali

about the few words that the god has spoken to him.

If you make a mistake and think

that he is not strong,

you will soon be needing his help.

O full moon, Nedumaal calls you to come to him soon.

Srifluilev CleueTOlewTIl HL_Biewa T el Lpmidw

Guenip suullHmy 6TIDLITTET HEWTL_TUI 2 _6ITENEITS Fon 351637 T 63T
APCETET(H) 2 _ssTewer sl UM F)eDewev STt
suTL 2 WIS Guisd T 10F WAPHEI @iy eur (9)
62. He is our god who took butter

from the pots with his small hands

and swallowed as much as he wanted.

His stomach is full and looks like a pot.

He is calling you loudly.

If you don’t come

he will throw his discus at you,

there is no doubt about it.

O lovely moon, if you want to survive,

run and come happily.

WG SL_hI HewTewt WEFTNSH SIS F, @)emeo

ST ClFT6VE 2 _WTdHS LTMHMLD sperflLySHTT
allgsamer alll(HFssH6T ailflsgs SO (F)ewsu

THHMSTW LD CIFT6V6V 6usDVEUTH G @)L T §)VewevCu (10)
63. Yashoda's large eyes are decorated with kohl.

She called the moon to come to play with her son.
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Vishnuchithan, the poet of flourishing Villiputhur
composed these Tamil poems

that describe what Yashoda said.

No trouble will come to those

who recite all these poems.

Sengeeraipparuvam
Quflwmipeuri Fwewrfl - ClFbiSemrs L@msauLD

Yashoda describes how Kannan crawls.

2w 2 6V@ UL GGl 2 6Tl entleuullpm
2ar1 (1Ol Tm) 2ar1f] L1V 2y 60l6oT (&) emeVUISH 6T ELo6V
ewLiw 2 Guir@-guilev Glamewr LiribLrGesr
UBISW b6 BUesTdhd) 3 ehFer Groevt!wGesr
G FIweueT Bl6iT HBH6VLD CFLOLD 6T6VTd & (H
ClFsvey ClUTES W&HTEH HTHI Hlas1pHGI (J)sVH
oW 6T S & §p(HBT6V Y (H& GIFBIK e»T

Quisst CurCren 6% AH5Ga (1)
64. You have created the world
and swallowed it into your beautiful stomach.
You are the highest god
and you sleep gently on a banyan leave
that floats on the ocean
whenever the world ends and begins again.
Your eyes are long and beautiful like lotus flowers.
You have a dark body like kohl.
Your ears are decorated with precious shining emeralds.
O dear one, crawl gently.
Do not shake the goddess of wealth, Lakshmi,
who stays on your chest.
You should think of her safety.
Shake your head and crawl for me once.
You are the bull who fights for the cowherds.

Crawl, crawl.



Garerfluilest 2 (Houm ClBTEHTH |6 T 2 L 6VLD
GBS G 6T Fn T 2 FlTTeL GemL_6umiil
e jeusiToHemeT GlUIbDewL Cl&TeTdh &(HB!
Gemsv TTLF] % EF GlouEasTH surd
&Ter BeT GLosLenel HeV6leVT(H Hred Glumluid
& (HF) UHT GEWL_WTEH HTeOlH6T & TLiLIeuGesr
Y6 6TV & P(HHTEV Y (h% ClFBISew T

uirser CUTCrCm 2 Hs i (H%Csu
65. You wanted to prove
what Hiranyan’s son Prahaladan said was true
and took the form of a man-lion
and split Hiranyan’s body with your sharp nails
as the Rakshasa'’s blood flowed out and spread everywhere.
When Indra the king of gods was angry with you
because you ate the food that the cowherds had kept for him
and he made the dark clouds pour stones as rain
and the winds blow wildly,
you carried Govardhana mountain as an umbrella
and protected the cows.
Shake your head and crawl for me once.
You are the bull who fights for the cowherds.

Crawl, crawl.

BLopewL BTG BresTwemmuilest GummEear
Brelujsir BHSLO6V BTG (LPHENIH ) 6P (b T6V

BHIDLOEW ST 9, 6vT61 BV & T 6301 &6V (Lp (LPKHILD
STTenSuWiledr 2 0@ HLall H6sT LM LPLD

allibio euerihgeuGer Geurppid erLp eflewr_ujib
allrailw Gousmevssn)eir GlousiTm 6 (mHLosuSevr

O|LDLD 6T6¥T &) R(HHT6V (Do ClFBILHT
Quirser CUTETCm B i, (H%Csu

66. You are our chief.

You are the meaning of all the four Vedas.

You are the mother of Nanmuhan

who stays on a beautiful lotus on your navel.

(2)
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You grew tall, crossing all the earth,

the world of the stars and anything above them for Mahabali.
You conquered the elephant Kuvalayabeedam

and the seven bulls that came to fight with you.

O dear one, shake your head and crawl for me once.

You are the bull who fights for the cowherds.

Crawl, crawl.

QUTSTEUTHTLD LOSILP QUEHT FEHL LD 2_(HET

auEhF (PewevICLIUIeT BEhFLD LI 2 6voTL_6uGSevt
&Teurs 6usD alerailedr STl 2 Flrd & mPlH

HTMI 9B ClBTET® eTWlu|Ld H(HBIM 6T63THBTEM
ChremIHemID (preyId SlewTHIm6eD Glown b Tdsedr

eTedTLIOUT STID WOIgWF GCF([H BT GClFeLeILD
DY, EMEVT 6TEUT S (& 62(HBT6V Y (H& GlFBIK 6w T

uirser CUTETCm 9 Hs i (H%Csu
67. You fought with Sakatasuran and killed him
and the gods in the sky rejoiced.
You drank the poison from the breasts
of the cunning devil Puthana and killed her.
You threw Vathsasuran who came in the form of a calf
on Kabithasuran who stood disguised as a wood-apple tree
and killed both of them.
You are the elephant who fought
with the strong Rakshasas Thenahan, Muran
and cruel Vennarahan in a terrible battle and killed them.
O dear one, shake your head and crawl for me once.
You are the bull who fights for the cowherds.

Crawl, crawl.

&Gl S TeYH HUil(HLD 6UTIT&LP6V HEITLOL 61T T

aus 6T GBI Heareursy eumifl afl(pBId) o BIE
5D (D)eWEWTLD(HBHLD 2_63T6vf 1l 6UHH6eUH T

2or(h &I GTT(HID 2 Hlur GleupbgmGsvmil
PSS GloTDINISD (PDD oGS LpsiT

(LPpSITEIT (LpH GG 6wty T GILOT I EHLPEVSET Hjemevul
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uirser CUTCrCm B i (H%Csu

68. You stole and swallowed yogurt and ghee

kept by the beautiful cowherd women

who have beautiful long curly hair.

You, the strong god, kicked with your legs

and fought with your hands the two Asuras

who came in the form of marudam trees.

You do not know how to smile

with your pearl-like small teeth yet.

You crawl and dance

as your beautiful thick hair sways.

O dear one, shake your head and crawl for me once.

You are the bull who fights for the cowherds. Crawl, crawl.

STW L6VTHBMmeuT &(hHpdls CGLimed 2 (Heum
&mewrss T whHallD sreaflwer 2 FflullGev
STw LD LiuleY|d FHSHI eTedTF mieum
SIBI% WSS uller Gesmiby Lnjgs5euGesr
QLD Wb CLIT(HeUTsIT 6T TeUBHSH LDEVEM 6V
SAbBrD ReTHl PG g Hrerleewruimiis
DUl 6TEI S &, R(HBTEV (% ClFBIS T

uirser CUTETCm B i (H%Csu
69. You have the color of a dark kayam flower.
Your body is in the color of the dark cloud.
O my little child! You are the beautiful god
who danced on the top of the snake Kalingan
who lived in a deep pool in the forest.
You took away the tusks of
the strong rutting elephant Kuvalayabeedam.
You fought and killed the wrestlers
who came to fight with you, looking for the right time,
and then danced with your two feet.
O dear cowherd!

Shake your head and crawl for me once.

®)
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You are the bull who fights for the cowherds.

Crawl, crawl.

SILIL 2 6WL_ Y UITHET HLD CIFT6V eU(LPEUTSHI 69 (HHT6V

ST &HHBIGLYeY BH CHTemsHOUlley emevriL
BLILe»eTSHET DT BV ailswi_ 671p el

[H6V6V SIMeD 2_6»L_ U BTHWILD 63761 Gevr
sliller Letewensswens seoridl@ Cardlsd

F63fl ph ChT HLallGSTOWT®H g 19 W 6T6dT
IILILI 6T6VTS & R(HBTEV Y (h% OlFBIS eI

uirser CUTCrCm 2 Hs i, (H%Csu
70. You listened to the words of the strong cowherds,
fought and controlled seven strong bulls
and married Nappinnai, lovely as a peacock,
who has beautiful dark hair.
You went on a bright shining chariot,
searched for the children who were lost,
found them and brought them back to their mother.
O dear one, shake your head and crawl for me once.
You are the bull who fights for the cowherds.

Crawl, crawl.

2 _siTemesTu|ld pdhEemevuiln GlsTenT(h HLb @)6v LoHall
2_GTOITT(H) SHBIKHET &(Hdbdg! Qpuilesr GlFiig) eumHLd
FHEOT6VTI W (HLD LOSILD HEWITL_6U T 56307 (& 61T I
sHmeur Ggmmleur GUHM eT6sTd @ ) (Hefl
LOGITEW)| (&Ml Lgw Tl GleusiTarem MWITiI LOFl6V @Lp
GFTemsVLDEMsVE: & T CF HTewTL TSI 3 (LPBDH
6T63T 9J6U6VLD FHewaTeuTil S (hd ClFBIL e

TP 2 WD 2L wris HHS 2%H5Ceu
71. The cowherd women carry you on their waists,
take you to their homes,
do whatever they like to do with you
and take care of you with love.

Young girls who see you become happy.

You give your grace to the learned ones who praise you.

(7)
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You stay in the eternal Thirukkurungudi.

You are the god of Thiruvellarai.

You are the king of Solaimalai surrounded with forts.
You are the nectar that stays in Kannapuram

Give me your grace and remove my SOrrows.

O dear one, shake your head and crawl.

You are the god of all the seven worlds.

Crawl, crawl.

uTGeT® GBit Hulli spevor FTHOIHTH FeWwTLISLPLD
LUBISUWILD [h6V6V & (HLILLT(IPLD BT eur

@amev pmIbLINETE GFhgIeuT euTullesflenL g
Gamwer Glauseafl pemer GLiTed Fsv LIV @)V

b6V BIDGGI PHTT @ibLisnL_ullsst BHGeu
plesr seflourin 9| upso @Hoi poIbs el
TV ewMLIGLTHBar 9 (H% ClFBIS T

sT1p 2 V@G 2 ewL Wil 4 H% % H%HCa
72. When you crawl,
the fragrance of milk, ghee, yogurt,
pure sandalwood, shenbaga flowers, lotuses
and good camphor spreads everywhere.
The tiny teeth in your lovely mouth that is red as coral
shine like beautiful small silver stars.
The nectar that is as sweet as a fruit
drips slowly from your mouth and runs through
the lovely aimbadaithali on your blue chest.
You are the perfect meaning of the four Vedas.
Shake your head and crawl.
You are the god of all the seven worlds.

Crawl, crawl.

CFBISH VG Hpedlh ANMIsL CuTsy allredln
Gxir Flo1p Y LhlsEpLD Hlewtdlenflud emruiln
SHbigslw ClUTeToUL (LpLD STET BT LOTGI6» 6T uilsdT
LOleurT® GlumrsiTweswflujid Grglrwpid Slmlujib

LOBIGEV DL WD CHTeTeUsHETU LD &6eWLPU|LD

35



36

&I (PLD euTeflsEpLd Fi1gujb s (3)6V%
6TRIGET G195 TCF B ClFBIS T

LD 2 V&L 2 ewLwmil HB 2 HEHCeu (10)
73. Small silver rings decorate the tiny soft petal-like toes
on your red lotus feet.
Your feet are decorated with kinginis.
Your waist is decorated with a golden chain
mingled with beautiful pomegranite flowers.
Your arms are decorated with rings and bracelets.
An auspicious aimpadaithali beautifies your chest.
Your ears are decorated with emerald ear rings,
and vali ornaments.
A chutti ornament shines on your forehead.
O king of our tribe,
shake your head and crawl.
You are the god of all the seven worlds.

Crawl, crawl.

9|eITeT(LPLD LOl&ST 2_(HeyLd yerifluid &HmEpLd
DY, EWLOUJLD 2 6uT6UGET QY UITH6T BT Wi Sevr
6T63T 9J6U6VLD HewaTeuTil S (hb ClFBIL e
671p 2 VG 2 oL Wil Y BH% Y HS eTedTmI
OISITTHEWL LOL_6uTsiT HCFTews 2 _&hg Lifla
Q6T LBLPLI LGHlemeult LIL L 63T 2_e»Tdhd HLOILp
®)siresflewd WTeweVLHST B)U1 LIGGILD eUEVEVTT 2 60556V
TOTSmFW LD LHLp L& & B)edTLILD g 6TiigIeuCT (11)
74. Yashoda, the beautiful one
who walks like a swan praised her divine child, saying,
“O chief of cowherds!
You took the form of a swan, a fish, a man lion, a dwarf and a turtle.
Remove my sorrows. Shake your head and crawl.
You are the lord of all the seven worlds. Crawl, crawl.”
The famous Pattan of Puduvai composed
ten Tamil poems that describe how Yashoda told of her son crawling.

Those who recite these ten Tamil poems



will become famous in all the eight directions

and be happy.

Qulwmipeuri Fwowmf) - Fliurenfld LieuLd
Chappaanipparuvam. Clapping hands.
Yashoda asks Kannan to clap his hands.

LoTewsilGHd sslewrdslent] i o@nbisler GLosv
et GlureTerTd G\Fii%H D UIGILITET 2 _ewL_ Loewsf]
Guenfl LeuaTouTII (1pd5HIE)VBISH LissT(H

HTesvt] ClHBTERTL_ 6WHBATTED FL1LIT6ss!
&(HBIGLD &L L Gevr FL1LITevvf]
75. The ruby kinginis on your feet jingle.
Your waist is decorated with a precious golden chain.
In your coral mouth, your pearl-like teeth shine.
Clap your hands
that took the land from the king Mahabali.
O little one with dark curly hair,

clap your hands.

CuTeT HeWTBTGIRTT(H LoTevwT G d5levordslewf]
BT YOI YL HIMNF sri1q TIPS L

61637 9w CosVBleiTm @) Hg 2 BIS6T Wi HLD
63T T GLosy Gl T L mit FLiLmesv]

wrweuGer BTl _Lmil &FliLmesst
76. The bells tied on the golden chain on your waist,
and the kingini bells decorated with rubies
that are tied on your waist jingle.
The chutti ornament on your forehead swings.

O magical one! Come down from my lap

and go sit on the lap of the chief of cowherds Nandagopan,

your father, and clap your hands.

Clap your hands.

(2)
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L6V Lo6wst] (pddy (B)STLIUETID Ligld D 6dT6sT

6T6dT LoewvTleueusTanTerT (R)6VmbiE, CluTH GH T 16T GLosv
[Bl63T Lewfleumiil (PpdgI (3)6VBI% BT )LD6W LDS 65T

9 Lboevsf] GLosv Gl T L_mit FLiLiTesf]

Qplwiml 693w Gevr FLiLImeust] (3)
77. O my child colored like a blue sapphire!
Your shining golden earrings are studded
with many diamonds, pearls and precious corals.
You smile with your jewel-like mouth
that makes your face lovely.
Come to your mother’s lap and clap your hands.
You carry the discus in your beautiful hand,

clap your hands.

sT BleoTypmmsCs Curhg allenerwime_
eUTedT BleVT LDL|6S FHFTT eum 6TdT M)

5 BT BIH LSLTHISTDH Wi LD

Gam plevrey G T Lmil FUiLTes]
GLbWHS HL_bbTCesr FLILITewT (4)
78. Your father, the chief of the cowherds,
called the moon, saying,
“O bright moon! You crawl in the sky!
Come to our porch, shine with your white rays
and play with my child.”
Clap your hands so that your father,
the chief of the cowherds
who praises you, will be happy.
You sleep on the water in Thirukudandai,

clap your hands.

Hlagullh Gemid Lglub CsTasBGabs)
L1 HPpHF B L& @ MlwTGio

Fl1gd suilpd HL_Taileflsv GlousHTElewwT D 2 6301
ul1gdh HTCM GleBmLLmt FliLimesf]

upuBTUT CBTLLmit FliLmest] (5)

79. You filled your hands with mud and dirt
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from the cowherd village and threw them at me.

You entered our house when | was not there
and stole yogurt and butter from large pots.
You are like a loose calf that is not tied.
Clap your hands,

O Padmanabha! Clap your hands.

Srfldg BIHMIeUT HHews GFTH GClETeTenTg)
Guri 2 158 eubGl L|&HbSeT LD6ST 6L
urrnq'a_'r;g, LOGBTEUTIT LIL_LI LIGHF6UT S & S(6TMmI
Cai 2 liIGSH NEBHOTTEV FLILITEwT

Cxpeusl AmisGo FLiLimenf]
80. A hundred Kauravas did not
listen to their father’s advice

and came to fight with the Pandavas.

You became the charioteer for Arjuna in the battle

and destroyed the Kauravas who wanted to rule the land.

Clap your hands that drove the chariot.

O lion-like son of Devaki, clap your hands.

urhSIL®H BleTm LBHBL 6V F6dTemevT
@bl L ewasdGlosy sTHlFlewr Corsd
STHSIL_(H BTN HL W6V HeVBISHF
FIh OBHTL L 6wSHHETTED FLILITEUDH

FrimiIs ol HenduwGesr FLiLITev]

81. When Varunan hid and sent arrows to stop you

from building a bridge to Lanka,

as Rama, you shot arrows to calm the waves of the ocean

and the ocean allowed you to go to Lanka.
Clap with the hands that carry the bow Sarnga

that shot those arrows. Clap your hands.

GIBIE P)THHTEE HEWTHL 6V & 6iT6w 6T
QB (HdHa] SjemenT HL1g BT B F)eUBIeND
ITHET el B HenevwtimGe

QB (HdHSIW DBHOTT6V FLiLIT6wT]
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82. When you came as Rama to the earth,
the monkeys, your helpers, built a strong bridge
on the roaring ocean.
You shot your arrows on the battlefield
and destroyed the Rakshasas
who ruled Lanka surrounded with wide oceans.
Clap your hands that shot those arrows.

You who carry the discus in your hands, clap your hands.

9B @) L HTewenT jsust S L 951G
eueTTHSIL(h surer 2 i Hibis 2 (Heuml

2 6mfh CGTL_(H) (3)T6v0T] WIS RENTLOTIT6Y HFH6VLD
Uerb Sl L ewassarmsv aLiLimesst]

Guit pewev 2 _evorL_T@evT FLILIT6vsH] (9)
83. You came out of the tall pillar
in the form of a huge man-lion
when Hiranyan broke it and you split open his strong chest
with your shining fingernails.
Clap with the hands that did that heroic deed.
You drank the milk from the breasts
of the female devil Puthana and killed her.

Clap your hands.

WL BB () DLOTTEHET Y LPHL 6V & 6dT6m6vT
lewL_ b B WHSTLD hHSHTeH BTL Ly

QuLLD &M euTHS sushTHUIm o5
SO L DSHHETTED FLILITEUDH

ST (LP6D 61165076301 @6vT FLILIT 6w (10)
84. When the gods churned the deep milky ocean,
you joined them and helped them
using the mountain Manthara as a churning stick
and the snake Vasuki as the strong rope.
Clap with the hands that churned the milky ocean.

You are as beautiful as dark clouds,
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clap your hands.

L Glameirarg Corarmlu g wiisd CHrallener

BT s LT eflsVedlLdhgTits Ll L 6T

Coul swaswmsy ClFTeTedT FLILITEWT FFew T b LD

Geaul swasuilermsv GlFmsvspisumi ailewerr GLimg G (11)
85. Vishnu Pattan of Villiputhur

that is surrounded by blooming groves

that spread fragrance all day

composed with love ten Tamil poems praising Kannan,
the king of the cowherds, born to protect the cowherds.
The karma of the devotees who recite these ten poems
about the god clapping his hands

will disappear.

Cuflwrpeuri FHG T - SeriHewL_L1 LiheaiLd
Talarnadaipparuvam. Toddling.
Yashoda describes how Kannan walks as a toddler.

QL FBISleOlena FeLTT-LleVTT 6T6HT6IT
HTI& GlLresTLoest] spedlliLiLy

u® PLowSL LesTs GFTT 6umyewrid
ewLIw BledTm) 2erieudy) GLimev

2 L 63T dnlgds SlevurdSlewst] o reumiflli
2 _6WL_ L6l LI HMkI%H

BL_[b HTerflenewwt Ol Tesvr(h) & T higLITesst

BT BeVL [bL_suTGeorm (1)
86. An elephant tied to a chain on his feet,
dripping with ichor,
walks slowly as his chain makes the noise, “chalar, pilar,”
and the golden bells hanging on both side of him ring.
Just like that won’t my child
who carries the Sarnga bow

walk as the bells of the kinginis
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that decorate his feet ring loudly?
Won't he toddle with his lovely feet?

QFsaflewL mievflsClaTLmH GohresTmih
fAmillenp pewers Guimrsv

& OFH Gleureuriis slewrenent LG
perfli GlausnTLIe) (Lpswer (J)svss

& GHULLD 2Dl WL S M6l
LL,603TL_ | 63T [ % &F ULI 63T 65T
S5 DT LDEwST6163TEWT6IT 61 TG 61 65T

SN HewL_ BL_6uTEerT (2)
87. The sapphire-colored god who sleeps on Adishesha,
was born to Vasudeva.
He is decorated with a chain made of shell on his waist
and a pendant in the form of a turtle.
Won't he toddle as his small white teeth
in his coral mouth shine

like the crescent moon in the red sky?

LledTenId Gl miguyd i GleuevsT FlmigkErHLD
GLp uflGeuL_wpomiiirs

Ulstrearh gl16vBIG LD TFlemevu|id
555 ADmrenL_Gluwm@Hib

wlesterflp GlLredbs i HTiLpHled GLTevds

& (WHFeflh &TewmEwTHID
Herestlh GlLTedlbs )Ly CohFeor

SHOTTHewL HLeurGesrm (3)
88. He, Rishikesa, the bright one,
wears a chain that shines like lightning.
His hair is decorated with an arasilai ornament
that shines like the white moon.
He wears a silk dress.
His dark cloud-like neck is decorated
with the bright golden Karai ornament
that shines like lightning.
He is like a bright light.
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Won'’t he toddle?

FSTIH GLLD FDHSTV RE5) 2ewflés
HenTHenT S5 2 aubhgi
PSST eufbg) BlSSTDI PSHID H(HLD 6TedT
(LpSF]6V 6L VT ERTEDT G (LD T T 621 65T
SeTemesTLl GILHEMHM &S HeTeUTIl ) (LpSHLD
B3| 6T HerfliL1Lild: s ed1m medt
ST 6THMI LOTHDEVT VST L5 CH
ST HewL HL_6uTEesrT 4)
89. As the dark cloud-colored god
who holds Lakshmi on his chest
laughs with the sound “gana, gana,”
it sounds like sugarcane juice
pouring through the hole of a pot.
He delights his parents
as he comes and kisses them with his sweet nectar-like mouth.

Won't he toddle on his enemies’ heads and conquer them?

(Lp6dT B6V 81T Gleusirarflls GlLI(HLOEWEVS (&L L 65T
QurGewr®H allenrbg L L
Ulsirewesrs GSTL_THoHH @ H(HLOEWEVS &L L 63T
CuwiThg g uilBheugs GLmsv
uesTedf] 2 _s0a1b LiTall peumls LSl
LeVBH6)6IT 6T6OTER)LD
H6oT BIOLY gL 11 LI63T g L& GClFsV6uTedT
ST HewL HLeurGevrm (5)
90. As the little Kannan runs fast behind his elder brother,
Baladeva who is praised by the whole world,
he looks like a dark baby mountain
running quickly behind a large silver mountain.

Won't the little child who runs behind his good brother toddle?

s2(H HTedlM FBIE (1 STOIH FHHTLD
2 sireriy CUTMYISE| WL HS

@)® HTeYImI CETEUT(H B Y BIE 6TPSerTHELITEL
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SN BHewL_ L _6uTEerT
91. He has on his right foot the sign of a conch
and on his left foot the sign of a wheel.

When he walks with his two feet

he makes the marks of the wheel and conch on the ground.

He toddles and gives me a flood of the joy again and again.

Won't the one who has the color of the dark ocean,
the father of Kama, toddle?

UL LBIena W LosVTeuTil Gl L
uestl L@ Fmugiefl Guimrsv

B)L_m1 GlETewnT ClFeueuTil 2ary] porm)
Qoo @omi efpplssTm

5DH6h CFH H(1pSH)6dT Lo6wvTlds & TeL GLITeL
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SN HewL_ L _6uTEerT
92. He walks as the saliva from his red lotus mouth
continually drips slowly like small cool drops of dew.
The bells that decorate his dress ring “gana gana”
like the bells that are tied on the neck of a strong bull.
Won't he who carries the bow Sarnga

toddle with his soft feet?

udaLb &(Heh FAmiiiurenm 15Cs
O (HOH6T LIS T HSHeW6vTILI
sGeuL b Qb1 sTHlS HTip
9|61 9J6VGH6V LWL GlLiwr
W&E&H6T 2 _eV&lesflh GlLniig) ymhwm
wenflds Gweall 2_mallsr

S5 DT LDEwST6163TEWT6IT 61T I (G F 61 65T
SHeMiBhenL_ BL6uTGeorT
93. When Vasudevan, the sapphire-colored one

came to the world in the form of a child,

(6)
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people had never seen such a marvelous child before.

He toddles as his shining chain made of shells
that decorates his waist sways like a white waterfall
falling on a black hill. Won't he toddle?

Qeuewnr L Com CLIiIG6\HTERT(H ewaTHDHH @I
GausFler &mmiseTn GLImsd

et Lpslwriy slflallsal et
Ay yaiuL elwisg)

spewr CGLITE SVTHLVF FIMIGHTEY 2_wMSH I
spedTmId GHreurGio

Bt CUITE| CaTeanTL Hallfler IFCs

SO HewL_ HL_6uTEerT
94. Thrivikraman plays throwing mud on himself

like a dark elephant calf

playing in the sand and pouring white dirt on his body.

Won't he toddle on the cool soft flower-covered earth

without hurting his small feet that are like freshly blooming lotuses

as his body sweats with small drops of water?
Won't he toddle?

Flewr BidF Fhdlr wenrTL_svd CuTevdF
CFmIFHewTLOTEY CHFeUEHT 65T

B BT PoH5SIH FIVBIG FL1g
BlB1pHGI 6TBIGD LewL GlLuwr

L BT SlewT 6T(Lp HBIsHIHUIlgVILD
CuflwGHTiT Hibs LIVID

H(h BTF FmFaantentid gHlererid CFTrs

SHeMiBenL_ BL euTEeorT

95. When Kesavan who has beautiful eyes

on his moon-like face toddles,

his chutti ornament shines and swings

like the shadow of the moon in rippling water.
The small drops of saliva dripping from his mouth

give boons to his devotees even more than the water

(9)

(10)
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of the Ganges that sprinkles drops from its rolling waves.
Won't he toddle?

QUIT HeVdFlesflev aubg G mesrmlus
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W& HemeTLl GlLmisuisGer (11)
96. The famous poet Vishnuchithan of the Veyar clan
described how the dark-colored god
who was born in the cowherd tribe
toddled giving joy to his mother
and making his enemies tremble.
Those who recite the poems of Vishnuchithan
will get children who will worship the feet

of that Maayan who has the color of a dark jewel.

Quflwrpeuri Flwelwmif) - 9FEFTL LIHeuLd
Achopparuvam - Yashoda Embraces Kannan. Acho - Acho, what a wonderful

thing it is? How sweet it is?

GureT @)wisL Slewrdlewt Hi1g DB HL 195

BT B)UI6V QRENF FEUEIT-F6V6IT 6T6T ML

et @wied Cosid eflewrha 6T eubHTmHELITEL
6T6dT B)wL_&& L LIT FCFT 9FCaFm

eTGLIHLOTeT surymis HFCFT 9FCFT (1)
97. O dear one, you run fast and come in front of me
like a cloud with lightning
as the golden kinginis that adorn your feet
make the sound “chalan, chalan.”
Come and stay on my waist. acho! acho!

O dear one, come and embrace me, acho, acho.
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98. As your dark hair falls on your coral mouth

it looks as if bees were coming to drink nectar on a red lotus.

Come and embrace me with your beautiful hands
that carry a conch, bow, sword, club and discus.
Come and stay on my waist. acho! acho!

Come and embrace me tightly. acho, acho.

LIEH&FQUT SHTSETTIILI LITTSHLD ma;@&u]@
BEhdF 2 LOlp Br&id Sl_bs bH LTINS LS
9| EpFLI LIswTSHSTELo6V LITiibFIL (B 9 (HeTOlFIiI%
9| EhFesTeusTeRT ST HFCFT 9 FCFT

it GlLmHTCer HFCFT HFCFT

99. O dear one, You went as a messenger

for the Pandavas and fought for them in the Bharatha war.

You entered the pond where the snake Kalingan lived
and killed him and gave your grace to the cowherds.
O you have the dark color of kohl, acho, acho.

O dear child of the cowherds,

come and embrace me, acho, acho.

BTYW FTHSLD BLOE @ )M BV, 6TET6TSH
Capfl ojeuend HmeywLin LF

et n evflemest 2 _6TGem p(HBIs jeTM)
oam 2_pallerrit FCFr oFCaFr

6T OLIpLOTST eurymil F8sT FCFT
100. You asked a hunch-backed woman
who was a servant of king Kamsan
to give you the fragrant sandal paste
that she was carrying for the king.

She took it and smeared it on your body

(2)

©)
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without being afraid of the king
and you straightened her back.
Come and embrace me, acho! acho!

O dear one, come and embrace me, acho, acho.

HLP6V LOEITSTT FLpds BT GLITeL alemmbiss)
sTVIMMI BTG @) (Hbgl 2 eTewerr GBI @ LD
Fpemev GlLfgl 2 ewL & gIFCFTHeTemevT
e ailPlssTCar 9FCFT HFEaFT

B 9w wHwCer HFCFT 9FCFT (5)
101. When you went to Duryodhana’s assembly,
he shone like a sun,
surrounded with kings decorated with heroic anklets.
He saw you and stood up first but sat down again
and looked at you angrily.
You looked at Duryodhana with fiery eyes
and destroyed his evil thoughts. acho, acho.
You carry a discus in your hand.

Come and embrace me, acho, acho.

Guri epdass LievsTest] @)1 LI UTewD &TLiLimesT
Cair &% 2aribs il ClFphHsTT aflFuwHas Tl
ST 5@ Cevfld & mLb ClLI(HBI %evorewst Sevr
TS HLPeuTl eubhg| FCFT HHFCFT
puirser CuT@r@m 9F8Fr 9 FGaFT (6)
102. You became the charioteer for Arjuna
who was decorated with beautiful garlands,
fought in the battle with the Pandavas
and removed the troubles of the earth.
Your eyes are big and dark.
Your body is as dark as a cloud.
Come and embrace me tightly, acho, acho.

You are the bull that fights for the cowherds, acho, acho.

lda ClumbLsLp wreusd Geustallullp
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D555 )G TN 6THTM STSTLD &6V
FEHBTET HEOTEMWTSH HI(HLOLTH SHleTmliw
FHHTEH wHWCeT HFCFT 9FCFT

FBISLD @)L S5TCaT 9FCFT HHFGFT (7)
103. When the rishi Sukrachariyar said it was not good to give the boons that
the dwarf asked
and wished to stop the sacrifice of the famous king Mahabali,
you became angry at the rishi and hurt his eyes with a stick.
You carry the wheel in your right hand, acho, acho.

You carry the conch in your left hand, acho, acho.

6T63T ()& LOMWILD? 6T6dT BLILIGHT Wb SBlevedT

(LpSTEN ST UEUITRNTELD G5 TEwT(H D|OTEUTIUI 6T63T6dT

weTe BLpFleww suresflh srpmmlws
wlerenl (pigwCer 9FCFT HHFGaFT

GounisL_surentGerr 9 FCFr 9FGFr (8)
104. When Namusi the son of Mahabali said, “What is this magic?
When you asked for land from my father,
you were in the form of a dwarf and now you have become
so tall that you measure the earth and the sky.
My father didn’t know your trick.
You should have taken your real form
when you asked for land and measured the earth,”
You grew angry, carried Namusi
and threw him down to the earth from the sky.
You are decorated with a shining crown,
embrace me, acho, acho.

You are the god of Thiruvenkatam, acho, acho.

HETL_ HL_gYILD LOEMEVU|LD 2_6V(F) 6T (LPLD
(LPERTL_5 515 & DMT (LPI6VEUETITERTT 6@ 6T M)
B)TEDL_F FeWL_(plg FFEIT ()76 TeiTem
LeTewL BlewmesTCear 9FCFT HHFEFT
wriealsd wmeuGer oFCar oFCFrT (9)

105. When Brahma'’s head was stuck on Shiva’s palm
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because of a curse, Shiva, who has matted hair,
came and begged you, saying,

“‘Even all the deep oceans, mountains

and the seven worlds cannot fill this Brahma’s head
that has stuck to my hand.

O you who have the color of a dark cloud, help me.”
You filled Brahma’s head with your blood.

Embrace me, acho, acho.

You have the mark Srivatsam on your chest. acho, acho.

gieoresflin Gufl(heiT @GLpHgI 2 Vs eLpL_
LOGITEUTI W (BTETLOEWM (PHMILD LD MBS L1
Uletr @)6u 2_svudlevflev G (peir Bmi1s 9jsTm)
Oj6iTerrLog) erTCer HFCFT HHFCFT
O (HLO®M SHHTEeT HFCFT 9FCFT (10)
106. Once when thick darkness covered the world
and all the four omnipresent Vedas disappeared,
you took the form of a swan
and removed the darkness of the earth.
Embrace me, acho, acho.

You taught the divine Vedas to the rishis, acho, acho.

[BFHOUTT (LPEST BIM & LD [6T T T UWIETEIT & 63T6W6uT
9 FCFT 6u(h% 6TITM)| Y UIFF 2 6w TS 6vT
W& jewf] TL L1 LgleneudSasrer Ll L 6T GlFTev

BlEFFVID LT(Heumi BT aflaxib o 6meu@r (11)
107. Yashoda called her son, Narayanan,

who presents himself in front of his devotees

who love him, and said, “Come, acho, acho!”.

Vishnuchithan, the chief of Puduvai city

that is filled with beautiful palaces and porches

composed poems with Yasoda’s words.

Those who recite these poems every day

will go to heaven and rule the sky.
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Quiflwmpsuri FHGwTLf - Ymibd Lj6La6D
Puram pulhal -- Yashoda describes how Kannan stands behind her and

embraces her.

aul_(h) BHGeu euaTiasledTn LoTewstldh -
Qurl () miswerTulled pewerssleTn 1pshEs GLimsv
QFTL_ R CFTL_ B sTerenrs gloflEas glaflsEs eTedr
GL_L_63T 6UbHFI 6TETEM6ITLI LM LDL|6VF) 6 T6dT
CarailbgbedT sTETEWSTLI LM LDL|6V 6 T6dT (1)
108. My little child comes
and embraces me from behind
as his ornaments make the sound “chottu, chottu.”
They sound as if pearls-like drops were dripping
from the top of shining diamond-like buds that grow in a garden.

Govindan comes and embraces me.

Hlewrdlewnt] HL_1985 W) H119 ewasuilesth
SBISWILD Q) (Hd WSS CsTL T L1965
BT HEWTHHTEV FHTT L b b

6T6IT 60T GWITEIT 6TETEMGITLI LM LDL|6V (&) 6 T6dT
6TLDLI | T63T 6T63T6W6BTLI LjMLDLY6V & 6U 63T (2)
109. My dear Kannan
decorated with kingini bells on his feet,
coral bracelets on his hands
and a chain on his neck,
dances, walks, comes beautifully
and embraces me from behind.

My lovely child, embraces me from behind.

F55db HBHGG1% HlL_bd GILIHEHGIFLaILD
5B CUIT (/bS5 6% TessT(h) 2_6E3T6VT Tl LOEUIT 2y 61T 62 65T
C&BTHH1H Heweveusit & lq6lsL g G mermlw
9SSBT 6UHG| 6TITEMSTLI L|MLDL|6V (6 T 63T
UWITSHET TN 6TEHT LjDLDL{6V S 6T 65T (3)
110. The highest god was born



to destroy the clan of the evil king Duryodhana,

who kept his abundant wealth and lands for himself
without sharing them with his relatives, the Pandavas.
He comes and embraces me from behind.

The bull among the cowherds

embraces me from behind.

BThSHEHD eTbIIW HIDL FTevr sTedTI
STRHS SRTEHFWD G A Srewfluiled
Coupsimer o 1”& allFwest wenfls FHawrGsair
26T, % 61 63T 6TEITEMWEITLI L|MLDL|6V (S, 6 T 63T

2 10LIT@SHTEIT 6TETEMEITLI LMD LDL|6V ) 6U T6dT (4)

111. The king of gods wished to help Arjuna,

driving the strong chariot decorated with jewels
and terrifying the Pandava enemy kings in battle.
Arjuna worshipped the god and said.
“You are the best among men and my refuge!
You carry the sword Nandagam.”

That king of gods embraces me from behind.

CleueiTHeVLt LIGSITID L1y aflewerwirigds
ST LIV OIS &(HbSHewpd STailedT & 1pLi
LIGUST L6V LIMLg L1 LIsVeVTeRT(h) @)ew&FLir Lieust(h)
LOGBST 116V O TeUdTL_T63T LjMLDLJ6V &6 T6dT

UTLDGUTGIT 6TEBTEMEITLI LY M LDL|6V F)6U T6dT (5)
112. The god took the form of Vamanan,
carried a brass pot and an umbrella,
sang songs under flourishing groves, played
and went to king Mahabali,
and took over the earth and the sky
as his devotees praised him, saying, “Pallandu!”
He comes and embraces me from behind.

That short Vamanan embraces me from behind.

FSSITID 6TbBld BH6vfl 6@ LDTevvf]wim il
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2 557 Geugluilsy BlesTn 6p(HoueHeIT
&S &TewwTd: %Tewt] LpHMILD Gl mewTL_
LSBT THTIedT L|DIDL{6V F6uT6dT
LT (61T [H& T6dT 6T63T L|MLDL|6V &6 T 63T (6)
113. The beautiful god who took the form
of a short bachelor, carried an umbrella
and went to king Mahabali’s sacrifice, asked for a boon,
and took the earth, the sky and all lands
as all the kings looked on.
He comes and embraces me from behind.
The god who measured the world

embraces me from behind.

QuUTHS 2 Tewevd HalllpdHg BTG 67

BGagH5 LTed HL_Teilesflev 6leuessrGlesoTuyid

Cwgss Smeauuilm 1 eflwpnislu

| SHET UHGI 6TTENITLI L|MLDL|6VF) 6 T 63T
O LPIWITEST 6TEOTEMEITLI LjMLDL|6V ) 6u T6dT (7)

114. The sweet child

turned over the wide-mouthed mortar,

climbed on it and stole the sweet milk

and butter in the pot, swallowed all of it

and filled his divine stomach.

He comes and embraces me from behind.

The god who carries the discus

embraces me from behind.

WPSHEDEU STEWT (P! LOSWID ST 6715145
FndF) 2 _aUbgl lgd GLPEVTeV (B)enF LITly
TS enDEWITT uenTBIS (F)ewLoiwiouT
T$D bS] 6TETENESTLI L|MLDL|6V (6 T 63T
6TLDLITITedT 6T6ITEMEUTLI LjMLDL{6V( 6 T6dT (8)
115. He climbed on a sand hillock
played his flute and danced a village dance

as the old cowherds of the village looked on happily.
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He is worshipped by rishis and praised by gods
and comes and embraces me from behind.

My sweet child comes and embraces me from behind.

SDUSS HTeY HHBSIW HTHe05HE,
@) LICLT LGl FreussT sTedTm @)HFTedT &mrallesflsy
plpuet CFiig pleors gl pHmSser
2 15566 6TETEMSITLI L|MLDL|6VF) 6 T6dT
2 1DLITGHTeIT 6T6TeWITLI LjMLDL|6V (&6 T6dT (9)
116. He promised his beloved wife
that he would bring the Kalpaka garden from Indra’s world.
He brought it and planted it in her front yard
where the moon shines.
He embraces me from behind.

The god of gods embraces me from behind.

QUIFSF 9T Pt LNFmesT LmibLjsvslw

Caniig sL_HG8sTeafl GlFmev el HFGH6T LFDpHI

oG HLOID @)ewmeu FFeDTHEILD 6u6D6V6UT

Ui HeTLHHMETL GlLDMm) WapeuGy (10)
117. Yashoda, the cowherdess

who has round bamboo-like arms

describes how the god who carries a discus

embraced her from behind when he was a child.

Vishnuchithan put Yasoda’s words into poems.

The devotees who recite those ten Tamil poems

will get good children and live happily.

Quflwrpeuri SO L) - Heavsrentsir Y ILFF ST (HBH6V
Appuchi Kaattal - Kannan threatens the cowherdesses as if he were a goblin

and they complain about his mischievous deeds to Yashoda.

Cl&aH 2a1g| FBISLD @)L GBHT6T Hev Geuill 2arg)
CQumild G&Fm CHrHm ClLTEMM 2 _eHL_ LOGTTTEHSBTII



Usg| 2ot GlLUDTH YSTH LITTHLD wH6FIIS
9D STHT Y LILFF ST (h&ledTm Tedr
9| Besr Sy LiIFF ST (hledTmmedt (1)
118. He carries a conch in his left hand
that sounds in victory
and he plays delightful music on his flute.
He went as a messenger to the Kauravas
for the Pandavas when they had lost everything
to the dishonest gambling of Sakuni
and, unable to keep even ten cities,
had to fight the Bharatha war
to get their land back.
He comes as a goblin and frightens us.

That dear one comes as a goblin and frightens us.

LWL LenT GHT6iT LDEST6T6M (HLD LOT T & (HLD LOMHMILD
LIV @emevws {THmIeuHLd Ll L tflw L d g edr
Flemev susweruid FlerCshiGLosD (LPedTHlTN GBI v
OJVAUMED eubHG I LILFF STl (hedTmmedr

9LGer LI FF ST (HdSledTmTedr (2)
119. His eyes are beautiful.
He gives his grace to all his devotees.
He stood with Arjuna on a strong chariot in the Bharatha war
and helped Arjuna bend his bow
and destroy many kings who had arms strong as mountains
along with warriors and his hundred Kaurava foes.
The mischievous one comes as a goblin and frightens us.

That dear one comes as a goblin and frightens us.

STWLD BT Ld@GHd SHL_LDL] 71 Herf]wisst
Sw LUTSSID FeVibLy 9 ToHHL LITHE plq
Gouulledr GHLpev 2015 ailgsHHeTTII Bl6dTD
WIS ubGl S LILLFSF &TL(hlesTm TedT
9| bLoCesr L1y dFd S (hasledTmmedT (3)

120. He, the clever one,
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the cowherd who plays beautiful music on his flute,
climbed on a Kadamba tree,

jumped from it into the foaming water

and danced on the head of the evil Kalingan

as the bells on his anklets sounded.

He, the cowherd comes as a goblin and frightens us.

That dear one comes as a goblin and frightens us.

@ wLyp Lmbg CuUTl sTewLp aued Sy

WL ewLg HallTLILGgl 6u6edT &EhFedT LomemL

YLt SBBT6T 6TBIG6T Lol (hds Ol TevsrL

OTL_L_63T 6ufbgl QLILLFSF HTL_(Hdsledrm medr
9| Gesr LI FF ST (h&ledT D TedT

121. He was born in the night

and raised in a poor, cowherd’s village.

He killed the evil king Kamsan

and took away the troubles of the cowherds.

He stole our pretty silk dresses.

He comes mischievously as a goblin and frightens us.

That dear one comes and frightens us.

Gxlr yewrL &1 Asvls Slply CBiis S,
Y LILLEHT(D) BHS6IT LOENETO] FHEWL_ &HITLDLIT6D

Carliysnr® geTefls Si145H5HH Hilgdbd TN
O LILLEBTL_TedT Sy LILpFSF &mL(h&ledrm medr

9 Cest S LiFF ST (h&ledTm mesr
122. The god killed Sakatasuran

who came in the form of a cart yoked with bulls.

The dear child was pulled with a rope used to churn yogurt

and tied on mortar by Nandan’s wife Yashoda.
He comes as a goblin and frightens us.

That dear one comes as a goblin and frightens us.

QFliy @)or ClsiTpemevd CHoud Hmiew s dd
QeriiuLg Carern) GsTmliLimgCuirid eweuds
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SItiuptd LTI Suilpid el wpmisslu
OLILIET ubgl SLILFSF HTL(hledTm TedT
9| oLoGesr L1y dFdl S (hasledTmmesr (6)
123. The dear child who was born to Devaki
whose young soft breasts are like cheppu
stole and swallowed ghee, milk and yogurt
that we, the cowherd women kept.
He comes as a goblin and frightens us.

That dear one comes as a goblin and frightens us.

B5315 CsrenTLrer G&TCer? $TGsr QUMM TET GleHTCeVT?
FSs10 g emeTiiTeT HGFTEWS (J)oTEHFBISLD
QTS T SHBIGLDH CHTuTew CHmeri]
9SSBT bl Y LILLFF HTL_(HFleSTDTedT
9LGBer LI FF STl (HdledTm TedT (7)
124. Did Yashoda adopt this child?
Or did she give birth to him?
She does whatever he wants. That dear child, who has dark hair
decorated with bunches of flowers,
Gopalan, the young lion-like son of Yashoda
comes as a goblin and frightens us.

That dear one comes as a goblin and frightens us.

Q& ThIEns aU6tT gnesflClFTH ClETavT(h GHsevWwd
SImi%d Hiflujd ufluyid @)rrdfuiapid
6THIGLD LITHME | (H6] 6U6TH T WL
S| Bl HEBTEWTET ILILpFF S (hdledTmmedr

9| bLoCesr L1y dFd ST (hasledTmTesT (8)
125. He came to the world as Rama.
He obeyed his stepmother
who listened to the words of cruel Manthara,
gave away his precious elephants, horses
and his earthly kingdom to his brother Bharathan
and went to the terrible forest.

That dear one with lovely eyes comes as a goblin and frightens us.
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He comes as a goblin and frightens us.

LSS (pHeweveumiils Ll L seflm)
HBMN% 0% In LILI] 6T6IT &6VTEDTIT I 6EHOTEUWT T 6T63T6IT
2 _Saull L6iT 29T b1 Bl 2 MIGSIWT HidHdb
I BHHET UbHLHl I LILFF HTL_(HFeSTD 6T
9| oLoCesr L1y dFdl S (haledTmmesr (9)
126. The majestic god came
riding his eagle to save the elephant Gajendra
and saved him when Gajendra, caught by a terrible crocodile,
cried out, “O my Kanna, my Kanna!”
He comes as a goblin and frightens us.
The god who saves his devotees
comes as a goblin and frightens us.

That dear one comes as a goblin and frightens us.

QUEVEVTEIT B)6VBIENS LOVBIGF FI b HIThd

aflsvsvrarsmerr alll_(hFHsHer ailiflds

CFTeL 9y Thd LI FFAL LTL 6V @)ewer LD

susLELTT GUITiI eDeuGHSLD LoedTent] () HLILIGT (10)
127. Vishnuchithan composed poems

about how the god who as Rama destroyed the strong Rakshasas

who ruled Lanka with his bow

came as a goblin and frightened

the cowherd women in the cowherd village.

The good devotees who recite the ten beautiful “appuchi kaattal” poems

will go to Vaikuntam and stay there forever.

Quflwripeuri FHO LY -STUILILITEY 2_6HTeRT BjeWHLHSHSH6V

Ammam - Yashoda calls Kannan to come and drink milk

9| T6Y ewewTIITII Wit e7Em
O|LbLoLD 2 eisTenTd GIullGlevpTGu

@)reyb o _ewTewTrgy 2 MBI B Curil
@)ttt 2 & Gl renTL_GTGeVT
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auTeyml &mEenTedr,ouuilmi O ewF b Tl
QUET (LPEWEVGET GFTThgl LITWIS
Bm 2w eumiinBHdH515
Flewers gl 2 engHhHHIL1 LiHASILTEW (1)
128. You are a bull among the cowherds!
You sleep on the snake bed.
Get up to drink your milk.
You have not eaten in the night and slept
and even today you have not got up until afternoon.
You stomach looks empty.
My beautiful breasts are filled with milk.
Come and drink milk happily with your divine mouth

as you kick me with your feet.

weudbs GBUILD STiibgG LITEYILD
eutg Hull(HLd M GleuesoTGlewTuyLd

@)dseweruid GlmmmCuisst
eroLilymedt 5 LiImbg LilssTemevr

6THBemeTuw|Ld GlFwwts Qumpmmil,
I &I CFIGWeT 510 LL_TCH
PSS S|ewesTwt (pmisusy GClFig)
epd @ 2 Mlehd pewev 2 swrTGw (2)
129. Since you were born, | have not seen
the ghee, the boiled milk,
thick yogurt and fragrant butter that | kept.
You have done whatever you like with them.
Don’t get upset, | won’t punish you.
Smiling with your pearl-like teeth,

come and drink milk from my breast.

BbSLD LD&HEH6T (LGl OlFeTD 6L
SmiTi eurit Hifldbsdlsvevri
ubHg BlerGom LyFed GlFuiw
QUTLP 6U6VEV 6umTaHGHeur
2 _hewGWTT 2 STHMEHHMT 6LV
2 6ITeMET HT6dT spedsTm) 2 gritinml GL 6T



bHBHCHTLST 9jewtl Fmisur
BTET &FTThd (Lpewev 2 _eworm G (3)
130. If their children cry and go to their mothers
because you hit them while you played with them,
their mothers get upset,
and they come and complain about you.
You aren’t worried and ignore them.
Your father doesn’t care about their complaints
and | don’t have the heart to shout at you.
You are the lovely son of Nandagopan.

Come and drink the milk that comes from my breast.

HEHFGOTHEIT6OTTOV L|6WTThBLILIL L
HETOTF F&(h) H6VDHE Pl
LIEHF] 9J63TevT (GLD6V6V LG ILIT 6D
umiips Curg CBTHS HILD sTETMI
9)pFBeureir smever Yoy CHrGeu
QUIT Fn L L5 jemeussTmTGevm
HEHFEMEIT 2_63T 61 (6HF6M6IT I TV
sUe»VLILI(HGSTII (LpemeV 2_ewrTGuw (4)
131. | was afraid that your feet, soft as cotton
might have been hurt when you kicked Sakatasuran
who came in the form of an illusory cart sent by Kamsan.
O king of the gods,
you are the protector of the cowherds.
You destroyed Kamsan with your cunning deeds.

Come and drink the milk from my breast.

Sw YbHld &ehaerr 2 _erGLosy
Hevrid 2 _ewL_wieT GFTirey LITTSF|

LOT W HGHEITEITT6V 616WEVLILI(Hd>35]60
ouTLp&HleVBev6dT suTFHGHeuT

STt euTiFOFTeV & (HLOLD & ewdTL Tl
Frpmld ClFrerCesreir GLimsGousssrL_m

QWIT LTIy @ jewflailerdsCs

OILOTTh QUG 6T6dT (LPswev 2 _ewrm G (5)
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132. If Kamsan who intends only evil gets angry at you,
finds the right time, and comes and attacks you

with his magic when you are tired and hurts you,

I will not live without you.

O Vasudeva, you know it is good

to listen to mother’s advice.

| tell you strongly, don’t go.

You are the bright light of cowherds’ village.

Come, sit and drink milk from my breast.

LOl6OT DjemesTUt [HI6vsT ()WL _ITiT

allifl @&LpsVBLoeL HIWLPHS 6163T(H)
B)6r B)ewaFsH @D allsedlydba i

@) 6vflg1 HTHSTUI 2 6TTEW6ITdH HEVTL T
etedresr GpmesrL) GpTHmTeT GlaTGsLm

®suswerrs GlumHm suuimr 2 ewL_wimer
STOTEILD UTTHemS 6TlIGHINNSHS

BBy CasFT (pewev 2_awTTGW
133. You stay in Villiputhur happily
where the bees that buzz sweetly
swarm around the long hair of women
whose waists are thin as lightning.
You made the people who see you say,
“What tapas did his mother do

to give birth to this son?”

O Rishikesha, come and drink the milk from my breasts.

CuewsTIg T suTpeuTi BledT PLILITe LI
CUMIKILD 6TETENILD By emFWITG6V
HETL_aUTH6T CUITH G PLIBSTT
& GUIT6UVT| EWEWTUITEV FH6VGHH GBT P
ouewsT(h) 2 VLD LBI&HLpedlesT T 2 _6bT
QUTW(PSHLD 2 _6voTewT Geouemnriyds
C\&ressT(H) GUITeUTST Qb BleSTMTT
CarallbsT 15 (Lpswev 2 _ewrTGuw
134. Women who wish to give birth to a child like you

(7)
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see you and will not leave you.

Wearing flowers in their hair that swarm with bees,
they look at you passionately

and want to kiss you

and drink the nectar from your mouth.

They stand near you wondering how

to take you to their homes.

O Govinda, come and drink the milk from my breasts.

@) ® wemev CLITEL 6THTHS LOEVEVT
@) meui Y miELD TMAGFUISTUI 2 65T
B 1060z %1y w0Tie)
BBda bl 6T6T 6V GV 6T M
(1 (PemeVem I T (h5GI
R (H (pewevem it 6B (5L9-8 613 Tevor (h)
Q@ peeoujid Pe>D (pEPHUWITLUI
1) 6T mId @) (Hbgl 2 ewTTGu (8)
135. You burned the bodies of the two mountain-like wrestlers
when they came to oppose you.
Come, climb on my lap
and rest your chest where Lakshmi stays on my body.
Then drink the milk from one of my breasts
as you rub my other breast with your fingers.
Come and drink milk eagerly

from one breast and then the other.

9|1 HL06VLI CLITHH S S60
9jewtl Qs (WpSHsHLd FbglesrTHELIT6D
ClFBI HL06v (PaLd eilwiiliL
Feww QFig @) PpHmEHHTEL
O|BIGLD 6T6VEVTLD Lj(LPSHWITSH
Sewert GeueiTL_T bl eflbLo
ARG AWTTES YS! oS5
i CarGeu (1pswev 2 ewrmGu (9)
136. As you play in the front yard

your red lotus-like face sweats
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and the drops of that sweat look like precious pearls
that fall on a beautiful lotus blossom.

Don’t make your body dirty

with the mud you are playing in.

You are the king of gods

who made them rejoice by giving them nectar.

Come and drink the milk from my breasts.

PL_ QL & 5Hlewordlewtlaeir
59601510 gpewFL1 Limewst)wimGev
UTigLl LIMTLg 6u(HleTM TenuiL
uDUBTLGT eTedaTm) &) (HHbEH 60T
Alq g YWFHGI DB
ASDWES TOD o 5DS b4
219 iy Gumilell_TG%

2 GFLom b (Lpewev 2_ewrmGul (10)
137. | thought that you are Padmanabhan
as you come running, your Kingini ornaments sounding like music.
You dance and dance swaying and come.
Don’t run away dancing and dancing for the music,
that your kingini makes.

O, best among men, come and drink milk from my breasts.

uTi G ewllhd ClETHIENS: ) iFS
LOTHEUT 2_630T 6T63TM LOTHMLD
BT S|6ewflhd (&H6UMET 6uTFLD
Bla BTmid alleVedlydba it
uTi oewflhe ClHTeL L% LpTedT
Ul L rmesT LUTL_6D 6M6VeVTIT
Fir ojenflbgp ClFnISHesTLOTEY GLosD
CFerm fAhews Qumisui $TGL (11)
138. Yashoda, who wears a band around her breasts
called her child saying,
“Madhava, come and drink milk!”
The famous Vishnucithan of Villiputhur

where the kuvalai flowers spread their fragrance



as they bloom in the ponds composed poems
about how the cowherdess Yashoda called her son.
The hearts of the devotees who recite these poems
will think only of the god Maal

who has beautiful eyes.

Cuflwrpeuri FwmEwrf) - T GHI5H60
Piercing the ears - Yashoda calls Kannan to come to her
so that she can pierce his ears to put earrings on them.

Gumitiur(®) 2_ewL_w Bl63T HHeWBHUJLD H TIPS T6dT
QuT ([ SIMM &HEHFET Flq uI6dT
STLUILIT(HLD (B)6V6M6V &L_6V6U6EITEHITT 2_635T6M 60T
HesflGur Guimiis eTmIg LD i)
Guuitiumev wpewev 2 el LilghsCer Csarsu
BIDLT 2_GTEWeISH HTHI &HdHD
Uit LITeVT GlLISHT(RS6IT 6T6VEVT(HLD 6UbHSH T T
IWL_G&TIUI H(hSF] HT6T meusbGsHeor
139. Your body is in the color of the beautiful blue ocean.
You wander around everywhere alone.
Your proud father has not returned home from his work.
Kamsan, the strong, brave fighter is cruel
and there is no one to save you from him.
You, the crazy one, drank milk
from the breast of the devil Puthana.
You are the best among men, O Kesava!
All the cowherd women came here to see
the ceremony of having your ears pierced.
| have prepared the betal leaves

and nuts to give to them.

QUESTERTLI LIGISTLD LD(HBISSI6 D FTds]
LeVTLILITSHI Flevstaslesvt] oy il
pewTewtls CBTIpd Sjeui Abews LNFlwrs

BTrmwestT @)miGsh eumrymil
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stewTenT @ Oflw LyrGer lfleww
erflwmG@ HTF15E @) Heustt

HET |5 F) HEITMILD YJLPEGHLD 2 6L U
HTHS HlgLIL[LD @)emeauwimLd (2)
140. O Narayana!
You are never separated from the minds of the devotees
who approach you and worship you.
Come to me wearing the beautiful coral chain on your waist
as the kingini ornaments on your lotus feet sing.
| will put threads
through the holes in your ears without hurting you
and then | will decorate your ears with earrings.

See, these beautiful golden earrings lovely to look at.

EWEUWILD 6T6VEVMTLD GLIMILD EUTTHL 6V 6umT(LYLD
L& TS @G 613 TevnT(heweusGsHeor
CeaninuGesu &Hrzlev Hliflsww @)Heust B
Geueirig w G1HeV6VTLD & (HeuedT
2w @6 QYT GHevsslevtlev G mesrmlus
eTHL T YuIT6HTLpHCH
ewLOWETenLD GIFIIGI )6 Y IFFIT 2 _6iTaTd g
wrgeuGer @)miGCsH eurymil (3)
141. | bought and kept for you emerald earrings,
shaped like fish that live in the ocean
and so expensive that even the whole earth
would be not enough to buy them.
| will put threads through your ears without hurting you.
| will give you all the things that you want.
O radiant god,
you were born in the cowherd clan to save the cowherds.
You attract the minds of the young cowherd women by your magic.

O Madhava, come.

QUEWTLD HedTm 2 6wl w euuilyd sigliy) @) (b
UTTHTG STPLI ClLI(HEHH S5
GHENTLD BeTM) 2 _ewL_wi 3)d Carumrey Ulsiremearssir
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CarallbsT b ClFTsvads ClaTsiTarii

B)swewt BTM HSW @)d SlgLiL) @)L TeD
@)evflwr LVTLILIPLD HHS!

FHENTLD [HETM) ) 6UH] (LPEWEV 2_6UT6NTd & (ThHEUSIT [BIT 63T

Bargsid Lymrer @)mGs eurymil (4)
142. O Govinda, the cowherd children wear earrings
studded with beautiful diamonds
that hang down from their ears
and see, they are good cowherd children.
O Govinda, why don’t you listen to me?
If you wear these lovely earrings
| will give you sweet jackfruit to eat,
and the milk from my beautiful breasts.

Listen to me, you are my dear god. Come here.

GardHaib LNyreT sTedTm @)THSTVID 6% TeiTemTi
&AGyeor6lrm® b Cumiis

CaTHg1s5 GHrewmeu Lilswenthgl @)BIE@, 6ubSb TV
GenTBIG s TesT(h @) HeuGeTm? HLDLT

Guidgb Gulwer LD & Heuedr
UlgrGesr glflull sp1” 1960

Ganitp sL_HGHTermi ell(HLDL|D & (kI ELpsV

alll_(hGeu 5 @)miIGa sumymil (5)
143. O dear child! Even when | beg you
and say | worship you, you don’t listen to me.
How can | think you are a good child
when you join the girls who have curly hair,
dance the kuravai dance with them and come back late?
O dear child, if you will let me put the thread in your ears
| will give you large appams even though you are naughty.
You are the god in the sky.
Your hair is as dark as clouds

and the girls with round arms like bamboo love you. Come here.

allewrGlemTsvevTd CHL & S pHlL LTt 2_sireumullev
allmoLh) 9 BHewesr Brer GBmrds]



LO6BTEl6RTEVSVTLD FH630T(H) 6T6IT LOGITSH 16T ST ) (6HF]
101 @G et sTedT I 3) (b EFedT

L6uT 671D @)6VeW6V 2 63TSH Ml oM u|LD
Curmisg @ewmis Curgl @) BdLF

SHEUITENTT 6TGT ST (LPASIE6V % L6V 62 G53T 30T T
&TeusVEeT (LPswev 2 _ewrmGu (6)
144. You cried so loud
that even the sky-dwellers could hear you. When | looked into your mouth,
| saw the whole earth inside and | was frightened
as | thought that you are the “Madhusudanan.”
See, even your ears know
that there will not be any wound.
Just bear with me.
You are my dear child!
You are lovely like a dark cloud!
You have the color of the ocean.
You are our protector.

Come and drink the milk from my breasts.

(Lpsw6V 671D CouetsT GL 63T 6TEOTMI §pLg BlITHTHIH
syt UPEs A6

weweveww 6T(HGGI LOEILPHGI H6V-Lomi]
&1 LFBleny Gouidhgmil

Femev et @miss T FfleildsLlror
Slm pwiiumig grGesr

BHweL Bloorlt GUTGS 2_sTaTews 1 GlLHEHTES

afll_1g 1" Gt MG H67Cm? (7)
145. You said, “| don’t want your milk”
and ran away with the earrings.
When the rain of stones fell,
you carried Govardhana mountain happily
and protected the herd of cows.
O Thirivikrama! You broke the bow of Shiva!
You are the chief of the beautiful cowherd village.
| didn’t put the thread on your ears

when you were a baby because | was worried



your head wouldn’t stay still.

Wasn't that my mistake?

6167 @HDMGLD sTedTmI ClFTVeVR LD CouevdTL T & T6vor
6T6ITEMEIT [HT6IT LOGUWIT 2 _6uoT GL_63TIT S
QYSTYDYI CBTEE 195510 Lillg S511D
O|WTeUT & &L HTL1gDMlewevBui?
Q6T LDHMI JTalledt Liewdsds 6% Tlg 6uTLDewT
BIDLT 26T T HISH6IT ST (HLD
SISTLDH DT 6T6VeVTLD Hitimis LilgmGesr
S’ (H&F CFrsvspCHeor 6ot Gus (8)
146 O dear child! you complained and said,
“See, mother, you shouldn’t say it is my fault.

When | ate mud, you caught me and hit me. Didn’t you show your friends my

mouth

and tell them | had eaten mud?”

O dear one, are you not Vamanan who carried the eagle flag,
the enemy of a evil snake?

If | do not put threads in,

the holes on your ears will close.

O beloved god who remove the troubles of your devotees!

| am telling you the truth, | won’t hurt you.

Come and let me put in the thread.

@lois sTedTm) CFTVYIUTT CFTVMVI & (KB
QBT B LI eRTL Tl 6l6ussTElWTEM W 6TEHT M)
wasemwll Ly 5515 Hewr 2 rEeum(® 6T6Ten6vTds

&TenTGou &L 13 HMlewevCui?
QFiger GlFTevedld AfGg o mIE ) HbHev
AFSTT 2 _63THTEH| HT(HLD
waullh slifleww )OS L_mia @)bBlesrm
sriflewgswmi AMwrGuo (9)
147. O Sridhara, you complain saying,
“Mother, you believed what others said and punished me.
Isn’t it true you thought | had stolen the butter?

And didn’t you pull me and tie me to the mortar?
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Everyone who saw me tied to the mortar made fun of me.”

O, dear child, listen.

If you keep complaining about what happened, laughing and wasting time,
the holes in your ears will close.

Come, | will put the thread in your ears

before the beautiful women standing here laugh at you.

STHHEHWTTEHGHD 2 6WTd LD @) (1pd & 2 DHm] 6TedT

STGIH6T af b1 6T lufev?
Srlwm HraEleL Hewev CBTHS HILD 6TEdTMI

alll 191" Gt @GHMCio 6@ ?
Gaflullph LNeTemerseT 6TeLLT(HLD ST

CLmEHS Sliflweyid &TevTig
o allewL GlFmm @)eTBiseTm THIHBHIL L

By CHFT 6T6dTH 6T % 6vT S6v0T (10)
148. O dear child, you said,
“Mother, what would it matter to you and these lovely women
if my ears swell up and hurt?”
| didn’t put the thread in your ears when you were young
because | worried it might hurt you. It is my fault.
Don’t you see how all the children of the cowherd village
who wander around had threads put in their ears?
O Rishikesha, you killed Arishtasuran and Vasthasuran

throwing a young calf at them.

HERTENENTSH & 6T HeVbHG 6TBIGHLD CHThEH
HIGBIDLD L) BIG LGV T & 6T
STERTSIT G516 TeTMILD R) (b1 HlHB% @D
CumHL TG 6TRIL6T B (LpBH
2_6NTENTd H6dT1EH6IT &H(HEUST SLgLiL| §pETMILD
CpreurG &rgdh @ @)Heustt
LIGWTEN 60T SPlWIF FHL LD 2 ewBHGHIL_L
upupTurT @)BiICsH eumymiil (11)
149. You are a lovely child.
You stay sweetly in the thoughts of the beautiful girls

whose hair is decorated with fragrant flowers

69



and who always look at you with love.

You are our sweet nectar.

| will give you fruits to eat.

| will put the thread in your ears without hurting you.
O Padmanabha, you kicked Sakatasuran

when he came in the form of a cart and killed him.

Come here.

oum sTeTm| GlFTEVE0 eTeiTemHeWWILI Lilig S

auedwGeu TFH M FHigliewL

Gpreus FHMEHlL 2 _61dh @ B)ki@ &)W E&DmI 66T ?
HTGIH6T CIBTHS(HID 35levEsvedT

BTeup LLd 6% TewT(heweudGHeT @)ewmeu &% TeuwTmiil
BIDLT (LPSIT QUEHF LDSHEWEITF

Freull umred 2_er(h) FHH @MU UTBSIL L
STCLTHIT @)BIGSH euT Tl

150. O dear child, you told me,

“If you pull my hand and say, ‘Come’

and put the thread in my ears, will it hurt you?

My ears will hurt. | won’t let you do that.”

O Damodara, you are the best among men.

See these berries | brought for you.

You killed the vicious Puthana by drinking milk from her breasts

and destroyed Sakatasuran when he came in the form of a cart.

Come here.

uTi &gl STPL GLIHESH] WIS
W&HTHGmLY @)L Ceouesrig s

Frrev 9CFTems Fl(HLOTEWVF GlFTesTerT ClFT6V
FABeDB |6 BlSTHI S LpL)

uTi Qi G\HTeV L|SHLPTEIT LFHI66 LD6IT 63T 68T
LiesTedtl(h BTG STV OFTedTevT

TTH bSTHILI LieiTesfl et (HILb 616DV T
Y FFHXI% G g uTEr

151. The lovely Yashoda wished

to put thread in Kannan’s ears,

(13)
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brought emerald earrings and called her child.

The chief of Puduvai who is praised by all the world

composed twelve poems with Yashoda’s words.

Those who recite those divine twelve anthaadi poems will be devotees of the

god Achudan.

Cuflwrpeuri Fmewmp - Hrm L ib
Neerattal paruvam : Yashoda calls Kannan to come and take a bath.

CleuetTOEWTIUI D[WETHS (&I MBI G LD
aflewerwim® Ljpdlujb ClaTesoT(®
BlewTOlewTerT (P61 F)TT 2 _GTEMEUTSH
CxpliiS5 g5 S5 Brer s’ GL_edr
sTenrOlewTi) LeflliLipd ClsTeT(®H (3)mI1G,
sTdHBHmer GUTHID @) (HbEHeoT
mewtewTsd ol LNyrGesr
[BTTETT [T ML T[Tl (1)
152. | won'’t allow you to go to sleep in the bed
with your dirty body that smells with the butter that you stole
and the mud you have been playing in.
I've been waiting for a long time
with oil and lemon juice to give you a bath.
O dear god, you are hard for anyone to reach.

O Narana, come to bathe.

HOTMIH6T QL& ClFailullh
&L OLmibyy LNy Gz @)L L mev
CgeTn% ClsHID o 3lev 6leusssTGlevvTII
ST 1g afl(pBIGLT &TesoTLIST
BIGSTM O TLOILD FT ISl
5 Umbs &) HGeureantid
@ ssrmy 5 Hrm Ceuesst(h)id
erioLilrmesr LT8G eumrymiis (2)

153. Look, you want to catch small ants

and put them in the ears of calves.



If they get scared and run away how can you get butter
from cow’s milk and eat it as you do now?

You made the mara trees fall.

You are our beloved god.

Today is Thiruvonam, your birthday.

Don’t run away. Come to bathe.

CuuigFd) pewmev 2_essTevwTd: % 65T (H
Ulstremestu|1d BleVsV TS| 6T6IT6BEHFLD
QYUIFFWIT 6TV (HLD T Lg-
O|WLPHHELD BT (LPs»6L &ibEHedT
sTFHer HETT(H CBsL0

HLTTSSI0 L5351 oausCsesm

QUTIUISS L|SLD LD6VIT] 61 GuoT630T T
LOEHFSUTLD YL 15 UM Tl
154. All the cowherd women called me
and told me not to feed you milk
because you drank the poisonous milk
from the breasts of the devil Puthana.
But my mind won'’t let me not feed you, so | will.
I've boiled water with gooseberry
and filled a large pot with it.
O sapphire-colored god, praised by all,

come to bathe in the water mixed with turmeric.

HehFer LjewriliLilesleD subs
SIGUW FHLLD 2 D555
UEhFSL CUIUILDEET &IEHF
euml (Lpswev meud s LilyrGesr
LOEHFEHLD OlFBIL K TledT
UTFHeDBHUJLD bW EHFTHIILD
9| EHFT(LPLD GlHT6BT(H eWweudSH6dT
SP&ECer BTTL eumymiil
155. Kamsan sent Sakatasuran to kill you
and he came in the form of a cart.

You kicked and killed him.

3)
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You drank the milk from the breast of the evil Puthana
and killed her .

You are our dear god.

| brought kohl for your eyes,

turmeric, a senkazhuneer flower garland

and fragrant sandal paste for your bath.

O beautiful child, come to bathe.

ILILID H6VHS FhHmievTiy
SSTTLD LUTedlH HeVBHG
QFEThLL BreT &l () eweudGHedr
Flesrerred 2_mislGuied BLoLil
FLiy @)er G\LedT(LpemeVwI T g 6iT
Ay GudgF Afldiur
QFriiuL Frm Ceuswr(HLd
Gardhsid Ulrmer @)BiGs eurymil
156. | have made excellent appams and other snacks
made of brown sugar and milk for you.
O dear child, come here if you want to eat them.
If you don’t bathe,
the young girls who have ceppu-like breasts
will talk about you behind your back and laugh.
You should have a good bath.

O beloved god, come here.

6TRTOIWTUISH L SHWH 2 (HL_Lg
@erinLilsiremer Hleer] eTapriLild
HewTenentll Ll iy eilfldbgids
&1p&H6T () Gl LNyrGesr
2_6NTEWTd H6dTIdH6T & (h6U6dT
526015160 spa 5T CGLITGe
QUEITERTLD (Lplwt HLOLT
LOEHFEUTLD YL [ 6UT T
157. You roll the pots and spill the ghee from them.

You pinch sleeping babies and wake them up.

You open your eyes wide and scare them making faces.

(6)
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O beloved god, | will give you fruits to eat.
You are beautiful and you have the lovely color
of the sounding ocean that has roaring waves.

Come to bathe in the fragrant turmeric water.

sPhs HHUTID Hull Lo
HL_hgl 2 PIGL06L emeuss ©le et blewril

UmbsgCar (psevmsL
CuHDWVICuisst sTibLNyTGevr

Apps pHOTL VT STHHID

sTeTLISeTTeL Lilmi (psitGevr
woBHSID 2 enrwri wrl GL_ebr

LOEHFSUTLD YL 5 UM T
158. From the time you were born,
| have not seen the good milk that | have gotten,
the churned yogurt and the butter that | put on the uri.
O beloved god,
I'll be careful not to speak of these things in front of others
because they may gossip and say I'm your step mother
and am treating you badly.

Come and bathe in the fragrant turmeric water.

HETMWIEHET 6UT6D §6W6V HL I

Hevfl &6 2 Bl 6Tl B
Uletr Qs TL_Thgl @iy i LITbenLIL

Uy Sa18501sTevnt(h) L 1y eormit GLimeyid
BlerHmsCspeir o6 Bsvesr BLoLT

B Upps S® pesreormer
BesTm) 5 L Geuesst(HLb

’I]')lTU'GUZﬂ'lT @I_H'Cg'cf_f) 6).|ITU‘!TH.J
159. You tied palm leaves to the tails of calves.
You shook fruits from the trees

and threw them at the Asuran and killed him.

You caught the tail of the snake Kalingan and danced on his heads.

O best among men! | am not as strong as you are.

Today is your auspicious birthday.

(7)
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You should take a good bath, O Narana.

Don’t run away, come here.

yenfls Csruaisiln Ld @
L) jemarps 6lLimesr-GLosvf]
sTewrl) GlLfgib o siLiesr
Y SIVID HewTL T Ll
BTERT (3)5HMTU|LD (F)eVTH Tl
pLiLeTener &mewflh Fifld @ L
LTestldsesGio eTedTLD6s Gl
LOEHFTLD QL 5 eUT Tl (9)
160. | may be happy
to see your golden body smeared with dirt
because you went into the shed where the cows are tied,
played with them and made yourself dirty,
but others will blame me when they see you.
You are shameless!
If Nappinnai sees you, she will laugh.
O my diamond, my jewel,

come and bathe in the fragrant turmeric water.

& 1060 CLoest] BIM&g1d &ewsTenTLITTemeT 2 &hg)
eumi 6l OlsTHIeNS WEFTWS LOEHFTLD YL 1g Ul MHeDMLI
umi wedl ClsTeL Lygleweud Cahmresr Ll L TLilymesr GlFmedTedr LIML 6V

£ w6l QFBHSLILY eusLeVTT Fallener wrgb (§)s0Cr (10)
161. Vishnuchithan the chief of old Puduvai,

praised by all the world,

composed poems describing how Yashoda

called Kannan to come bathe in fragrant turmeric water.

Those who have learned these excellent Tamil poems

will not get the results of any bad karma.

Cuflwrpauri FHOLTLP - GLPVAUTTE STHEMHEMIU UIT 6TEUT6V

Calling a Crow



Yashoda calls a crow to come to help her to comb Kannan's hair.

Ulsttemest wemtremewer Guiflp HlL_bsTewevr

(LPSTENET YLOTTT (LpSHM SH6vl] alldFlewevt
6TEITENEITU|LD 6THBIKHST Gl (LP(LDGI DL 6% TevTL_
LDGITEITEMEIT Qb (&LPEVSUTTT I &S TEHHTILI

LOTSHEUEITSH G (&HLPEVUTTTIUI HHTHSHTIUI
162. He is the beloved of Nappinnai.
and he sleeps on the ocean in Thirupperur.
He is the ancient, unique seed of all the gods.
O crow, come and help me comb the hair
of the king who protects me and my whole clan.

O crow, come and help me comb Madhavan’s hair.

Guuilest 1pswev 2 _ewTL_ LilsiTewerr (9)euedr (Lp6dTEUTLD
WTWF F&HID W (HSGID @)Mmiddeuedt

SHTIITLDEVIT 6)I633T 63T 6T & 630T 63T 6T (b (F)LP6V

ST % UbHSI GHLPVUTTTIUI HHHTHSTII
g,frwmﬂ ) GVITGIIT6IT (FHLPSVGUTTT U T H S T

163. O crow, come and help me comb

and groom the hair of the god

who has a pure blue-sapphire-colored body.

He drank milk from the breasts of the evil Puthana.

He destroyed the magical Sakatasuran

who came in the form of a cart

and the two Asurans who were disguised as marudam trees.

His body is blue like the kaya flower.

O crow, come and help me comb his hair.

Dlewtentd H055 M Hewr 2 PlGLsL eweuds
GleusnTOlewTit el Whis] aflewrw 2 mmiIEHILD
S| RTERT6V LT T 6LI(HLOTEWEIT QUi LD
HEWTERTENEIT MBS (&LPVTT T D HHTSHSBTII

BT (LPSHI6V 616ETITEIITEI (&LP6VEUTT T BT HBT I
164. O crow, come and help me

comb the hair of the god of gods,

(1)
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the chief of the cowherds,

who swallowed the butter that | had kept

in a large pot on the uri

and then ran away fast and pretended to sleep.
O crow, he has the color of the dark cloud.
Come and help me comb the hair of Kannan.

Come and help me comb his hair.

ueiTargglsv Gou|b Lipemer 2 (Hd 613 Tevor(h
H6TET | FHT6IT 6)(HEUTEMEISH ST 6T 63T (h)

yeir @& stedrm) OLimgsGasm eumis Kevsrig L’ L
Ulsiremearen s eubag| @&LP6VeUTTTII HBBTHSTII

Guuit (PEMEV 2_6OITL_TEIT (&LPEVUTT I &S5 THSTII
165. He split open the beak of the thief Banasuran
who came in the form of a heron,
hid and flew along the valley.
O crow, come and help me comb the hair of the child
who killed Banasuran.
O crow, come and help me comb the hair of the god

who drank milk from the breasts of the devil Puthana.

spOlerid CLoidhgid Hevlld @, 6 H6TPlemerLl
uppl sTlbs LT BBy
2 _mper Cudl F i3 SHflwurGs
MMM GLD MbG| GLPSVSUTTTIL |SHHTHSBTIUI
LI WITEITHEIT (&LP6VEUTTT I BB THBT I
166. O crow, when he grazed the cattle
he threw Vathsasuran who came in the form of a calf
onto the vilam tree, shaking down the vilam fruits,
and killed that Asuran.

Don'’t fly around everywhere and wander,

crowing sweetly and praising the name of the highest god.

O crow, come every day and help me comb his hair.
O crow, come and help me comb the hair

of the god who holds a discus in his hand.

()
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SP&HHM Gl westerri C% () FeVTHTMT

SPIILTST BleweTbHl B ) 1Pl SHeTTeD

allifls @b erallGev Coulr HmIsHHTemesTds

GUD G el D& GHLPEVEUTTTII T Tl
CaTallbBeTHET @ LPVUTTTII B|dHEBTHSTII

167. O crow, come and help me comb and groom

the hair of him who, in the time it takes to blink,

destroyed with his discus the Asurans

when they afflicted the innocent people of the eastern land.

O crow, come and help me comb his hair
and make it beautiful.

O crow, come and help me comb Govindan’s hair.

UlewrL_g Slrewerujid CLiid@ @)L bid CFrmyb
2 _enTL_M @ Ceuewwriy 15 2195 SMwrCs

S| TL_55] (LT QU@LDfra'fr PG LT

auesT(h) 55l @@afzm_ GLPEVUTT T | &HSHTEHSHTII

LDOTUIGUEITSH6IT (&LPEVUTT T &S TEHSH T
168. O crow, don’t fly around
wishing to eat the food people give
in the ceremony for their ancestors
and the watery rice people give for the peys.
O crow, come and help me comb the hair, dark as a bee,
of the beautiful god, the god of the gods in the sky.

O crow, come and help me comb the hair of Maayavan.

2 (bl 6T(LPHBH 2 (H6U LDEVIT & 63T 6vT]6V
FhSF FGI(LPHEITHTEHITLI LIGHL 556657

CaThss GWemed GDHSI Lief L 195
BHBHF T FLILITEV @LPeVUTTTUI [ TdHEBTII

STCLOTHTEITHET GHLPEVEUTT T O HHTdH Tl
169. O crow, come and help me comb the hair
of the god who created the four-headed Brahma
on a beautiful lotus that grew from his navel.

Come help me untangle his thick hair with oil

(6)

(8)
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and make it beautiful with a white comb made of ivory.

O crow, come and help me comb Damodaran’s hair.

eTesTHeT CHallomi HewT(h) slLpey 6Tl

(LPSIT )6} 2 VFHEIT (LPHMILD 6T [H I 6M6dT
CureitesflsdT (pig ullemedtis L 9jswenTELO6L MaUSGFIL
LlerGer @) (hbGI &HLHVUTTTUI &M T

Guir uilTSSTET GHWVUTT T HHTHSTII 9)
170. O crow, come, stand behind me
and help me comb the hair
of him who measured the whole world
and delighted the queens of king Mahabali when they saw it.
| am putting him on a soft bed to comb his golden hair.
O crow, come and help me comb the hair

of the god who has thousand names.

ST LIPWTELD D& THBTII T T 6 6T 63T 60T

oUEST(H YT GHLPEVEUTT 6UT 6T6TM D UiFSF ClFmev

allewsr CGxmit Flsv ailsvedlLdgmid CHmesr LI L 6T GlFTsL

Q&TeRTL Ty LITL & &MIST aflenest &TGL (10)
171. Pattan, the chief of Villiputhur surrounded by walls

that touch the sky composed these poems

that describe how the cowherdess Yashoda called the crow and said,
“Come, O crow, help me comb the dark cloud-colored hair

of the god that swarms with bees.

We don’t want anyone who sees his hair uncombed to blame me.”
Those who praise the god and sing these poems

will not have any bad karma.

Cuflwrpeuri lwewrfl - CHTev ClETesT(HouT 6TEvT6L
Calling a crow to bring a stick
Yashoda asks a crow to bring a grazing stick for Kannan

to help him graze the cows.
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Geuedld Camev Gleul’ 1y aflewarwiT(h allsv erHm]

sradls CsTWhMSS SLEISWSIID LeTH
17605 sewpswwis Ulemswrsgit Umsll (b
&medlll Lilet GuTeuTH @, i CoHmed Gl mesdT(H) ur

HL_6V B sueirentD@ i CaHmeL ClbTendT(h) eum (1)
172. O crow, bring a grazing stick for him
who wears a chain with a turtle pendent on his round neck
and peacock feathers on his head.
He cuts sticks from the fences, makes arrows
and plays with the boys with them.
Bring a grazing stick for him who goes behind the cattle.

Bring a grazing stick for him who has the color of a blue ocean.

CasTBIGLD GLbewsud Cariiguymd GumLb
sThIG LD Ffbgl allewerwim (LD 6T6TLOSH 6T
FBIGLD Ll SHGHD SL_GMHH G H HhdH [H6V
IBISHLD 2_6wL_wG T CHTeL ClBTeRT(H euT
TS5 aufldHss @i CHmev Gl Tewt(h sum (2)
173. O crow, bring a suitable, well-formed round grazing stick
for my son who carries a conch in his strong hands
and wanders and plays in the Kongu country,
Kudandai, Kottiyur and Thirupperur.

Bring a grazing stick painted red.

SMISIIL_ B THTHIGTM &EHFe»6esTd Gl T6edTMTedT
QuUTMISSIL_ (B 6TST6ubS Ly6iTermledr sumiis & esorL_medr
CpPISSH GHWOHET BThids (PG Pig.5

Amsaserm Cuiliurm@ @i Csmev GlsmenT(h sur

CapeuLilyTenidh@ i CHmeL Clo:mTenT(h eum (3)
174. O crow, bring a suitable grazing stick
for my son who runs and grazes small calves
as his curly hair blows around.
The god killed Kamsan when he came angrily to fight with him.
He split open the mouth of the Asuran
when he came in the form of an heron to fight with him.

Bring a grazing stick for the god of gods.
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RTCM 2 _ewrlimrsT s GlFTeLGsv GlFTLEY 6 TEdT
ST (L wimedst HITGUITSHesTedt LIdhH6D

QFTMI BIGL LUTTSHLD 03w D bHSTeNIs EHd
HeTmISHeT Coiifitg i CHrev ClsTenT(H eum

HL_6V-BIM auenTenTH @ i CHmed GlesmewT(h sur 4)
175. O crow, bring a grazing stick to graze the calves
for the god who went as a messenger to Duryodhana
and was victorious in the Bharatha war
over the Pandava’s enemy Duryodhana
who declared he would never be friends with the Pandavas
or give them any land.
Bring a grazing stick for him to graze the calves.
Bring a grazing stick for the child

who has the blue color of the ocean.

£ spedtm Hramilg HGWTSHeTeT Lidd60

par spedTm) Geuetvriglt Qumrs 2 CrmL_gamev

uTi PeTYIl LTI wHCFIIg LUTTSSD s

Cair spedTemm 2ariHHTHE @i CHmeL GlHTevvT(h 6um

CapeuLilyTenidh@ i CHmeL Clo:mTenT(h eum (5)
176. O crow,
Kannan went as a messenger to Duryodhana,
asked him to give the Pandavas’ land back to them,
but Duryodhana refused to give
even one city to them.
Kannan angrily started the Bharatha war,
drove Arjuna’s chariot in the battle
and got victory for the Pandavas.
O crow, bring a grazing stick for the god of gods

who conquered the Kauravas.

V55 @)ewevTeT Tallst Hemewt GLosvmesr
H6V& HL_6YI6T Glb(HBISTEVLD 5 655TEU O T (b T6dT
urevls Urmwg8s LUTTHSM @ | (HETOFIIS
Gamevls Llrmenid @ @i Comed Glesmeit(h sur
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177. O crow, he sleeps on the banyan leaf as a baby
at the end of the world.
He sleeps on Adishesha on the blue ocean for endless time.
He granted his grace to Arjuna in the Bharatha war.
O crow, bring a grazing stick for the beautiful lord

of the god of Kudandai.

QuITrHPMIHELD AHBTam L1 GlumrmLiLissflsv

2 MM suigailed §p(h HewTamIb ClBTeTL )b
HDEVME (& LPEVEIT H1q W6 6w T HdI 2 _63T6ew6uT
wHewm& Her GlETererTEL CoHmed GleresT(H eumr

Loewstleuesstenst BLoLNG @ i Camev Gl menur(h) sum (7)
178. O crow, when he, as Rama,
stayed on golden Chithrakudam mountain,
he put out one eye of Jayanthan
who came in the form of a crow and wounded Sita.
Bring a grazing stick quickly for him who has thick hair
before he gets angry and destroys the other eye of the crows.
Bring a grazing stick to this dear child,

who has the color of a shining sapphire.

Wleresflen L& Fewg GUTHLLT @)evBIensuli
LOGITEUT 63T LO6WOTI (1Pl LiGGILD 2 L 63T afpd
ST B&T spedTm (B)6V6VTEF Flewev HT6L euemeTdhG @)L L
Wlesten) wpgwm @ @i CHmev GlsmesT(h sur

Gousmwev YwL_GHTH G 2T CHmeL Gl TessT(h) 6uT (8)
179. O crow, bring a grazing stick for him
who bent his matchless bow
and killed the ten-headed Ravanan,
the king of Lanka, decorated with shining diamond crowns,
for the sake of Sita whose waist is as thin as lightning.
Bring a grazing stick for the god
who wears a shining crown.

Bring the grazing stick for the god
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who made a bridge over the ocean to go to Lanka.

Qg6 B)vBIeNd LesTerTsT Frid CHTeir Fiewf GlFiiig)
LledT @)eVmiIE LD LyevT LT _ewT BLDLIG @,

6T63T (B)VBIGHLD BTLDSHGH| 66D T F 6T6T D

LledT DeVBIGTIM @ @i CHmed Gl mewT(h sur

CousisL eurewth @ @i CHmev Gl&mewnT(h sur
180. O crow, bring a grazing stick for him
who cut off the heads and arms of Ravanan,
the king of Lanka in the south
and gave the country to Vibhishana with shining ornaments,
saying, “You will rule this country as long as
my name abides in the world.”
Bring a grazing stick to the beautiful god who shines like lightning

and stays in the Thiruvenkatam hills.

O SHBHTEHHTIUI BLOLNG &b CHTeL ClasTewdT(h) 6uT 6T6TM)
LGS T 2_mTds GlFTed ailsedlL STl LIl L 6T
P&5& 2_WIdHS SO LIGFILD eueDev6euT

wéHemerL Glummi wHpeuir @i eweuwisEs
181.The Pattan of Villiputhur composed poems
using the words of Yashoda as she asked the crow
to bring a cattle stick to her beloved child.

Those who recite these ten Tamil poems

will get good children and live happily in the world.

Cuflwrpeuri FlHowmfl - L& @ L 6D
Puu Chuttal: Yashoda asks Kannan to come

so that she can adorn his hair with flowers.

geflemy Ciidsas b CUTH] S (HLO(HHEHI B6eudHl MW
HTTSHLD 6T6VVTLD Fiflbg 2 61 &iflw Fl(HGLossf] eure_
urepeTuilh LITewsVLI LIh&IL LHMTSTiT 6TeVsVTLD FflliLs

Capevflev @evflw LlrmGer GlFewTLS L F @Gl L eumrymil

(9)

(1)
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182. You go to graze the cattle.

Don’t you know that you are the finest remedy for all troubles.
You wander around the forest

and your divine dark body becomes dull.

You steal milk from the pots of others

and those who don'’t like you see it and laugh at you.

O dear child, you are sweeter than honey.

Come, | will decorate your hair with shenbaga flowers.

&(h 2 69 GLOEBIGET HEWTL_T6D 2_6T6H6ITd> HEWTL M6V 6 (FHLD 63T 61T
2 (h 2 WL WMl 2 6V(& 6J(PLD 2 60TL & 6ubd Lmba i
B(H 2_WL_WIT6T LORTUTOTT H(HoUTHISHSESH SIL_HBHTiil

W Hall ewTLD HLPHTD eVSlew&E LI LF @l L eurymi (2)
183. If we see dark clouds, our eyes feel like we have seen you

who have a beautiful body.

You were born to create all the seven worlds.

You are the beloved of Lakshmi, the goddess of wealth.

You sleep on the Kaveri river in Srirangam.

Come to me and | will decorate your hair

with jasmine flowers that spread their fragrance everywhere.

wEGFT® wreflens eJM] WTHTHETHID @)L 1D L5
&FOlFTH Ul wL & FfldHg STIDL HF6L Yewmeu &
BlIFFID FemgH6T GlFiieuTil B6ir F(HEeuBIHL G| 6THb Tl

UFwFSH HLTHSCHTH LTSI LUF @GL L eurymii (3)
184. You climb up to the patios of the palaces,

enter into the homes where the girls stay

and tear their bras and silk blouses. Is that all?

You grab the border of their saris and tear them.

You give them trouble every day.

You are the god of the tall Thiruvenkatam hills.

Come to me and | will decorate your hair

with padiri flowers and green Thulasi leaves.

O\%malleTHewT HloTm @)or U1
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LOTTHemers &ewi ClFuTES
LD (HOYLD HLOEWTSH(LPLD Fii
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CuTedlhs paHlh-seTm GLTrGsv
2 (Heuld pdlw BHLoLT
2 &b Zeweu @L L b eurymil (4)
185. Don’t stand on the street
and bother the young cowherd girls.
O dear child! You have the color of the dark cloud
and you are like a small calf. You have beautiful eyebrows,
glistening dark hair and a shining forehead.
The fragrance of your Thulasi garland spreads everywhere.
Come happily and | will | decorate your hair

with this Thulasi garland.

Yeireflemer sumiis Lilembgll L_miil
Cumrm sfluilest QaTiby PFSSHTII
HETOT HTHHlenit cpd6laT(h
HTOUVHEITSH H6W6V 0l TewuTL il
jsiraf] [ GCleuswrGlewrit el Lpmis

| EHFTSHI |1 CWeiT 9)iqSCgH e
Opsiraflw BlsL 6TbS

O FBIGWHT @ L eurymil (5)
186. You split open the beak of Banasuran
when he came in the form of a heron.
You broke the tusk of the elephant, Kuvalayabeedam.
You cut off the nose of the cunning Surpanakha.
You cut down the heads of the king Ravanan,
yet |, your devotee, wasn’t afraid of you
when | hit you because you took gobs of butter
and swallowed them. Come and | will decorate your hair
with a garland of sengazhuneer flowers

that bloomed in clear water.

6T(H&1%Carm(h Cummg)
&I 2 Gevruimis &mresst HLOLT
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& (B Hewinser ClFiig)
HEHFN&ITSH HT6VOIGT(H LITIIHS T
ClgmalleTaHemnt HewiogssT GlFiig)
F&O\HeT 106VEVTHGETT(H)
CuT®gI sumSHleTm ClLiTeiT Gevr

LeSTewSTLl LpF @l L b eumymil
187. O, best among men!
What do you gain fighting with bulls to marry Nappinnai?
You knew the evil deeds of Kamsan
and killed him with your ploys.
You fought with the wrestlers and defeated them.
You harassed the cowherd girls on the streets.
You who are precious as gold,

come and | will decorate your hair with punnai flowers.

GLBIS6T 6T(HdgI 7D alll_(hd
FndHBHTL 6sV6V 6TLD CoHTGeu
WL 1D Q& T6T WF(LPHHS TN T
LOTEVGIFUI 616V6V 6T6T EDLOHSH T
BQLpS B @) rewfluiet GbepemsF
@) Lerey s (LpsdT & ewTL_Tiil
GLHWBHS HL_bs 67D CaHTGeu
GHHBHSSI LF G L eurgmil
188. You are our king!
You throw pots into the sky
and dance the kudakkuthu with them.
O my son, you bewitch beautiful girls,
whose faces are lovely as the moon.
You split the chest of Hiranyan
into two pieces with your nails.
O beloved god, you are the god of Kudandai,

come and | will decorate your hair with kurukathi flowers.

Foredlaer ) euGesrm(h
Caripemip Gl&TeTaTayD 6u6V6VTI
FTLOTM| |6UHEIT [ 6T6UT68vTIF
FEETHSHTED H6W6V 0l TevvTL il

(6)

(7)
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pormi S Mlujb LilgTGevr
9|6uf] 9T BISSHCH HlL_bH Tl
JLOTMMLD 6TETENETS H&li Tl
G meurl_ Al & @ L eumymil (8)
189. You made friends with the Asura Thirumalihan
and then cut off his head with your discus.
You know the future of all.
You sleep on the Kaveri river in beautiful Srirangam.
Don’t cheat me.

Come and | will decorate your hair with iruvatchi flowers.

I|WTL_53] DT THET F5Lp
S|SB TelU|sT 9|51 @) BHS Tl
Qg TesTL a6 GClBEHFsL 2 _swmeu il
SHITLDEVTT6IT LDEUIT U T T
2 el () 2_6VFleWeuT 67 (LPLD
T Y edlewsvuilm Hiulev Gl&mevsrL_mii
H63T(h) HTEIT 2_GITENEIT 2_&HdH%Hd
&(HUPEDSLI LhF @L_ L eurymiil (9)
190. In heaven you stay in the assembly of gods,
and you live in the hearts of your devotees.
You are the beloved of Lakshmi who stays on a lovely lotus.
You swallowed all the seven worlds
and sleep on the banyan leaf.
Come and | will decorate your hair
with iruvatchi flowers blooming with big buds.

| will see you and be happy.

OFerTLIs 6V60ewaGwIT(H
CFmiIsBT &) Heurl 4
6T6WT LI T Ly LD G& mewstiih S 607
@)etTmI F)eweu @HL L 6uT 6T6TM)
LOGBST LI T (O TEusTL_TeW6vT U1 of]
wEPHG 2 1 G1FIg @)D LTewsV
w6t LisT allevedlL sarid Gabmedr
ul L idlymresr Qarerer LG8 (10)

191. The Pattar Piran, the chief of Villiputhur



composed poems with music

telling how the cowherdess Yashoda happily called her son,
the king of the earth, to come

so that she could decorate his hair

with eight kinds of flowers that she brought that day.

Those who recite these poems

will become beloved devotees of the god.

Quflwrpeuri wewmif) - Sriil_ev
Kaappidal
Yashoda wants to put a “kaappu” on Kannan to protect him from the evil eye.

@ bslrGevrm(® Lilrioesr
FEFEOT (B)6WLDWISUT 6T6V6VTLD

WwhFr r wevi ClaTesT(H

WM B 2 _UTTUl eubgl BledsTmmi
Fhdlresr wreflend GFHLb

FSITTSH6T CleusiTarenm BledTm il
IApglwid Cursl g1 G

OP&HBet ST eumrymil (1)
192. Indra, Brahma, Shiva and all other gods
brought beautiful divine flowers,
stood away from you and looked at you happily .
You abide in Vellarai where the moon shines above the palaces
and the dancers sing your praise while they dance.
This is the evening time.
O beautiful child, come and | will put a kaappu on you

so that evil eyes will not harm you.

HETMIH6T (J)V6VID L &bl
HSMIFSTD LIF 6T6V6VTLD

Bl THCH 6T 2_ciTemerrds 6l
CpFGBLosy spedTmILD @)eVT STl

wermlev BlevGsved BB CLirgy)
wHH Flmoleusirarewnm BleTm MLl
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[HESTM)| HEWOTL_TII 6T H6IT GIFTEVSY
[BT6T 2_6iTewedrd STl eumymiis (2)
193. The calves you grazed haven’t come home
and their mothers cry out and summon them.
| am tired of calling you, heartless one!
Don'’t stay on the streets, it is getting dark.
O god, you who stay in Thiruvellarai surrounded by walls,
listen! I’'m saying this for your good.
Come and | will put kaappu on you

so that evil eyes will not harm you.

QFLIL sp1 OLDEIT (LpewEOWIT T S 6iT
AmCFrmyb B)svepid Asws GBI (b
YLUIGUTE Brest 2 grint Gumil
9| FVILD 2 _6UTLY 66V By 6iT6U T
L1 GUTILD suresTouT 675D
(pedfleuiaseir Glausiremewmm BlesTm il
@)IGUTSI BT spedTmiLDd GlFUIGWIssT
eTIDLNTmssT ML eumrmiil (3)
194. When you knocked over the play houses
and messed up the play food of the girls
whose soft breasts are formed like ceppus, | scolded you.
You ran away and haven’t come back to eat.
You are the ruler of the world.
You stay in Thiruvellarai where rishis live
and the gods praise you three times a day.
I won’t do anything to hurt you.
O beloved god, come and | will put kaappu for you

so that evil eyes will not harm you.

SHETENTl6L LOaTeVOIST () HTailds

HTeOlTT6L LITIIHEHEWEIT 6T6IT M) 6T6T M)
6T6mT 9| (HLD LilsiTemeraseir subgl (h

-@euir i ?- WpewmLILIBSSTHTIT
HTenT@6sr GleusiTarewm BledTmTiil

ST TOrTCL Fewip GlFuieui
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sueTeRT@GLD Gouemeviig spLiLimiil
aueTerGev &Ll eumgmil (4)
195. Countless children come again and again
and they complain that you threw sand into their eyes
and kicked them. You bother everyone you see.
O Kanna, you are the god of Thiruvellarai.
You have the color of the ocean!
You are generous!
Come and | will put kaappu on you

so that evil eyes will not harm you.

usvsvTullreui (s 2ariflev
Ulsiremeraer Hemiogssir GlFuisuri
6T6LEVTLD 2_6T@Lo6V YeiTII CUTEHT)
eroLiymedt 5 @)miIGss sumrymil
BEVEVTTH6T GleusiTarewm BledsTmmiis
epTeurEF &Gy 2_sr@Lo6vf]
Clamed D uTpSH BlsiTn 675315
Q&riiLL_& STl eumrymul (5)
196. Even if thousands of children from this village
do naughty things, people will say
you are the one who did them.
O beloved god, come.
You stay in Thiruvellarai where good people live
and you are the light of wisdom.
| will praise your beautiful body.
Come and | will put kaappu on you

so that evil eyes will not harm you.

HEHFEIT B M5 06lHTewT(H BHledTELosD

&(h BID&FE GFid wulilits Cuepw
uEhALILSD G oll D56

6TEITLIG T UTTHeWSBU|LD 26307 (h)
LDEHIr H6ULD LDEUT) LOTL_

wHH FlmGeusirarewm BlesTmmiis
S| EHFUET [ ) BIG BIH
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197. | heard that Kamsan is angry at you
and is sending Puthana, the dark red-haired devil,
to cheat and kill you.
You stay in the beautiful Thiruvellarai
that is surrounded by walls
and filled with diamond-studded palaces
where the clouds crawl.
| am afraid you will be hurt even if you stay there.
O beautiful child,
come and | will put kaappu on you

so that evil eyes will not harm you.

H6T6TF F&(HILD LD (HGILD

F05 G YUYl 2 g6 Fiils
UlsiremerwirGa b Cuemuil

Uiy sal pemev 2 et LiliTemevr
2 siremeurm) spedTmb MG wiedr

speflyemL_ Gleusirarewm Blesrmmiis
uesTeflCasTsT CLITS @)31 2 @LD

ugw@er ST surymiil (7)
198. O beloved, you are my prince.
| know that you have kicked and killed the evil Sakatasuran
who came disguised as a cart.
You destroyed the two Asurans
who were disguised as marudu trees.
| know you killed the devil Puthana
drinking milk from her breasts,
but | don’t know what else you might have done after that.
You stay in the lustrous Thiruvellarai.
It is time for you to go to bed.
O highest god,
come and | will put kaappu on you

so that evil eyes will not harm you.
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(3)6TLID HEWET 2_WITHSHTII
@)ewiowieuid @, eTedTmID Sy flwimii
Gus seflm 9L CarGeu
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199. You gave me the highest joy.
Even the gods do not know who you are.
You are the king who killed the elephant Kuvalayabeedam.
You are Yama for cruel Kamsan.
You stay in Thiruvellarai
surrounded with precious golden walls.

You have been raised as a precious child.

See, there is a beggar, a Kambakkabaali with a garland of skulls.

Run, come quickly and I will put kaappu on you

so that evil eyes will not harm you.

O HEC&ETH BT FBSh GClesresriy L (B

6TLPleV emmGWITH aubg BlesTmTi
BHHHCHev DL FHFl BleTmy

STl QFTevaIsh ClaTsirarmii Flsv Brer
B(HSSTLIL BTET 2_STEMIF FTHb

Gspar 2 _ewL_ CleusiTaremnm BledTMHTII
2 (h% HTL_(HID bHF allers @ st

spaif]l Qg meer sTHMICH6ST eumymiis
200. The Brahmins who know the Vedas well
recite the Rg Veda, come holding conches
with water and stand near you.
O dear child! Don’t be proud!
You stand in the middle of the street
and refuse to listen to my words.
I, your mother, only want to put divine kaappu on you.
You stay in prosperous Thiruvellarai

It is evening.

(8)

(9)
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| will light the lamp, so | can see you when you return.
Come and | will put kaappu on you

so that evil eyes will not harm you.

Gurgl i CFVUSH6IHTIPHSI L|swTT F)(1H6eU6TETER M WiITew6uT
WTSTHG 2 WihH CFTWS LDHTHETeWeTd: STLILIIL L oTHMLD
Geug s Lwer CaTsirar susveL el HFGH6T ClFTaiTedT LT eV
UTHL Lwest GlEmeTer ausVsv LGS T 2 srermi allener GLrGLo
201. Yashoda, the best among women,

called her son to put kaappu on him who stays

in auspicious Thiruvellarai

with Lakshmi the goddess of wealth

who lives on a lotus.

Vishnuchithan who knows the benéefit of learning the Vedas
made Yashoda’'s words into poems.

The bad karma of devotees

who recite even one part of these poems will disappear.

Quflwmripeuri FwEwmf) - urevd Slif e
The complaining cowherd girls!

CleueiTGlewrit el pmis] Gleumm HeVdhewD
eupLilewL @) (H BT pewdF CaL &b
HETERTLITTET MM FH6V6 H65Ten6ITds
HTHHHVBVTID 2_GTLDHENEITd & TEUTII
yevwsrentlh Leflls GlLiigTeL spds@Ld Femio
Yoo Ljewrwimsd @)emeu GlaFiiw 6606V
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202. The cowherd girls complain saying,
“‘When he gulps down the butter in our house
and throws the pots on the stones
we hear the noise of them breaking.

We can’t stop his naughty deeds.

(10)
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You should take care of your son.

The things he does hurt us

as if they were pouring sour juice into wounds.

You should tell your son not to act like that.

You gave birth to a son

whose actions are very naughty.

You are the mother of the one who is the chief of all.

O lovely Yashoda, call your son!”
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203. Yashoda asks Kannan to come
and then speaks to her neighbors.

“You are my dear child!

You were the dwarf Vamanan who went to the king Mahabali.

Come, come, come here!

You are the best of the Kahusta dynasty.

You have dark hair, a beautiful face and a lovely mouth.
Come here.

And you, lovely neighbors, you know he is my beloved child.
You know how precious he is to me.

Listen, son, you with a body dark as kohl,

it hurts me when | hear the neighbors complain about you.

| can’t bear it. Don’t you feel sorry for me?

Come to me.”
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204. The cowherd women complained to Yashoda and said, “Your wonderful
son doesn’t hesitate to do naughty things.

He thinks it is just fine to do them.

He swallowed all the melted ghee in our pots,

and broke them,

and now he stands here as if he has done nothing wrong.

Is it right to do bad things like this to your neighbors?

Yashoda, call him to come to you.

He doesn'’t allow us to live!

No doubt, he is indeed Madhusudanan.
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205. Yashoda asked Kannan to come to her and said,
“O you who have the color of a cloud, come.
You are the god of Srirangam. Come.
You are the divine Naranan of Thirupperur
surrounded by the ocean with clear waves. Come.”
He came running into the house and said,
“I've only come to eat.”
Yashoda could not get angry at him.
She approached him and embraced him.
This is the loving trick

that Yashoda’s dear child has learned.
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206. A cowherdess complains,
“I milked the cow and put the milk on the stove,
but then | found out | didn’t have any fire to light it.
| asked my daughter to stay there
and went to borrow some fire from a neighbor.
As | stood there and chatted with the neighbor for a while,
the dear god of Saalakkiraamam turned over the pot,
drank the milk and ran away.
O beautiful Yashoda,
your voice is as sweet as the juice
from a sugarcane press,

call your son.”
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207. Yashoda called Kannan to come to her.
“ O my son, you should come to me.
You should come to me now.
Don’t say you won’t come. Come to me.
The neighbors keep complaining about you

and it's hard for me to hear so many complaints.



You are a happy little one!

You carried Govardhana mountain.
You danced the Kudakkuthu dance.
You are the meaning of the Vedas.
You are my god of Venkata hills.

You are clever. Come here.”
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208. A cowherd girl complained,
‘I made twelve types of sweets with good rice,
small lentils, sugar, fragrant ghee and milk
for the festival of Thiruvonam.
| know what he does!
He already ate my food once before.
He said he wanted more and gobbled everything up
and then stood as if he hadn’t done anything wrong.
O lovely Yashoda, call your son
and ask him to come to you.

| only have a little bit of food left over.”
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209. Yashoda called Kannan to come to her.
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“O Kesava, come here.

Don’t say no. Come to me.

Don’t go to unfriendly people’s houses and play there.
Come to me.

Don’t stay where common people

say bad things about you and servants live.

Obeying your mother’s words is your duty.

Damodara, come here.”
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210. A cowherd girl complains,
“1 kept sweet laddus, seedais and sesame sweet balls in a pot
and went outside.
| thought no one would come into my house
and take anything, but your son entered my house
and ate all the sweets without leaving any at all.
He even looked into the pot hanging on the uri
and checked to see if there was any butter hidden there.
O Yashoda, you are beautiful.
Call your son to come to you.

I've only told you some of the naughty things he did.”
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211. A cowherd girl complains, “If anyone complains about
your son, you get upset.
O lovely Yasoda, he is tricky.
He came to our house and called my girl.
He took her bracelets, went away through the backyard,
sold them to the berry seller,
bought some sweet berries and ate them.
When | asked him about the bracelets,

he said, “| haven’t seen them” and laughed.
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212. The chief Pattar, Vishnuchithan, composed songs
describing the play of the god of Srirangam in the southern land
surrounded with groves where bees happily swarm
and the Kaveri flows with its abundant water.
People who sing these songs and dance
will become devotees of Govindan
and will be like lights that brighten up all the eight directions.

| bow to them and worship their feet.

Cuflwmpeuri FwmGwmrf) - QyuirwBienswi pewmuf®

The complaints of the young cowherd girls
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213. O Yashoda, your son threw mud at us
when we were bathing and playing in the river.
He stole our bracelets and clothes
and ran faster than the wind and hid in his house.
When we asked for our clothes and bangles
he didn’t answer. This isn’t fair.

If he doesn’t give us our bangles it isn’t fair.
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214. O Yashoda, your son has long ear rings.

He has long hair.

His sacred thread hangs down to his belly button.

He is worshipped and praised

by people in all eight directions.

We are beautiful women and our hair is decorated

with flowers that swarm with bees.

Your son stole our clothes

and climbed to the top of a tree

that touches the sky and sat there.

This isn’t fair.

We begged him to give our clothes back,

but he wouldn’t. This isn’t fair.
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215. Yashoda, your son stirred up the water in the pond

where large lotuses bloom,
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grasped the tail of the poisonous snake Kalingan

and climbed on its heads, dancing and shaking its whole body.
We think that was good,

but he stole our clothes, stays in the top of the tree

and refuses to give them back. This isn’t fair.
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216. Yashoda, your son killed the Asuran Thenuhan,
threw his body at the tree,
and made the fruits of the palmyra tree fall.
When Indra made a heavy rain fall on the cattle,
he carried Govardhana mountain in his big arms
and protected the cows. We think that was good,
but he stole our clothes, stays in the top of the tree,

and refuses to give them back. This isn’t fair.
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217. O Yashoda,
your son stole the milk and yogurt
in the cowherd village and ate them.
The cowherds saw him, caught him and tied him up.
Now he can't steal the butter
made by the cowherd women
who have round bamboo-like arms
because they tied him up and spanked him so he cried.

This isn’t fair.
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218. O Yashoda, even when he was a baby
toddling with his tiny feet,
that young child knew in his mind
that the devil Puthana would come, cheat him and try to kill him.
When she came, he drank milk from her breasts and killed her.
We think that was good,
but he stole our clothes, stays in the top of the tree

and refuses to give them back. This isn’t fair.
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219. O Yashoda, the god
went to the sacrifice of king Mahabali,
asked for three feet of land,
and measured this earth with one foot
and the sky with the other foot.
We think that was wonderful,
but he stole our clothes, stays in the top of the tree

and refuses to give them back. This isn’t fair.
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220. O Yashoda, your son, the god of gods in the sky,
came riding on his vehicle, the Garudazhvar

and removed the sorrow of Gajendra the elephant



when he was caught by a crocodile

in the large pond blooming with cool screw pine plants,
and ambal flowers.

He killed the crocodile with his discus.

We think that was wonderful,

but he stole our clothes, stays in the top of the tree,

and refuses to give them back. This isn’t fair.
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221. O Yashoda, your son has the color of the cloud in the sky.
He grazes the cows in the forest and plays happily.
He took the form of a boar, went beneath the earth
brought the earth stolen by an Asuran
and put it back.
We think that was wonderful,
but he stole our clothes, stays in the top of the tree,

and refuses to give them back. This isn’t fair.
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222. Pattan, the chief of Puduvai,

composed poems describing the complaints

of the beautiful cowherd women to Yashoda

about Kannan who has lotus-eyes.

Devotees who recite those poems

will not have any trouble in their life.

Cuflwripeuri FwmGwrif) - 9bLod S LoMISSH6V

103



104

Yashoda gives food to Kannan

Yashoda is afraid of feeding Kannan because she thinks he is the god.
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223. He toddles and comes to me

just like thousands of other children.

| give him butter precious as gold and milk.

He drinks the milk and embraces me.

He is the god who drank milk from the breasts of

the cheating devil Puthana

whose waist is thin as lightning and killed her.

Dear child, | know who you are

and I'm afraid to give you food.
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224. | gave a bath to your sky-blue body
and fed you food sweet as nectar and went out.
Before | came back you killed the Asuran
who had come in the form of a fully-laden cart
and returned to stay quietly at home.
You changed the mind of a young girl

who has waist thin as lightning
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and you made her love you.
Dear child, | know who you are

and I'm afraid to give you food.
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225. You swallowed all the butter and the lentils in the pots,
turned over the yogurt pot and ate all the yogurt.
Now, after killing the Asurans
who were disguised as marudam trees, you come.
O best among men!
You can do all these miraculous things.
People say you are my son,
but dear child, | know who you are

and I'm afraid to give you food.
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226. You fascinate the beautiful young cowherd girls
whose dark eyes are decorated with kohl.
You follow them holding onto their soft clothes,
and steal their clothes and stand alone
and do many mischievous things.

You tell lies and people are gossiping about you.
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| heard a lot about you near the pond.
Dear child, | know who you are

and I'm afraid to give you food.
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227. You swallow the butter and the yogurt
that the cowherd women churn three times a day and keep.
You make the pots that the cowherds
carry on their shoulders fall and drink the yogurt.
You sob and sob like the children
who want to drink milk from their mothers.
Dear child, | know who you are

and I'm afraid to give you food.
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228. When an Asuran came in the form of a calf
and refused to eat the good paddy
that all the other cows were eating happily
on the flourishing fields humming with bees,
you knew that it was not a calf.
You threw him up, made the vilam fruits fall and killed him.

O naughty one, you wander about and plot



to make a young girl whose soft curly hair is filled with bees
fall in love with you.
Dear child, | know who you are

and I'm afraid to give you food.
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229. You are the light!
You go into the grove and play soft music
on your flute, enthralling everyone.
The cowherd girls with soft curly hair come
and surround you to listen to you playing music
and worship you.
O dear child,
my only fault is that | have raised you.
You are naughty and the cowherd women
are always complaining about you,
but | know who you are

and I'm afraid to give you food.

QUTOTT Y &HIYILD HTewTdlsvevmi Limi
L& EHEMET HLOWIGTeWLD OlFiiig)

Carerrsv @B euCrr () Slewersgl B
GFTELEVLT LIL_TEHewT GlFiligmil

Camermi QWi GevsHeui @)1 L]
&L GL 6T suTLpailsDemsv [bh 6T

HTOTTUI 2_6TeN6T M HKICHTRTEL 6T 2 6375 (3,
9| EHF6UGHT HLOLOLD HT 6w

230. Even if you keep quiet

without doing anything naughty,

(7)

(8)
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people don’t believe it.

You fascinate the beloved daughters of others,
embrace and enjoy them,

and do things one can’t speak of.

No matter what | say about you,

the cowherd families don't listen.

They blame me because of you

until I can no longer listen to all their complaints.
You, son of Nandan, are like a bull.

| know who you are

and I'm afraid to give you food.
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231. Cowherd mothers go to sell buttermilk.

Cowherd fathers go behind the cows to graze them.

Fearless, you run behind the lovely cowherd village girls.

You wander around and everyone who sees you

says how naughty you are.

You are the god who does things to please even those
who don't like you.

You are my dear child.

| know who you are

and I'm afraid to give you food.
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232. You went into a blooming garden with a young girl
whose hair is decorated with a flower bunch,
embraced her breasts decorated with pearl chains,
and stayed there with her all night.
You only returned after the night was gone
and came at dawn.
Let the people who want to gossip about you
say what they want.
| won’t shout at you.
Dear child, | know who you are

and I'm afraid to give you food.
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233. Yashoda whose hair is decorated with fragrant flowers
called the one who has a dark cloud-like color
and told him that she will give him food sweet as nectar,
not just any food.
Pattarpiran, the chief of Puduvai, the famous poet
who is praised by the whole earth,
composed poems with Yashoda’s words.
Those who recite these poems

will become the devotees of god Rishikesa.

(10)
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Yashoda sends Kannan to graze the cows
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234. | bathed the dear child of cowherd clan

who has the color of kohl in turmeric water

and sent him out to go behind the calves

because | didn’'t want him wandering from house to house.
But how could | send my child who fought Kamsan
without worrying that his feet decorated with anklets

would hurt as he went behind the calves?

O god, what a terrible thing | have done!

upmIEhFsT LFAL uTeweum@rr(® umguiln
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235. | don’t want my son to go wandering around
kicking and destroying the play houses

of doll-like lovely girls

who wear fragrant turmeric powder on their bodies.
| don’t want him going around doing naughty things.
Why have | sent him behind the calves to the forest
where hunters go with their axes?

Why did | send my child behind the calves?

O god, what a terrible thing | have done!

pesTLoesst] GLosemey BbBIHSLWTETT(H BT6To6 %MD
GlumrsiTewf] Guevf] Lepsluimigd SliflwrGio
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236. | don’t want my son wandering

and playing every day with young girls

decorated with beautiful manimegalai ornaments.

| don’t want him making his shining golden body dirty with mud.

That’s why I've sent my sapphire-colored son

to go behind calves on the forest paths

where the bells of the cattle ring out.

O god, what a terrible thing | have done!

CUGUBTENT > & (ThhI&LP6V LOT ST eUbHEHI 6VT HTHMIL L1
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237. | don’t want him wandering around

in this cowherd village doing naughty things

so the beautiful dark-haired women there come

and gossip about him.

He is sweet to the eyes.

He is the god beyond all thought.

| have sent him to the forest behind the calves to graze them.

O god, what a terrible thing | have done!
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238. | don’t want him wandering here and there

in the cowherd village doing naughty things.

| don't want him approaching the cowherd girls

and kissing them with his lips that are like kovvai fruits.

I've sent that divine one, the king of gods,

behind the calves to the forest

where hunters carry afflicting bows.
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O god, what a terrible thing | have done!
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239. | don’t want him stealing butter

and filling his mouth by swallowing it

and doing many other naughty things

as he wanders around in this cowherd village.

I've sent him behind the calves to the forest paths

where many elephants wander and people trip and stumble.

O god, what a terrible thing | have done!

oueiTer] BIL MBIG-@)ewL LTSI eubdHl VT STHMIL I
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240. | don’t want him jumping around,

playing and wandering about with his friends

as women with vine-like waists gossip about him.

I've sent the lord of Garuda behind the calves

to the hot forest paths where there are dry kalli plants.

O god, what a terrible thing | have done!

LiesTevtl (i Flbiser euul MWD GlsTewvTL L1 LiTBIsleTTev
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241. | carried him on my lap for twelve months,

and fed him nectar-like milk from my young breasts.
Now | have sent my young lion-like son

behind the calves to the dry forest

where he will hurt his golden feet,

O god, what a terrible thing | have done!

(8)
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242. | have sent my son Damodaran behind the calves

without giving him an umbrella and sandals

to go in the terrible forest

where broken, hard, rough stones will hurt his feet.

Cruelly, | have sent my son to the forest.

O god, what a terrible thing | have done!
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243. Pattan, the chief of Puduvai filled with palaces that shine like gold
composed a garland of sweet Tamil poems

that describe how Yashoda was worried

when she sent her beautiful sapphire-colored son

who was always sweet to her to graze the calves.

Those who recite these poems

will have no difficulties in their lives.
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Kannan returns after grazing the cows
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244, He wears kudambai flower for an earring on his one ear
and a red thondri blossom on an other ear.
He wears a lovely kachu on his waist
and a checked dress on his body.
He wears a precious pearl chain on his chest
as he goes behind the cattle.
Come and see the beautiful form of the ocean-colored one.
O lovely women, | am the only one
who has a precious son like him on this earth.

There is no one like me.
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245. You are the eternal, famed Madhusudanan
who stays in Srirangam surrounded with good strong walls
where the Kaveri river flows and groves bloom.
O Kesava, | have done wrong.
| fed you a little food and heedlessly sent you
on your tiny feet to graze the young calves
because | thought it would be good for you.
No woman has a harder heart than |.

O small one, give me a kiss.
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246. O Damodara, you go through the forest,
graze the calves, run behind them and return,
wearing kodal flowers that bloom in the rainy season.
Now see, your body is covered with dirt.
You are the beloved of Nappinnai, lovely as a peacock.
| have made water ready for your bath.
Take a bath and come to eat.

Your father hasn’t eaten yet. He will eat with you.

H1g T GLTleL jewf] GeuBIsL 6uT &HLD
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247. You stay in the beautiful Thiruvenkatam hills
filled with fragrant groves!
You are a strong bull that fights in terrible battles.
O dear child, | brought you an umbrella, sandals and a flute
but you went without taking them
and your small red lotus-like feet
that went behind the calves have blistered.

Your eyes are red and you are tired, dear child!
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248. You are a bull in the battle!

When you blow the Panchajanyam conch

on the battlefield, your enemies shiver.

You are the little lion of the cowherd clan.

You are the beloved of Sita.

You are Maal, you are small and short and have lovely eyes.
You left your clothes and a small sword on your bed

and went to graze the cows with other cowherds.

It seems you have returned with them.
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249. You are beautiful!

You hold a shining discus in your hand.

| felt I might die when you entered the pond

and fought with the snake that spat poison.

What can | do?

You made my stomach hurt.

| am not worried.

Everything you did made Kamsan happy,

O you who have the dark color of a kayam flower.
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250. You have the dark color of the ocean

and you sleep on the milky ocean.

You took the forms of a boar, a turtle and a fish.
When the cunning Asuran came in the form of a calf
to the field where cows were grazing,

you took him in your small hands

and threw him at the vilam fruit trees.

Those Asurans always do only evil things to my son.
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251. | just heard something new to me!
You ate the rice, curries and yogurt
that the cowherds made and kept for Indra.
It seems that you have mixed them up and eaten them all.
I’m not good enough to feed you.
I'll never be able to do it. O Vasudeva, your fame is faultless.

From now on, | will be frightened of you.

Bt 9T CleuslTF i@, 2 L wTl S(HBT6T F(H
Goumewrid (3)6dTm) 6T(LY BT, (LP6dT
ueRT@BI Crflrenrs gmall pener L gLl
L6V T 6T () I M6l G 6T
HEITENTTEVLD ClFUILG SPUID HVSH5FI
Y NFAwid 5% emeudCspetr
HITERTT [ BTewed6l ST (hd Hesrmledr Lilesr GLiT@asev
Garevib CFIg @mCs 3)H 9)
252. You carry a strong white conch in your hand.
It is the auspicious Thiruvonam day, your birthday.

| called some women whose words are like music,
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planted bean seeds and blessed you

asking that you should live for many years.

| made curry and rice to celebrate your birthday.

O dear child, don’t go tomorrow to graze the calves.

Dress and decorate yourself and stay here.
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253. Vishnuchithan, the chief of Puduvai
where faultless people live
composed poems that describe
how the cowherdess Yashoda saw her son
coming after grazing the calves.
Those who learn these poems and sing will approach

the ankleted feet of the god who is dark as the ocean.

Quflwrpeuri Fwmeomf) - HevstewTeir L6 awsT(Hou(HBEI CHTEVID FH6¥T(H H6dT6vT WIT
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The cowherd girls fall in love with Kannan
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254. Cowherds come, decorated with fresh leaves and garlands.

The sounds of flutes and songs are heard everywhere.



119

Drums are beaten.

Govindan, decorated with peacock feathers in his hair,
comes with them.

The young women come to their front doors,

see the cowherds and Kannan, stand at the doorsteps
and say, “Is a cloud coming in the crowd?”

They forget what they should do

and stand there, forgetting even to eat.
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255. He wears a soft garment
that looks like the petals of flowers blooming on a vine.
He carries a small sword.
He is decorated with a garland made of fragrant mullai
and vengai blossoms mixed with fresh kachandi leaves.
He comes in the middle of a group of cowherds in the evening.
O girls, if you go in front of him,

you will lose your beautiful bangles.

wflewa b G1sM-allsvaid GClFewT(h-BaTeayid
GuevrewL_uwjib CHTpesTiomi Gl&TesT(H L
§2(h EWBUIT6V 6 (H6UETHT BHTewmen 2aresr ]
Y Blewyullerid erd &mldhs Fnhisd
ou(HewBHUileL aumig i LilsiTem 6T d6voT6wT6dT
LEHhFEHLD CLoevflujib euig6yLD FevdsTL_T6iT
/8B BledTm 6T 6163TGILIGHT CHTdHE % F6voTL_ M6l

9|51 Hwr(h) )6k 21 spedTM] Lj6wTIT 56T CH (3)
256. His young friends wearing silk garments

run behind him carrying small swords, bows, chendus and sticks.



One of them blows a conch so the cows will hear and return.
Kannan, tired, comes with them.

My daughter sees his beautiful body

adorned with turmeric powder and approaches him.

The people of the village see and gossip about her.
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257. He, my beloved god who carried Govardhana mountain
and protected the cows when there was a big storm,
now plays the music on his flute as a cowherd,
grazes the calves and comes with his friends.
O beautiful friend, | see him on the streets.
| have not seen anyone like him before.
O friend, come and see him.
All my bangles are getting loose

and my young breasts beneath their blouse are not under my control.
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258. | saw the cowherds standing around him
carrying umbrellas made of peacock feathers
as Kannan decorated with beautiful peacock feathers in his hair

sang and danced in front of their doorsteps.
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| don’t want you to give me in marriage to anyone

except Maayan, the god of Thirumaalirunjolai.

You should realize that | belong only to the victorious one
and give me in marriage to him.

If you don’t do it, it will plunge into sorrow.
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259. He will be decorated with shining sinduram

and a perfect naamam on his divine forehead.

The lovely music of flutes and the sound of drums will play.
With the cowherds who carry their grazing sticks

he will come into the flourishing grove.

He is the cowherd child, the god who is eternal.

He will walk on the street as if he knows everything.

Let’s stop him and tell him that he stole our ball

and see the lovely smile on his coral mouth.
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260. He goes behind good cows in a flourishing grove.
His divine body shines bright.

His fragrant hair is decorated with peacock feathers.
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His beautiful lotus eyes shine.

He comes in the middle of a group of cowherd children
and plays the flute, sings songs and dances.

The cowherds come with him singing and dancing.

My daughter is fascinated seeing the beauty of that cowherd child.

ApSHTi-6lumy CsTent(h GlFsTef] 9iLils
SlBBTOD BB BIEG @ (3)sW6V Wb S 6T6dTT6V
BT GRS H6iT CpY] LBIEleHW
Spslw CriHrssmed Sjenilbs
@) bslrer CGuired suHid yuiLiLileTener

THTHSTY 9|BIG @)ewTeuswer @)pGersv sTeT6dT
FhFuilsL BT STl HHIsHS: B6dT

51516lvr[® Fifleuswer &psvaleTnC (8)
261. He is decorated with a pottu made of red powder
and a divine naamam on his forehead.
His hair is decorated with beautiful peacock feathers.
The cowherd child comes like Indra the god of gods.
| told my daughter, “If you go in front of him, you will lose your bangles.”
My beautiful girl stands in front of him in the middle of the street.

See, her bangles and clothes are becoming loose.
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262. He wears on his left ear a lovely thondri flower.
His long hair is decorated with jasmine and forest mauval flowers.
My daughter sees the beauty of the cowherd child
who comes playing his flute.
She falls in love and stands in front of him without moving.

See, her lovely bangles become loose and she grows thin.
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263. Vishnuchittan, the chief of Puduvai
surrounded with lovely groves where bees swarm,
composed ten poems about the love of cowherd girls
who saw Kannan, the god of gods
coming on the street of cowherd village
surrounded by cows and cowherd children.

The devotees who sing these songs happily will reach divine Vaikuntam.
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Govardhana mountain

Kannan carried Govardhana mountain and used it as an umbrella to protect the
cows and the cowherds from the storm.
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264. The victorious umbrella-like mountain that the god
who has the color of the ocean
with rolling waves that gives rain
and who ate a pile of rice with lentils, yogurt and ghee

carried to protect the cows-
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is Govardhana where the gypsy girls
feed good milk and raise round-eyed innocent baby deer

that were caught by their husbands and given to them.
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265. The victorious umbrella-like mountain
that the god Madhusudhanan carried to stop the rain
when Indra, the king of gods was angry
and made it rain for seven days,
hurting the innocent cows-
is Govardhana where a female elephant chased by a young lion,
afraid her cub may be hurt and protecting it under her legs,

opposes the lion and fights.
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266. The victorious umbrella-like mountain that the god
carried when the cows, the large-eyed cowherd women
and the cowherds
screamed and asked for help saying,
“Help us, you are our refuge!”-
is Govardhana where men who have strong mountain-like arms

bend their bows when their lovely doll-like women
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ask them to catch deer saying,

“See, a group of deer are grazing on our millet.”
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267. The victorious umbrella-like mountain of the god of gods
who, taking the form of a boar, dug
and carried the earth with his tusks
as if he were a mahout giving a ball of rice to a cruel-eyed elephant-
is Govardhana where the clouds gather
after descending to the ocean,
scooping up the water, rising to the sky in the east

and pouring down rain.
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268. The victorious umbrella-like mountain that our father,
the god who took the form of a boar, carried,
digging it up and calling the gods, saying,
“O gods in the sky!
If anyone among you is strong enough, tell me,
and come carry this with me!”-
is Govardhana where a happy forest elephant

that has lost its tusks raises its trunk, worships the god
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and asks him to give the crescent moon for his tusk

as the musth pours from his temples.
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269. The victorious umbrella-like mountain
that our wonderful god carried,
putting all the five fingers of his lovely lotus hand
at its base and lifting it with his large, beautiful arms-
is Govardhana where the water
of the white waterfall flows everywhere
as it carries lovely glistening beautiful pearls

and makes the hill look like a treasure of pearl garlands.
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270. The victorious umbrella-like mountain
that our god Damodaran carried
using the five fingers of his wide hands
just as the thousand-headed Adishesha carries the earth-
is Govardhana where the monkeys who live there
put their small children to sleep
holding them in their hands

and singing the fame of Hanuman



who went to Lanka and destroyed its pride.
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271. The victorious umbrella-like mountain that the god
Narayanan carried to protect the cows
when the strong rain fell
like a warrior who uses his shield to stop
the arrows coming at him like a heavy rain-
is Govardhana where pious rishis who practice tapas
live in huts roofed with leaves, while angry murderous tigers

go and sleep with them.
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272. The victorious umbrella-like mountain

that the god Damodaran, who drank milk

from the breasts of the terrible devil Puthana

carried like a pillar-

is Govardhana that has the same name as the god Govardhanan,

where monkeys carrying their babies on their backs
climb on the branches of trees

and teach them how to jump.
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273. When the beautiful blue-colored one
carried Govardhana mountain,
the fingers of his lotus hands did not loose their beauty
and his strong beautiful finger-nails did not hurt.
He carried the mountain as if it were something he did every day.
On victorious umbrella-like Govardhana mountain,
a group of large clouds that rest on the top of the hills
make the mountain look as if it has grey hair

as they pour down rain everywhere.
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274. The famous Pattarpiran Vishnuchithan
where the Brahmins recite the divine Vedas
composed these ten poems on Govardhana mountain
where jasmine flowers bloom
on the branches of kuravam trees.
He describes how the hill is carried as an umbrella
by the god who sleeps on Adishesha
and rides on an eagle, the enemy of snake.
The devotees who recite those poems in their hearts

and worship god will reach divine Vaikuntam.
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Kannan plays the flute
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275. O beautiful girls who live in this wide world,
listen to a wonderful thing!
When Thirumaal who has a white valampuri conch in his hand
plays the flute with his divine lips,
the cowherd girls who have young breasts
hear the sound of the flute, get excited
shiver and run away from their houses
where they are guarded,
untying the ropes that they are tied with.
Putting the ropes on their necks as if they are garlands,

they come, shyly and surround him.
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276. When Govindan takes his flute in his hands,

bends his eyebrows, blows the air bending his stomach and plays,

the young girls who are beautiful as peacocks
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and have doe-like eyes, listen.

Their hair decorated with flowers becomes loose,

their dresses become loose.

Holding their falling dresses

they stand looking at him out of corners of their eyes.
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277. He is the prince of the sky.

He is the little one of Vaikuntam. He is Vasudeva.

He is the king of Madhura.

He is the princely son of Nandagopan.

He, Govindan, is the little child of the cowherds.
When he plays his flute the young Apsarases

come down from the sky and approach him.

Their hearts melt and their flower-like eyes shed tears.

Their hair swarming with bees becomes loose.
Their foreheads sweat
and they close their ears to everything else

and hear only the music of his flute.
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278. He fought, conquered and destroyed
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the evil Asuras Thenuhan, Pilamban and Kaliyan.
When that small dark child plays his flute

wandering about in the forests,

Menaga, Thilothama, Ramba,

Urvasi and other heavenly Apsarases,

fascinated as they hear his music, become speechless.

They come down from the sky, dance, and sing with joy.
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279. The kings of the three worlds are afraid of the god.
He came in the form of a man-lion and killed Hiranyan.
When Madhusudanan plays the flute,
Narada who plays the Tumburu veena,
those who play the kinnaram,
the midunam and other string instruments,
hear his music, forget their skills and say,
“We won’t touch our musical instruments
because we can’t compete

with the lovely music of Madhusudanan.”
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280. He is the small son of Devaki,
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who has large beautiful eyes and strong arms.

He is our highest god and a lion among the gods.

When he plays his flute,

the Gandharvas who wander in the sky,

fascinated by the nectar-like music,

say, “He, our highest god, is playing the flute,”

and they feel ashamed because they can'’t play like him,

and they stand folding their hands and worshipping him.
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281. Listen to the wonders that | have seen on this earth.

When the god who sleeps on Adishesha plays his flute
in the middle of a crowd of young cowherds,

the music is heard in the gods’ world

and all the sky dwellers forget to eat their sacrificial food
and enter the cowherd village.

Their ears are filled with the sweetness of the music
and they follow happily wherever Govindan goes

and do not leave him at all.
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282. When Govindan plays the flute
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holding it in his small fingers, his beautiful eyes close,
his red cheeks puff out

and his brow sweats with small drops of water.

The flocks of birds leave their nests,

come and surround him.

The herds of cattle leave the forest

where they graze, come near Govindan,

and lie down holding their legs apart.

They bend their heads, listening to the music of the flute

and move their ears as if they are dancing.
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283. His body is dark like a cluster of clouds,
his face is beautiful like a red lotus,
and his dark curly hair is the color of the bees.
When he plays his flute,
a herd of deer, fascinated with his music, forgets to graze.
The grass that they have eaten
hangs from their mouths
and, unmoving from side to side,

they stand motionless as if they were painted pictures.

& (HmISHT CHTewss wullh LT60 ojenflbg)
&1 BTG 2 H55 55 L
9| (HBIBV 2_(HalledT i Gl (HLoTedT
9J6UGISTT (HeUIT &LpsL 2arglesr GLITg)
LOTBIS6T BT M) 0G| HTEWTH6IT LIT LD
LO6VT 6T 6 (LD eueTT Gl MIDL 6T ST (LYLD
@) TmBIGLD Fa bLLD S(HLOTEY BlTM Bl6dTD



134

udsLD CHTdhd Yemeu ClFIUD &enTGL (10)
284. Our god, the matchless one,
the chief of the cowherds
decorated with dark-eyed peacock feathers
and a silk garment tied tightly and beautifully
on his handsome body plays the flute.
The trees stand without moving,
flowers pour honey-like rain
as if to bow and worship him.
Their straight branches bend to hear the music.
They all turn towards wherever the beautiful god Thirumaal is

because that is their nature.
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285. Vishnuchithan, the chief of Puduvai,

composed poems about

how the music flowed like a flood of nectar

from the holes of the bamboo flute

in the beautiful hands of Govindan

who has curly hair and a tuft on his head.

Those who know Tamil well

and recite these poems of Vishnuchithan

will be among the devotees of the god.

Quflwmipsuri FwmO i) - BHDTI ) rBI%Hs)
The mother of a young girl worries about her daughter who falls in love with

Kannan.
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286. She plays on the sand and makes herself dirty.

She speaks like a baby.
She doesn’t know how to wear her lovely dress
made with fine threads.

She has not gone out of our front yard yet

with a small play pot in her hands, but holding the hands of the one

who sleeps on the snake bed she comes home.
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287. Her teeth have not grown out yet.

Her hair is not yet thick.

She plays with sparse-haired slow-witted children.

She made friends with naughty girls
but she says that they are good children like her.
She falls in love with Maayan

who has a beautiful sapphire color.
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288. Even when she tries to make a play house
on the white sand in the front yard of her house,
she cannot make it without drawing
pictures of a conch, a wheel, a club, a sword and a bow.
Her breasts have not grown out yet.
My heart worries every day

because she is in love with Govindan.
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289. Who can | tell about the tricks
that this young Kannan does?
He gets together with my young, innocent
daughter’s friends
and cheats her and makes fun of her.
She doesn’t know the old saying
that the spoon that scoops the porridge
doesn’t know how much salt is in the porridge.
Just like that she does not know
whether the one who holds the discus loves her

as much as she loves him.
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290. She wears fragrant Thulasi garlands
and goes to all the cities and lands
where Narayanan stays and searches for him.
Many can’t understand her and want to hurt her. Confused, they say, “Put her in a
guarded place with Kesavan.”

Why is the world like this?
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291. | decorated her with a forehead ornament,
golden ear rings, a padagam ornament and anklets
and raised her with love.
She doesn’t want to stay with me now.
She left me and just keeps saying, “Puvai puvanna!”
O girls with long thick hair,

see, she is falling in love with him.
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292. | am an innocent mother and she is my innocent daughter.



She stands in front of the girls who are obedient to their mothers.

She is like a spoon that gets loose from its stem and spills food
everywhere without knowing what it is doing.

Shameless, she mutters like a parrot and says,

“Kesava, you are faultless!”

O girls with long fragrant hair,

she is fascinated with him and has fallen in love.
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293. She wears pretty dresses
and looks at herself in the mirror.
She makes the bangles on her arms jingle.
She wears a new sari and sighs.
She decorates her red mouth as sweet as a kovvai fruit.

She does the same thing again and again.

She raves about the power of the god who has a thousand names.

She falls in love with the sapphire-colored god.

who has no hatred for anyone.

WEBHHVHGI 2_6Ter Lom(h) Lhlwids
& GRTERTTEVBIGET ClFilig) () euemner-
WeUSHF| H6US S| 61% 6T (H) 6T6IT6I 6uT6ssilLID?
BLoemLo 6 (b LiLi(hdGILb-
CFISHeW6V 6T(LY BTHMILT CLITEL j6u6dT
CFieuet GFiig 6ClEHTeTET
WIS HL_(LPSHI6V 616TTEUT6IT LI 6D
euery afl(pLheira:Ger
294. What is the use if | save abundant wealth

and wish to spend it

(9)
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to do the auspicious ceremonies for her?

It only hurts me.

She is like a tender shoot that grows on a field
and he is like the one who owns the land.

He can do whatever he wants with her.

Take her to the place of the beautiful one

who has the color of a dark cloud

and leave her there.

QUL CLIHSS HeUsTERTTVBIGET ClFIIg)
Guewfl B1d B)eV6Vd g 6T e
3) (BB GI6uT6T 6TEWTEWH BTID () (HdH
(3)6u(EmHLD spEOTM) 6TEVIT I F]65T M T 6IT
LD (HSSHIULI LIGLD [5HBISISUTT6T 6T60T68)ILD
QUTTSHemS LI(h6u 63T (Lp6dT
2OBUUOSSH RO BleT Garsner
2 QEATHSTET (B)emL_dG8s% (10)
295. We did all the auspicious ceremonies
that we needed to do for her
and kept her in our home thinking that she will stay here.
But she wants to do something else
and worries how she can leave home.
Before others know that she is in love with him
and is leaving home because her parents
have not arranged marriage for her,
we must take her to him
who went to Mahabali as a dwarf

and measured the world.

@HTEVLD (LpHMILD 2 65T(H 60leweVS GiuilsD
BT TWENTEN|dF, @)6u6iT

LOTEVS T LD LDIHSET6IT 6T6T MY
STl 2wy OlFiI%Hemesr

Gamevid gy QT G LgieweuwrTGa et
alll_(HFsgetr OlFTetTesr

LDTED6V LISHSILD U6V6VTHL_ ()
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B)svemev 6u(hH FIWIET (11)
296. Vishnuchithan, the chief of Puduvai
surrounded with beautiful flower gardens
composed a garland of ten poems
about how a mother describes her daughter
who fell in love with Narayanan,
the god who swallowed the whole earth
and sleeps on a banyan leaf.
Those who recite these poems

will not have any trouble in their lives.

Qulwmripeuri FHEIwTLf - SewevausTLleT GlFSTD HWaTSHDIGSHIS STl LIVLILY
2_6iTesf] 671G 6V
A Mother's worry. Mother says.

beV6VG| R STLEDTL CluTiiend
BresToeVi GLosy Lisst] GFmy

Vel HTgID 2 HiTHSHIH
PHPHHTD 2HBHTEVT

®)svevid CleumCGuiry HmTEevr
6TEITLOEHEW6NT 6THBIGHLD & TS6uvT6dT

LO6VEVED T L L 6u6dT Liledr@Limiil
WgIWILI YDLD Ldbarer 6lsrsd@evr? (1)
297. “ | haven’t seen my daughter anywhere.
My house is empty.
It is like a pond that has lost its beauty
and its fresh lotuses have shed their petals
when the dew has fallen on them
and the alli blossoms have shed their pollen.
Did she go towards Madurai city
following him who destroyed the Asurans

when they came disguised as wrestlers?

RETMID 9Pl RSTHI F)VVTS



2 (HeusmMd CHTLITEVT & MBI 6T
HeTMI Hmev TmwT CuTGev

Heorevt] ) (HHBTEmend: 6l TesT(D)
BeTMID SP CFig GCursstmedr

BTt OFii% HenLo
6TETMILD 6TLDT&H6T (§lqh&) eIt

JFHEH6HTV? QuilHnl GlesrevCevr? (2)
298. Narayanan made my virgin daughter
play with him and took her with him
like the ignorant cowherds who steal calves.
Won't this terrible thing that Narayanan did

be a disgrace for our family?

@il wewtd G\Fiig 6% mTesnT(H
Gamevid ClFIUIGI B)VVSHHI @) (HSHD
s UpGo plug
STCLTSTD @ 6TedTmI FTHD)
SrT uglujenL_g Cxail
OrEFrentlenw suhlul (B
SILblevID 6T LidD OB TL 195
Garyewtid HriigHm GlesTevGsvr? (3)
299. We made arrangements for my daughter’s wedding,
decorated her beautifully and kept her at home.
We announced to our relatives
that we are giving her in marriage to Damodaran.
Will the people beat the sounding drums,
worship the queen of Indra the king of gods

and decorate this village with beautiful garlands?

§2(H LDSHET H6oTew6T 2 6wl Suiedr
2_6VGLD BlewWMbHS L|dHLPT6D
Bl(mLogHsT CLTsw auaridGgHeir
ClFBISH 6T LTV HTedT Gl mevr(h) GLiTesTTedT
L WHeTTIdG Glg UTLPHSI
CumibLileTemer QUDHMH 9CFTems
LD(HLO&HEM TS H63T(h) 2_&HHG)
wentTL_(HL1 LYnbGFiiuym Gl&TevBevm? (4)
300. | have only one daughter
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and | raised her like Lakshmi, the beautiful goddess.
The world praises me as a good mother.

Lovely-eyed Maal has taken her with him.

Will Yashoda who lives in a respectable family

and gave birth to a wonderful son

feel happy seeing her daughter-in-law

and perform the post-marriage ceremonies for her well?
Will | see that?

SLD LOMLOEST [bhH BT LITEVeIT

S E)E ClaTevvT(h) 6T6IT LDSH6IT &63T6MEITF
CFLLTHSIET sTedTm GlFTEVD

CF B! WD HeTEWILD GClF6reuTI|LD
CEBTiDemLD (LpeMeVU|LD @)ewL_tu|LD

& TIpbLIeHeTS CHT6THEHLD Hewrig L (h
@) wasewarts QuUDD ST

®)esflg Flwri eresrenmi Gl&TeLELT? (5)
301. Will Nandagopan, the father-in-law
of my daughter, embrace her and say,
“I am proud to have you as my daughter-in-law?”
Seeing her lovely fish eyes, red mouth, round breasts,
waist and beautiful arms,
will he say, “How can the mother
who gave birth to one like you

be able live apart from her?”

GeuL_ii mé& @evd CGLirGev
Gouemrig HmIF GCIFUIL] 6THTLOHEDOTI
Fnlq il Il L G0 W
Q& TeRT(H Gl surpmi ClsTevGsvr?
BTHLD B5HD Sjplw
[B6V6VG| QT &HeWTRTTEVLD GlFIIG)
FT® @ uTiihg 6LIHLOTET
SHEHUT wHLILDMIBI 61&TLEeVT? (6)
302. Will the family of her in-laws join together,

perform all the requisite ceremonies



and make her happy?

Will her beloved who destroyed the Asuran
that came in the form of a cart

be able to live happily with my daughter
whom he married as the whole city

and the country looked on?

OWTL_G &I (Lori ClLI(HLomedT

9 LIWITEST @)STM) 6TEOTLOSHEDETLI
uewtL_ L1 Ll daer ClFTsvedlls

ufla o Sy eTig BB GlETeLEGevT?
CBTERT(H GHLg- UTLPEHEWS eUTLPHIB

Gameusvls LILL 1D sallggiLi

LIeWTem L LoeTT L Lg LT (LpedT Gevr
LITGIHTeU6) 6m6Uds@nl ClamevGevm? (7)
303. Will the chief of the gods in the sky
who carries a discus
live with my daughter without blaming her for anything?
Will he live with her in the family,
give her the name of belonging to a cowherd family
so that all the other housewives

will know and protect her?

G@uulp Umpbseui GFiiujb
GHEWTLD p&TMILD GlFIFlevesT bEHT
WL PTMILD OlFUIFeV6dT BBIH ML
155&HEHTLIGHT LDFHEIT I 6V0T 6HOT 60T

B)ewL_ @) (HLITEYILD 61T BI
B)W6r 51 @)eHeTd | 6TEITLOSHET 67 kI
oL sWICm uHM! eurTnIFd

& Sl BB GsTevGevm? (8)
304. O beautiful girl!
The son of Nandagopan doesn’t do any of the things
that people born in good families do!
He doesn’t follow our customs.

O my god!
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My daughter’s waist is becoming thin
and she is longing for a better life.
Will her hands become rough

always churning buttermilk and holding the churning rope?

Cleuswreniimg Ga i Hulli esTewsvt
GleusiTeuen riiLiledT (LpedT 6T(LPHSI
ST 2_MBISTESH @) (HHSI
HEWL_WEYLD HT6dT6u6V6VET 6l T6LB6VT?
PETENT DS HTLOHTF OClF B 6vT
2 _QUSHETHS T 6TGITLOSHEMETLI
LIWT ewm WLl Lievwf] 0)a mesor ()

ufle o Sy erig Bk GlETeLGVT? 9)
305. Without sleeping well, can my daughter wake up before dawn
and churn the white yogurt?
Will the god who has shining beautiful lotus eyes,
who measured the world,

make her do hard work or will he keep her happy?

wrweusst LNesreulpl Caestm suplullen wrHmmiser sl (b
pwitaser Cxflullepib L@ 9 bIGGems WTDHMLPLD 6TEVEVTLD
Srweusit GlFTevedli ClFTVMEVLT H6UdT LgleweuLt LiL L 65T GlFTedTevr

STW SLOD LISGILD 6U6VVTT ST LO6TST616BITRTED)| &5 & DT ST (10)
306. The chief of flourishing Puduvai

composed ten poems describing

how a good mother went to a cowherd village

searching for her daughter

who went away with Maayavan and how she worried

whether her daughter could live as a daughter-in-law in the cowherd village.
Those who recite the poems of Vishnuchithan

will become devotees of the god

who has a beautiful sapphire-colored body.

Quflwumpeuri FHOwrf - 2 B LPSSH6L



Playing balls - undi parathal.

6T6dT BT HeT CHalldh @ 96T @)eSTLILILY, FFWITSHT6T
BT BT HEIT HTENTG6U HEWTLY, LDT &b 6»esr
o6t BTSHLI Ljeermev susdlwis LPlGHI L
6T63T [HT&H6IT eUGTEMLOEHWILT LIMTIg Ll LI
6T TedT euedTewLoew Wt LTigLl L.
307. O undi, fly and sing the strength of my god
who pulled a beautiful Parijatha flower tree
from Indra’s world with the help of strong Garuda
when Indrani did not give the flowers to Sathyabama.
Praise and sing the strength of my beloved and fly.

Praise and sing the strength of my god and fly.

61637 xil6L 66l FHevor(h) CLIT 6T6ITM) 6T T6UHHT6dT
ST aileVedIGRTT(HID HouHeWS 6TH T 6uTBIF
(psiT alled 6usdld g (LpgI6ILIesT 2 _ull(HevsTL_TedT
H6oT alleVedleiT usTEMLOEDUWILT LITIG L1 LI
g,rr&ggﬂ SHETEMLOEM WL LITIG LT LiM
308. O undi, fly and sing the power of the bow of the god

who took away the power of Balaraman'’s tapas

when he came in front of him and said, “See the power of my bow and leave!”

He bent his bow and took the life of Thadagai.
Sing and praise the strength of the son of Dasharatha.

Fly and sing the power of his bow.

2_pLiLilentl pBiIwsewws G s7HMld 6gmest(h

QllGLyDDI Y BiG 75 allewrhbg) Tl aubg]
QFMmEHGH 2 MMTeT 6T T Fewsid SNV IWIF
FAewTSHFL_L_T6dT eussTewLoew WLt LITIgLl LD

Cxpeusl AnissemspLl LUTIGL LD
309. O undi, when the god brought Rukmani on his chariot,
Rukman, her proud brother,
came there angrily and opposed him.
Kannan destroyed his heroism and cut off his head.

O undi, fly and sing the praise of the god.
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Praise the lion-like son of Devaki and fly.

WrHmISSTil CFeTn susTbGLT@s sTeTYIL
FDMISSTIL LeTOSTL THg 6TIDLNTTST 6TadTIY LD
I DMIS STl ClFTeV6VS Gl TIg W suesTid GLimest
FOMID @)VTHTewesTL LITig Ll LID

Fwsp LOMTTOTENSTLI LTI LT LID (4)
310. O undi, fly singing the strength of the god
who went to the terrible forest without getting angry
when his step-mother who is like Yama told him,
“Go to the forest!”
and as the mother who gave birth to him
followed him crying, “My dear son!”

Sing the praise of Rama the beloved of Sita.

LIEHh&FUT STHGTTIILI LITTSHLD ma;@&uﬁgu
BEhd 2 LOIp BT&Hd Sl_bs bH ClUTiiens LG
9| 6pFLI LTS STELo6V LITiihSIL (B | (HeTOlFII%
S| 6HF I 6UEUITWTEWITLI LITLG LT LI
9CFTemgH6tT ABIsdHemSHLI LITIGLI LD (5)
311. O undi, fly and sing the praise
of the dark kohl-colored god
who went to Duryodhana as a messenger for the Pandavas
and helped them fight the Bharatha war.
He jumped into the pond and danced on the heads
of the snake Kalingan and then gave his grace to it.

Sing the praise of the lion-like son of Yashoda and fly.

P1g. R (16| eVS BId EHLD DY6T0T(H) 2651
919G @ I (meT 1T jeussTLiledt OlBTL THS
uiguiled GewrSgI0 LTS BLOLSE S eTm)
9| 1GBleW6V FFHSTemesTL LITIg Ll Lim
T Fwi Csmomemesris LTigLl LD (6)
312. O undi, fly and sing the praise
of Rama who gave his padukas

to his faultless brother Bharatha
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who followed him and asked him to come back
to rule all the three worlds and be the king
and show him his grace.

Sing the praise of the king of Ayodhya and fly.

sraflwer GlUumiiensd HeVBIS0 UTHSIL () jeuedT
Bepig 2B BTy BL1bElFIg)

LbeT 9)6usnIdh @ I (HETOFIIS alldsHHeiT
Gameir-aued afrGio Lmig s LD

ST D&V 61 eRTERTEMSTL LITIg LI LiM (7)
313. O undi, fly and sing the praise
of the strength of the heroic arms
of the clever god who jumped into the pond,
stirred it up and danced on the five wide heads
of Kalingan and then gave his grace to him.

Praise the pure sapphire-colored god and fly.

BTTEHE @)THBHIOLNSG G T FFHh HeTL LD
BrHmeust GlFTHeETenT(h) CuTd HIL BIG- @)ewL &
GrliueTsTenaud ClFalCwm® cpdE jeusT
9 TEHEH I fbBTeweTL LITIgLl LD

CWrsF& @ S rFewesris LUTigLl LD (8)
314. O undi, fly and sing the praise of the god
who gave the kingdom to his younger brother
and went to the forest obeying the order
of his step-mother Kaikeyi.
In the forest Rama cut off the ears and nose
of thin-waisted Surpanakha as she screamed.

Sing and praise the king of Ayodhya and fly.

WTWE FHLLD 2 wSHHHI LO(HG Q)MIdHSHI
wiTsCerm® CUTl Y BlewT HTHFHI ) 6usf]
Gouulledr GHLpev 2015 ailgsHHeTTIl Bl6dTD
QY WITSHET eTHMWewmedris Lmig s L
9 Blewr Guidhsrenesris LTgLll LD (9)
315. O undi, fly and sing the praise of the god
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who kicked and destroyed the Asuran

when he came in the form of a deceiving cart.

He killed the Asuran brothers

who stood in the form of marudam trees.

He is a clever god

who goes with the cowherds, protects the cattle

and plays the flute wonderfully.

O undi, fly and sing the praise of the bull-like son of the cowherds.

Fly and sing the praise of the god who grazed the cows.

STITT SL6WeV WL SHL_(h (3)eVBIenas Ljd 3,
QUTHTET GlLITeT(ply spedTLICHT(H sp6dTewMU]LD
Courm 9jsusTaLEGs% BH6r 9Tre Fhd
ST TOUAPSENTLI LITIg LI LIMD
Cwirsgwi Ceubgenerts LITig Ll LD (10)
316. O undi, fly and sing the praise of the god
who crossed the ocean, entered Lanka,
killed his enemy Ravanan, the ten-headed king,
and gave his kingdom to Vibhisana, Ravanan’s good brother.
O undi, fly and sing the praise of the nectar-like sweet god,

fly and sing the praise of the king of Ayodhya.

BHBHET LDHENEVEDWIS BT (DD M6 B 6TM)
2 gl uphs spefluilewp wmiEHeT6lFTsL
QFpgLlps ClgeTL g sweuaill B FbgeTelFTsv

Wb CTT(®H £2bgILDeU6D VT EI6VV6D (3)sVemev B (11)
317.Vishnuchithan, the chief of southern Puduvai

where ornamented Tamil flourishes composed ten poems

describing how the women decorated with shining ornaments

asked the undi to praise

and sing the heroic deeds of Kahustan, the son of Nandan.

Those devotees who learn and sing these ten poems of Vishnuchittan will not have

any trouble in life.
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Euflwripeuri ST - HeVIweT FMS55GHE T Ml HjewL_WTETLD

Hanuman sees Sita. Story of Rama.

These poems describes how Hanuman went to Lanka, saw Sita, told her things
that only she would know to show that he was a messenger from Rama and gave her

the ring of Rama.

CBMbS & ([HkIGLP6V LoL_euTil BleT 9ji1q Suiedt elsvvTewTiiLID

CFPIHS wewfl (pig&F FerrsmeT Flewsw @MISSI Blewssrd & TenTT BBl
IDVIHGHI TS HWTHL L 9| (HHhHeudh8HTeT @ewL_ allevnisHs

QFPIHP FeweLClBT(H HousbembdF FewdHhHBHHID QT ML UITETLD (1)
318. Hanuman sees Sita in Asokavanam in Ravanan's palace and says,
“O Beautiful goddess with dark thick hair!

| am your slave. This is my request.

Rama broke the bow of king Janakan

who wore a shining crown studded with diamonds and married you.
When Balaraman, who did much tapas,

stopped him on the way to Ayodhya after your marriage,

Rama broke his bow and destroyed his powerful tapas.

This tells you | am a messenger from Rama.

96vedlwibLy, eVTEHGCHTHTUI 9iq L1ewsTbCHedT 6flevdTevsriiLILD
ClFTeLeY CaHetT CHL L (HETTIUI FI6W6ERTLOGVT FH6voT LoL_LoT Sevr
stve0lwd Cuirg) @)eflBlHSHD @) HHBSH T )L suswBHuilsv
6V60leN S LOT LOTENEVGIBTENT(H ki@ B THBHSHID QI 6HL_WTETLD (2)
319. “Your hair is decorated with lovely alli blossoms.

| bow to your feet. This is my request.

Give me your grace and listen.

You are beautiful like a deer

and your two eyes are like blooming flowers.

One day when you were with your beloved husband,

he brought you a jasmine garland

and you were very happy to see it.

This tells you | am a messenger from Rama.

HVSHE DT LOSTSHEHTOTTUIS 035 8HF eurh Geoussdri
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D6V LOIT LDEVT S G 6T T UL LDSITSITEUSNILD LoD TSI 6pLHl WIS
GHVEGLIT &TH 2 _emmuwit Gur sterm allewL ClaTHLIL

(3)6V & LOEWTET HTEITT(HLD |BIF, TH WG| P WL W TETLD (3)
320. “Kaikeyi, the queen of Dasharatha,

confused in her mind,

asked for two boons from Dasharatha

and the king with a sorrowful mind

was unable to refuse and granted the boons.

He sent Rama away saying, ‘O dear son of our family!

Go and stay in the forest!’

And Rama went with his brother Lakshmana.

This tells you | am a messenger from Rama.

uTi 6wl hd (Lpewev L eumil eweuGshaT allewesnriiLid
Cair gewflbg HCuwrsSlwirGsrer GlumbEsaf CsL L (Hermi
Fn i 9JilbH Caus) aueveU6eT &dEaTT(HID &mbiew S 6o evtm

Fir ojewtlibs CHTLHewLD C1EHTEITLGILD I B|eWL_WTETLD (4)
321. “O Vaidehi, you are beautiful

and your breasts are decorated with a band.

This is my request.

You are the royal queen of the king of Ayodhya

who has a beautiful chariot.

Give me your grace and hear me.

He became a good friend of Guhan

who is proficient in using a sharp spear

and who lives on the bank of Ganges.

This tells you | am a messenger from Rama.

LoreT Y HLD ClaT@BTEH S ewauGsal allewresTiib

HTET YL (HLD H6V- ST CUTIS HT(H 2 WMHD HTVDHSHI5

G et LoD QUITD FTreL ASSlram L Gg1 @) HLiuL

urLErPlwiris LursBOL] LIelbsSID @I SjewL_WTeTLD (5)
322. “O Vaidehi, your look is soft like a deer,

your words are as sweet as milk!

This is my request.
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When you and Rama went to the forest

filled with stony paths and stayed in Chithrakudam
where the mountain slopes are filled with groves
and flowers drip honey

Bharatha came and worshipped you. This tells you | am a messenger from Rama.

FASIram g1 B)HLILF AMISHTHMS (LPswsV & evTL
IYSFTCw CETET®H TPl JYwaTSs 2 WG Siflbs @y
allg 55 Cer @) rmomGeur BT LIWILD 6TTMI HewLPLILI

OSSN TCLD BB 6ITHHITEHENT B MIHSSHILD QT BV L WITETLD (6)
323. “When you were in Chithrakudam,

a small crow came and touched your breast.

You were frightened when Rama shot an arrow at the crow

and the crow, frightened, flew all over the world.

You called Rama, saying,

‘O Rama, you are a clever one. Come, you are my refuge.’

At once Rama came and made the crow blind in one eye.

This tells you that | am a messenger from Rama.

LO63T 6 HIswT- @)ewL_wimis G- g Cuiedt efleydTesvTLiLID
CUIT6IT §pdd LOTET P&TMI LGB @)evflg) afleweruime_
mwlest yetrLiledt euLflBledTm Fewev Lilig G 6TOLITT6edT 67511

UearGer oy mi@ @)evd @ Lemter UIMbsgIh @i 6w wrartd (7)
324. “Your waist is as thin as lightning!

This is the request of your true slave. Hear me.

When a golden deer came in the forest and played sweetly,

you asked your beloved husband to bring it to you.

He took his bow and went to catch it.

Laksmana who was guarding you left

and searched for Rama

because he heard Rama calling him

and thought that Rama was in trouble.

This tells you | am a messenger from Rama.

LG & LOT D6V @HLPeVTII sneuGspaT allewrsnTiiuib
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P55 L&D auresTgd:CHmer 2 L 6T B)(hhdh Hlewers CoHL_
95D £ YCwrHSwiGsrer HewLwmartd @)eweu GlomLflbsTesT

(3)$ HWBWITED HEVL_WITETLD g H)6usiT ewdsLd GLomdlrGLo (8)
325. “O Vaidehi, your kohl-like dark hair

is decorated with beautiful flowers.

This is my request.

| am a chief of the monkeys.

The great king of Ayodhya told all these things to me

so that | could search for you.

This is a ring from his hand

and this is the best sign that | am his messenger.”

Fl&@ Blewm yasprenet & Geusiraild GlFsiTm bmeir
s Glum Fewmu HH G alled @)midsTer Grslrid & et (h
695 GHLOTED (EWL_WTETLD eNILOTEIT 6T6T M) 2_FF GLoev

W6US S5 6\ BT (H 2B HBHATATTED L6V @&LEVTST Feng i GLo 9)
326. Sita saw the ring of Rama

who is praised in all directions,

and thought of the day

when Rama came to Janaka’s palace,

broke the bow in the middle of a large assembly of kings

and married her.

Sita, decorated with flowers on her hair,

said, “O Hanuman, this is a marvelous sign!”

and joyfully put the ring on the top of her head.

QUTIT Y (HLD (LPeweV oL sume e»euGHall Henesrds %6sr(D

£ 9L FMev ysyieT CBMhg 2 wIds% DL WTETLD
LT &) (Hib LSLPLI L{GlemeuLl UL L L rmedT LImL_6V eueVsVT T

ST B> WeUGHSES FlewwweCrr® @) wrurGy (10)
327. The Pattarpiran of Puduvai who is praised

by all the world composed in poems the signs

by which the famous Hanuman convinced Vaidehi

when he saw her, the beautiful one

whose breasts are bound with a band.
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Devotees who recite these poems will stay

with the god in divine Vaikuntam.

Quiflwrpeuri FwGwmfl - SHLTMVS HABTL Feuh 2w HdH6V

Devotees search for the God (Rama and Kannan)

These poems describe devotees who search for Rama and the other devotees
who guide them to the places where Rama is.

sl uilrd Grall s50b5) THISSTL PSS BeiTpigwss
THIT @0 GlLHewL @)TTivemest @) HdbGHD @)L b BT{HFHCrev
9B B BYH Glur Cxmer @) revwtlwer i Llarhg offluimil

2 Flrib Sewenbs swECWT®H &) HHSTEWEIT 2_6TETeUT HEWTL_THT 2 6T (1)
328. If you want to find Rama

who has matchless fame

whose bright crown shines like the rays of thousands of suns joined together,
go to the people who saw him with his fingers bloodied

after he split open the chest of heroic Hiranyan

whose strong arms were decorated with bracelets.

BTHSHELD Fbi@ TR BT pe0lF FTTBISLD Bl(HFFSBTLD
eIbgl GlLIHemLy @) rrwenet () Hd @D @)L_b BT(HHETeL
STHSET (PSP allTh FwHdh @ YHE B EhFemev CFeTm @) miGHs
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329. If you want to find the famous Rama

who carries a sword, conch, club,

a bow that twangs loudly as it shoots arrows,

and a divine discus,

go to the people who saw him at Sita’s suyavaram

in the palace of Janaka, the king of kings,

where Rama broke the strong bow for Sita

whose beautiful fingers are like blooming kandal flowers.
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330. If you are searching anxiously for the god
who broke the tusks of the murderous elephant,
who killed the Kauravas fighting in the Bharatha war,
and who destroyed the mara trees with his bow,
go to the people who saw him
on the seashore with rolling waves,
when the monkey clan carried large stones

and made a bridge on the ocean with rolling waves.
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331. If you are searching for the magical child,

the ancient god who sleeps in the middle of the ocean,

come, | will tell you the way.

Go to people who were there and actually saw him

when he sweated and fought the seven strong bulls

and killed them for the love

of the beautiful cowherd girl Nappinnai.
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332. If you are searching for the divine Thirumaal

who is praised by Nanmuhan

and Shiva who has red jata where the Ganges flows,

go to the people who were there and saw him

)

®)

154



155

when he took Rukmani whose breasts are decorated with a band on his chariot

and her brother, Rukman came to oppose him on the way.
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333. If you are searching for the place

of the handsome dark sapphire-colored god,

the heroic one who drank milk

from the breasts of the ugly devil Puthana and killed her,

go to the people who saw him

seated on a throne surrounded by thousands of queens

in famous Dvarapuri.
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334. If you want to know the place of your god

who carries in his hands a sounding white conch

and a divine shining discus,

come, | will tell you.

Go to the people who have seen him

driving a chariot yoked to white horses

and decorated with victorious monkey flags

in the Bharatha war where he used his tricks to help Arjuna.
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335. If you want to see the young son of Devaki

who hid the light of the sun with his discus

for thirty nalihais and made enemy kings wait



and then conquered them,
go to the people who saw him
drive the chariot for Arjuna

who fought and killed Jayathratha in the Bharatha war.
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336. If you are searching anxiously for the god

who swallowed the earth, mountains, wavy oceans

and everything else and then spat them out,

go to the people who saw him

when he became a boar that no one can imagine,

dug the ground and brought the earth

from the underworld

and married the earth goddess with lovely dark hair.
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337. The Pattarpiran of Puduvai

where good paddy grows in the fertile fields

described in poems the places

where the devotees

who search for the dark cloud-colored god can find him.

Those who recite these ten poems and praise god in their minds

will reach the feet of the highest god.

Euflwmipeuri FwmGwrf) - F@mLored HepCFrensv-1

The beauty of Thirumaalirunjolai
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338. The mountain of the god, the king,

the light of the family of the cowherds

who destroyed the clan of the Rakshasas

who wandered about and scared and destroyed people

is the southern Thirumaalirunjolai

where the divine Apsarases come

and wander as their anklets jingle

and where the river Silambaaru flows.
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339. The mountain of the great god

who cut off the thousand arms of his strong enemy Banasuran,

and the ten heads of Ravanan who carried a strong sword,

and his sister Surpanakha’s nose

is the lovely southern Thirumaalirunjolai,

whose fame is spread in all places

and has remained and will remain for many ages.
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340. The golden mountain of the glorious god

who leads the noble, the great and the evil

on the right paths is cool Thirumaalirunjolai

that will change the lives

of the devotees who go there always

and worship the god.
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341. The mountain of the god

who carried Govardhana mountain

to save the cows and the family of the cowherds
when Indra, the king of the gods,

tried to destroy their festival with a storm

is the southern Thirumaalirunjolai

where a river of honey flows

just like the river that flows in the Karpaga garden

blooming with lovely flowers.
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342. The mountain of the god

who saved Gajendra when a crocodile caught him in a pond
and who destroyed Kamsan, strong as an elephant,

is fertile Thirumaalirunjolai,

where the strong male elephant searched for his mate

that was angry and had left him, and when he could not find her,
he promised on the dark ocean-colored god

that he would behave when she returned.
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343. The mountain of the clever god

who has lovely arms smeared with sandal paste
and who killed the wrestlers

who were sent by his uncle Kamsan to oppose him

(4)
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is southern Thirumaalirunjolai where the gods and the good sages worship him,

saying that he is their refuge.
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344. The mountain of the god

who gave water to the horses and caused a flood

and who drove the chariot in the battle

for his brothers-in-law

to help them conquer the Kauravas

is southern Thirumaalirunjolai,

praised by the Pandiyan king Nedumaran

of Kudal city in the south

who carried a sharp spear and a bent bow.
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345. The golden mountain of the precious god

who destroys the countries of enemy kings

who do not approach him

and who makes them walk on small paths in cruel forests

is golden southern Thirumaalirunjolai

where in the dawn thousands of bees

that have six legs and lines on their bodies

sing the thousand names of the god.
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346. The mountain of the dear god
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where Bhudams offer copious food with red blood

and give sacrifices in the evening and worship the god
is southern Thirumaalirunjolai

where the velvet mites

whose bodies are red like the sweet lips of our god

fly around in groves where honey drips,
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347. The mountain of the faultless god

who stays in majesty surrounded

by his many beautiful queens

who shine in all the eight directions

is southern Thirumaalirunjolai

where village cows play with their bulls

and in the evening go back

and think of the happiness that they enjoyed together.
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348. Vishnuchittan of Villiputhur

who worships always with devotion the god

who has the color of the dark ocean

composed poems about the beautiful Thirumaalirunjolai hills
surrounded with fields and groves.

Those who recite Vishnuchithan’s poems

and worship the god

will reach Kannan'’s feet decorated with anklets.
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Praising the mountain Thirumaalirunjolai
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349. The mountain of the heroic god

who tied on his chariot Rukman

when he came to take his sister back

after Kannan took Rukmani with him

is majestic Thirumaalirunjolai

where the kondrai trees on the hills shower golden flowers

that look like wheels and coins

as if they were generous

and lovingly gave coins to the poor.
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350. The mountain of the sapphire-colored god

who destroyed Kamsan, Kalingan,

the elephant Kuvalayabeedam, the marudu trees

and the seven bulls when he was growing up,

is Thirumaalirunjolai

where a poisonous snake comes

and hides the cool beautiful moon with his shining tongue

thinking he can swallow it.
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351. The mountain of the dark ocean-colored god

who destroyed Narahasuran with his craftiness and attracted and married his
young daughters

is Thirumaalirunjolai surrounded with beautiful groves

where the flowers of blooming punnai, cherundi,

punavengai and kongu trees look like golden garlands.
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352. The mountain of the matchless god, strong as a bull,

who released Anirudhan from Vanan's prison

and arranged the marriage of Anirudhan with Ushai

is Thirumaalirunjolai

where gypsy women with lovely voices

dance and sing kurinji songs and praise Govindan

the beloved child of the cowherds.
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353. The mountain of the handsome god
decorated with jewels

who relieved Sisupalan of his troubles

even though he blamed Kannan for some small
tricks he did

is Thirumaalirunjolai.

It is a great mountain.

It is a beautiful mountain.

It is a flourishing, victorious mountain.

It is the greatest hill on the earth

and the highest mountain.
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354. The mountain of our dear god

who made the hundred wives of the Kauravas

suffer like Panchali, the wife of the five Pandavas,

when she was oppressed by the Kauravas,

is the ancient southern Thirumaalirunjolai,

the hill of the great god where a swarm

of beautiful bees sings lovely songs and drinks honey.
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355. The mountain of our god who has handsome arms

and who as Rama destroyed the Rakshasa’s clan

for the sake of his wife Sita who has thick hair

is the great and beautiful Thirumaalirunjolai

where a clear waterfalls descends bringing gold as it flows

and all people join together and bathe.
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356. The mountain of the god

who destroyed Lanka with his fiery arrows,

bending his bow heroically, is Thirumaalirunjolai

where all the gods and Indra the king of gods

go and worship him

and where the bright sun, moon

and the stars surrounding it shine.
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357. The mountain of the faultless god

who playfully dug up the earth with his tusk as a boar

and who measured the earth in the form of Vamana

and swallowed it as small Kannan

is Thirumaalirunjolai

where the cool river Silampaaru

collects and brings many things and places them

at the feet of the god as offerings and worships him.
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358. The mountain of the god

who sleeps on Adishesha who has a thousand heads,
a thousand shining crowns and a thousand arms

is beautiful Thirumaalirunjolai

where there are a thousand rivers, a thousand springs
and a thousand blooming groves,

all ruled by the god Maal.
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359. Vishnuchithan described and praised

the god of the great mountain Thirumaalirunjolai,
who is the ocean of nectar,

the creator of the four Vedas,

the generous Karpaga tree in heaven,

(10)
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the deep meaning of Vedantha and the highest light,

and who shines in all eight directions.

Quflwmpeuri FwGwrf) - FHECamiiguyi
Praising the Devotees of Thirumaal in Thirukkottiyur and blaming those who are

not Vaishnavaites
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360. Thirukkottiyur is where devotees live
who never say wrong things,
feed guests every day, serve the god,
and learn and recite the Vedas.
How could the creator have created sinful people
in Thirukottiyur who do not think of the ancient god
who helps the actions of the three gods,

Nanmuhan, Shiva and Indra?
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361. Thirukkottiyur is where faultless devotees live
who do only good deeds, do service to their gurus,

never get angry, and are generous.
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How could those who do not worship the god
who has the color of pure sapphire
and swallowed all the seven worlds

have been born there to give terrible pain to their mothers?
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362. Thirukottiyur is filled with porches
studded with beautiful precious diamonds
and emeralds and filled with cool shadow
where the devotees live who count
with their fingers the divine names
of the auspicious god Thirumaavalavan.
How can people live there
who do not think of the god even for a moment,
do not count the names of the god with their fingers,

and merely swallow food with their dirty mouths.
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363. Thirukottiyur is surrounded with fields
filled with beautiful lotuses
and flocks of white swans that are like the white conches

in the hands of the god who sleeps on the soft snake bed.



What sins would the water people there drink
and the clothes they wear

have to commit to make them fail to recite
with their tongues the names of the god

who destroys hell for them?
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364. In Thirukkottiyur young valai fish
jump over the backs of turtles,
knock over lovely flowers
and play in the water mischievously.
The hard-hearted ones who live there
and do not think of the god
who carries a discus in his strong hand
should eat grass instead of rice.

They are a burden to the earth.
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365. Thirukottiyur is where devotees live

who are not disturbed by water, sky, lands, wind or fire

or the five sacrifices or the five senses

and who praise their god Narasimhan.
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The world is fortunate
because dust falls on the ground

from the feet of those generous devotees.
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366. In Thirukottiyur how much tapas
must have been done by those who live there,
where Brahmins recite the four Vedas night and day
and cowherds play with their cattle
with sticks from kurundam trees
and celebrate many festivals
and devotees who fold their hands

worship the dark cloud-like god.
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367. Thirukkottiyur is where the lovely-eyed god Maal
made the good king Abhimanadungan his devotee
so that he praised and worshipped god every day.
Rakshasas will never be able to take the grain
that grows in that land
where devotees sing the greatness of Govindan

who stays in the temple



that is on the cool waterfront.
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368. Thirukkottiyur is filled with flourishing fields
and surrounded with beautiful walls that are like pure gold.
The cuckoo birds that live
on the branches of the groves there
sing the fame of the god Govindan.
When | see the devotees
who praise our dear god, Narasimhan,
| want to live like them

so my worldly desires go away.
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369. Thirukottiyur is where generous people live
who give food to others without hiding it
even if they need to sell whatever is in their hands
for some money.
They praise the god, saying,
“You are Kesavan, you are the Purshothaman,
you are a shining light, you are the dwarf.”

They would even sell themselves to do good

(9)

(10)
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for the devotees of god.
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370. If those who wander without serving

as slaves to the ancient god in Thirukkottiyur

surrounded by fertile fields and flourishing water,

recite without mistakes

the poems of the faultless Pattarpiran Vishnuchithan

of beautiful Puduvai,

they will become the devotees of Rishikesa.

Quflwumpeuri Fmewrf) - ugsrmit @miiuri Gumib Gum
Advising the people to worship god before the time of their death
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371. If, at the time of death,

those who have only thought of their mothers, fathers, children, and wives who
have fragrant hair,

close their eyes and praise the god and say,

“Kesava, Purushothama,

you became a boar and you are faultless,”

they are my dear friends,

and there are no words for me to praise them.

Fullermsv ClFMIHg eTmlw LjessrTELosv
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372. If those who were never the devotees of Narayanan
are wounded and their wounds become bad
and swarm with flies,
and if, fainting and coming to the end of their lives,
they fold their hands and worship the god,
saying “Namo Narayana,”
they will never again go near people

who are not the devotees of Narayanan.
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373. If the relatives of someone
who has collected and saved wealth
come to him before his death
and ask greedily,
“Tell us where you keep your wealth!
Tell us where you keep it!”
If he, without saying anything,
makes his heart a temple of Madhavan,
places the god there and sprinkles his love as flowers,

he will be saved even if a shake comes to bite him.

GLo6V 6T(WHSBGHI QI eUTW| S FlaTiTHI)
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374. When someone is old,
his breathing may become thin.
His neck will be swelling with air.
His legs and hands will be shaking.
If he says the mantra of one sound
before he closes his eyes

and thinks of the god, he will go to heaven.
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375. Before someone comes to the time of his death
and the water he has drunk is spit out
and the food that he ate is vomited
and his eyes close,
if he praises god saying, “Rishikesa!”
on his way, the dogs will not come.
No one will hurt him with their spears.

He will not lose his wealth any time.
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376. Before someone loses the sense
of his eyes, nose, mouth, ears and touch,
and before his breath ceases,
and before he can no longer swallow the water
given to him from a conch,
and before his head sags to the side,
if he thinks in his heart of Madhusudhanan, the Maayan
who sleeps on the ocean, abundant with water,

there is nothing that he cannot achieve.
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377. Before the heartless messengers of Yama
enter into someone’s home like kidnappers,
tie him with strong ropes and pull him away,
if he worships in his heart faultlessly
and says “O Madhusudana,
you are my king, | am your slave!”

he will reach heaven.
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378. Before someone’s relatives gather together,

speak only of his good qualities and not his faults,

sing and sing,

and put him on a bier and take him to the burning ground
and leave him there in the forest

after putting new clothes on him,

if he sings, dances and worships the god Govindan,
decorated with the Kausthubham ornament,

he will escape from Yama and join the god.
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379. Before someone cannot speak
and his weakening eyes shed water
and his mother, father and wife weep,
and before fire takes hold of his body,
if he worships god
and thinks of himself as the devotee of the lovely-eyed Maal,
and if he thinks of the god as his relative,

he will escape from Yama’'s messengers.
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380. Vishnuchithan, the chief of Villiputhur,
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composed ten poems which say

that if people worship the god and ask for his refuge
and become his devotees

before Yama’s messengers come and take them
they will be able to reach god.

Those who learn and recite these poems

will become devotees who think only of the god.

Quflwrpeuri wewmf — SlpLomedler BT @) (HiHeL
Naming children with the names of god
Advising those who do not give the names of the divine god to their children.
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381. O poor ones!

You gave your children mean names of the rich

because you wanted to get money,

clothes with decorations and other things from them.

If you give the name of Kesavan and live worshipping him,

the god Naranan will not send

the mothers of your children to hell.
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382. O poor ones!

You name your children the names of people

even if they are not good,

because you wish them to give you some clothes.

If you call your children,



“O lovely-eyed Nedumaal, O Sridhara,”
Naranan will not send

the mothers of your children to hell.
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383. Why did you name your children

with the names of those who give you oil

to put on your children’s hair, and give ornaments

and bracelets to decorate them?

Even if you have to live by begging,

you should give your children the divine name of our god Naranan.

If you do, Naranan will not send

the mothers of your children to hell.
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384. You will not be blessed in your next birth

if you give birth to a child

and give that child the name of another person.
If you call your child,

“O Madhava, king of heaven, Govinda,”
Naranan who is in all hearts will not send

the mothers of your children to hell.
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385. You will not be blessed in your next birth

if you give the name of another human

(4)
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who was born from an unclean womb.

If you call him, saying, “O Govinda, Govinda!
You have been born in a good family!”
Naranan who does only good things for all

will not send the mothers of your children to hell.
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386. Do not give human names to your children

like others who join with the people of your country and town

and celebrate with them the name ceremony for their children.

Do not fall in the ditch like them.

If you approach the god and worship him saying,
“O Narana, you destroyed the Asura

who came in the form of a cart.

You are our chief, O Damodara!”

he will not send the mothers of your children to hell.
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387. O, ignorant ones!

Your children are human

and they were born from unclean bodies

and will return to the earth.

You gave them the name of people

and do not realize what you have done is not good.

Think of giving the name of the one

who has the color of a dark cloud and is sweet to the eyes.
Approach the god Naranan.

He will not send the mothers of your children to hell.

(6)
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388. If you give your children the names of village people such as “nambi, pimbi”
those “manbu, pimbu” will be forgotten in a few days.

If you give them the name of the god

who has lovely lotus eyes,

O friends, Naranan will not send the mothers of your children to hell.
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389. Giving the name of the dark cloud-colored god

to your children who are born in an unclean body

is like pouring nectar into a dirty ditch.

But if you wear the naamam and dance and sing the praise of the god Naranan
who is never false to his promises,

he will not send the mothers of your children to hell.
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390. Vishnuchithan from the ancient village of Veeranai,

who is praised by all, always,

and who worshipped the divine name of Maal

composed ten beautiful Tamil poems about how people

should name their children with the names of the god.

Those who recite these ten beautiful poems

will go to the divine splendid Vaikuntam

and stay there happily forever.
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Quflwmipeuri SHG T - HEBTL_LD 6T6TERID H)(HLILIZ
The praise of Kanda Thirupadi
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391. Kandam is where Dasharatha’s son,
our god who cut off the heads of Ravanan
and the nose of his sister Surpanakha,
stayed and ruled as his fame spread everywhere.
If a devotee goes there where our god Purushothaman stays
and merely says, “Ganges, Ganges!”
his bad karma will disappear
and he will receive the virtue of joining his hands

to worship the god on the banks of the Ganges.
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392. Divine Kandam, the Thirupadi
where the water of the southern Ganges
flows mixed with kondrai blossoms
that decorate the jata of Shiva who shines with goodness
and the Thulasi that adorns the feet of Naranan

is where Maal Purushothaman stays,
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the dark sapphire-colored one
who grew to the sky and measured it for Mahabali,

frightening the cool moon and the hot sun.
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393. Divine Kandam is where the Ganges flows
carrying shining diamonds
from the hand of the four-headed Nanmuhan
onto the feet of the four-armed god to stay in the jata of Sankaran.
It is the Thirupadi where our god Purushothaman stays
who blows the roaring valamburi conch
and who cuts off the heads of his enemies

with his discus that emits fire.
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394. Divine Kandam
is on the banks of the famous Ganges
that descends from the Himalaya mountain
and flows to the shore of the great sea,
shaking the mountains with its roaring
that spreads all over the earth.

It is in that Thirupadi that the god Purushothaman stays
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who, with his Nandaham sword,
sent his enemies’ army to the land of Yama

and helped the gods rule their lands.
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395. Divine Kandam
is on the banks of the Ganges
and has the power to take away
the sins of seven births in one moment.
It is in that Thirupadi that Maal Purushothaman stays
who carries a plough, pestle, bow,

shining discus, conch, mazhu and sword.
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396. Divine Kandam is on the banks
of the Ganges with rolling waves
where paddy fields flourish
and rishis who do powerful tapas bathe.
It is in that Thirupadi that the god Maal Purushothaman,
the king of Mathura, stays,
who stopped the rain with Govardhana mountain

using it as an umbrella when the thick clouds poured rain



with the sound “chala, chala” and thundered.
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397. Beautiful Kandam
is on the bank of the Ganges whose fragrant water flows
mixed with Karpaga flowers,
the sweet-smelling sandal paste of young girls who bathe in it
and the fragrant musth of the Indra’s wonderful elephant Airavadam.
It is in that Thirupadi that Maal Purushothaman stays
who, holding a bow, controlled the elephant Kuvalayabeedam

and who, fighting with the king Kamsan, kicked and killed him.
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398. Beautiful Kandam
is on the banks of the Ganges
where the fragrance of sacrifices spreads on both shores
and their smoke continually rises in long streams.
It is in that Thirupadi that our god Hari Purushothaman lives
who is the king of Dvaraga that is surrounded
by the roaring ocean and strong walls,
who took the land of Duryodhana

and gave it to his brothers-in-law.
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399. In divine Kandam
the flood of the Ganges flows
shaking the mountains with sound,
and undermining the earth.
The roaring river makes the trees on the banks fall
and then joins the ocean stirring up its water.
It is in that Thirupadi that our god Purshothaman stays
who is the god of northern Madhura,

of Saalakkiramam, Vaikuntam, Dwaraga, Ayodhya and Adari.
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400. Divine Kandam on the bank of the Ganges
surrounded by flourishing groves
is where the god stays
who himself is all three gods, Shiva, Nanmuhan and Vishnu.
He measured the world with three footsteps.
He, the god Purushothaman, gives his grace

to the devotees who love him.
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401. Vishnuchithan, the chief of Villiputhur
who has no troubles in his life
composed with devotion ten Tamil songs
on Purushothaman, the god who stays in Kandam
where the Ganges flows with flourishing, gurgling water.

Those who recite these poems will go to Vaikuntam

and stay beneath Thirumaal’s feet decorated with anklets.

Quiflwmripsuri FlpGwrif) - Smpeugmsid (1)
Srirangam, the divine Thirupadi
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402. Srirangam surrounded with water
where honey drips from blossoms
and water dashes on the banks of the Kaveri river
where pure Brahmins who know the Vedas
bathe, wash and dry their clothes,
is the Thirupadi of the god who gave life
to the great rishi Shantipini’s son
who died in the wave-filled ocean

as an offering for the guru who taught him.
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403. Srirangam where good Brahmins
who know the Vedas live,
make sacrifices with fire
and receive guests happily
is the Thirupadi of the god
who at once brought four children back to life

when they died as soon as they were born.
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404. Srirangam surrounded with water
where lotuses as red as the god’s face
and kuvalai flowers as dark as the god’s body
bloom beautifully everywhere
is the Thirupadi of the god
who protected the clan of his son-in-law
and gave life to all his in-laws
so that they would not be defeated

in the Bharatha war.
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405. Srirangam where groves bloom with flowers
and drip with honey
is the Thirupadi of the god who gave up his kingdom
and left the mother who gave him birth
and went to the forest and destroyed the Rakshasas,
because his step-mother

listened to the cruel words of her servant Manthara.
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406. Srirangam surrounded with flourishing groves
where cuckoo birds sing
and kongu buds open and blossom
is the Thirupadi of Thirumaal who protected this world,
fighting with his enemy the proud Ravanan

who had great strength and who received many boons.
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407. Srirangam, where bees buzz like lutes

and drink pollen from the petals of screw pine flowers
that shower lovely coral-like pollen

is the Thirupadi of the god

who went to the underworld,

threw his discus and utterly destroyed the Asurans

so that their dynasty would not continue on the earth.
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408. Srirangam where the Kaveri that flows with abundant water
and uproots and brings fragrant sandalwood trees
from the large mountains and places them
at the feet of the dear lord to worship him
is the Thirupadi of the highest god
who fought and destroyed all the Asurans

as their red blood bubbled and flowed out along with their fat.
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409. Srirangam, surrounded by walls

where the bees that have dark wings

swarm around the jasmine flowers

and sing the fame of our god,

buzzing like the sound of the white conches

is the Thirupadi of the god

who took the forms of a boar with strong teeth



to dig up the immeasurable earth
and of a lion with shining teeth

to split open the body of the Rakshasa Hiranyan.
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410. Srirangam, surrounded by walls
where the breeze blows through the yards
and touches the breasts of women
with vine-like waists
and enters into the groves that grow thick on the hills
is the Thirupadi of the tall god Nedumaal,
who has the lovely color of a beautiful dancing peacock,
the blue color of the sounding ocean
and the color of dark kuvalai blossoms

and of the thick clouds that move above the high hills.
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411. Vishnuchithan composed a garland of ten Tamil poems

describing the divine Srirangam,

the Thirupadi of the auspicious god

who fought and destroyed Ravana

who, with many great boons,

came with a large army and opposed the god.

Those who sing the poems of Vishnuchithan

and praise the god who burned the body of the two Rakshasas,
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Madhu and Kaitapa, will be devotees of the god.

Quiflwripsuri FlpGwrif) - Smpeurmsd (2)

The greatness of Srirangam
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412. The Thirupadi of the divine god Thirumaal
who gave his kingdom to his brother Bharathan,
went to the forest, lived as a sage
and destroyed the arrogant southern king Ravana
to remove the troubles of the gods in the sky
and came back to rule his kingdom,
is the lustrous Srirangam
where beautiful neelam flowers swaying in the breeze
have the color of the divine feet of the god

and of the lovely lotus-like eyes of beautiful Lakshmi.
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413. Even if Lakshmi who stays on the lotus
complains to her beloved

that his devotees do things that are wrong
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the god answers her, “My devotees will not do wrong,
and even if they do, it is for good reason.”

How can the devotees whom the god praises like this
become the devotees of other gods?

He is my god of Srirangam

who gave his grace to Vibhishana

and made him the king of Lanka

surrounded by strong walls.
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414. Beautiful Srirangam where our god

makes the bright sun rise in the sky

and removes the darkness of the earth

giving his grace to his devotees,

is the Thirupadi of our god.

He destroyed the Asurans

who came as marudu trees in the dark groves,

the rutting elephant Kuvalayabeedam, the Asuran Pilamban,

the Rakshasa Kesi who came as a wild horse,

Sahatasuran who came in the form of a cart,

and the wrestlers.

The devotees praise him in Srirangam

and he gives his grace to them.
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415. Lovely Srirangam
surrounded by water precious as gold
where the fresh lotuses bloom and shine
like the lotus on the golden navel of our god
is the divine Thirupadi
where our god Manavalar stays

who lives in Dwaraga with his sixteen thousand wives.
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416. Srirangam, surrounded by rippling water
where all the birds embrace flowers
and praise the name of the god
who rides on the bird Garuda
is the Thirupadi where our matchless god stays
who took the form of a turtle
and who is the Ganges, the deep ocean, earth, great mountains,
Nanmuhan, the four Vedas and both sacrifice and offering.
Naradar who gives goodness to all

often goes there and worships him with love.
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417. Srirangam that brightens all the directions
where devotees, sages, the wise rishis,
the people of the world and the siddhas
worship the god with love,
is the Thirupadi of the god who gives life to all,
who made his brothers-in-law kings,
made Draupadi tie up her loosened hair

and gave life to the son of Uthara.
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418. Srirangam where our god sleeps on Adishesha,

the snake that spits from its mouth precious diamonds

as bright as the morning sun

rising from a lovely shining hill,

is the Thirupadi of our god

who took the form of a dwarf,

tricking king Mahabali,

took his kingdom and then at once happily granted him

a kingdom in the underworld.
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419. Srirangam where flourishing lotus plants grow to the sky
like the divine feet of the god who measured the sky

and good paddy plants bend their heads worshipping his feet
is the Thirupadi of our god

who grasped the chest of Hiranyan

split it open with his sharp nails, pulled his hair,

gouged out his eyes and made him scream.
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420. Srirangam surrounded with rippling water,
where a male swan with its mate climbs on a lovely lotus,
swings on it and then jumps on a flower bed,
plunging into it and playing with the beautiful pollen,
is the divine Thirupadi of the god
who takes the forms of a shining fish, turtle, boar, lion.
dwarf, Parasuraman, Balaraman,

Rama, Kannan and Kalki, the form that will end the world.
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421. The noble generous god rides on an eagle,

defeats his enemies and rules the world.

He is bright as the sun,

carries the sword Nandaham,

creates the Vedas and protects the world.

He has the goddess Lakshmi on his chest
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and sleeps sweetly on the ocean in Srirangam, his Thirupadi.
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422. Vishnuchithan, the true devotee who only speaks the truth,

composed ten Tamil poems on divine Srirangam

that is worshipped by southern and northern lands,

where the god stays who carries a fire-like discus

and who removed the suffering of Gajendra.

Those who recite these ten Tamil poems

will abide under the two feet of our god always.
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Requesting the god to come and help when Yama’s messengers come.
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423. When they are old, people go to others who are strong

because they believe that they will help them.

Even though | am not worthy to approach you,

| come to you for refuge

because you saved the elephant Gajendra

from the crocodile when it seized him.
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When | become old and my time comes to an end
and | am suffering, | may not be able even to think of you.

Now | have told you what my state will be then.

O God, you sleep on the snake bed on the ocean in Srirangam.
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424. Look, you need to come and help me
when my time comes to an end.
O god, you hold a conch and discus in your hands.
The Kingarar who are the messengers of Yama
will come to take me and bring me terrible pain.
| worship you always.
Wherever you go, with your miracles you can prevent
any suffering that comes to anyone.

| am telling you right now while | can.

O God, you sleep on the snake bed on the ocean in Srirangam.
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425. When the Kingarars, the messengers of Yama,
come to take me,
even if | run to the front door of my house

and beg them, saying, “Stop here” they will not do it.
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O god, you carry a discus and conch in your hands.
Whenever | can | worship you and praise you, saying all your names.
You should protect me from all trouble and take care of me.

O God, you sleep on a snake bed on the ocean in Srirangam.
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426. You are the great god.
Shiva who rides on a bull and Nanmuhan
could not find your head or feet.
You are the whole world.
You are the ancient god praised with the syllable “Om.”
When the messengers of Yama come
terrifying me because they think my time is up,
you must come and protect me.

O god, you sleep on a snake bed on the ocean in Srirangam.
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427. You are the highest one!
You sleep on Adishesha, the snake on the milky ocean.
You made Nanmuhan on your navel
so that he could create all the creatures of the world.

You also made Yama because you thought



that the lives of people in this world should not be unlimited.

O dear lord! You should protect me now.

O god, you sleep on a snake bed on the ocean in Srirangam.
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428. O god, you are the earth, ocean, fire, wind and the sky!
The Kingarars, the messengers of Yama are not kind.
They come and cruelly take people’s lives.
Whenever | have thought of you
| have recited all your names and worshipped you.

O my lord, think of me always and protect me.

O god, you sleep on a snake bed on the ocean in Srirangam.
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429. O my father, you are the god of gods.
You are the meaning of the Vedas whose words are pure.
You are my sweet faultless nectar.
You are the lord of all the seven worlds.
You are my father,
When the Kingarars, the messengers of Yama, come
with their cunning forms, make me suffer and take me,

you must come to protect me and say, “Do not be afraid!”

(6)
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O god, you sleep on a snake bed on the ocean in Srirangam.

[BTEIT 671D 2_65T LoD spedTm M) uwissr
pLosirgioi uppl BebIICB @)bs
sar@er LG8 sTedTm CLomgIbELITEI HmIG
2 _6ITENET HT6T PTMILD BlewesrdrasLomL_SL_edr
QUITGIT 6T QUTETEUN SHBISHET FFFT
wgiewrl Umbg wr wrui@esr eTedr
DT [h 6TOTENEITI T % G6uswT(HILD

ST BISHES] | TeuenenTL! LisTermluirGesr (8)
430. | do not know any of the magic you do.
When Kingarars, the messengers of Yama, come,
make me suffer and take me to Yama’s world,
| may not be able to think of you.
You are the god of the gods in the sky.
O Maaya! You were born in Madhura.
My soul is yours. You should protect me.

O god, you sleep on a snake bed on the ocean in Srirangam.

ST THSS) YBOT HTES pwiT
Carpleny GuiisseaGer sTibiorGevr

ST PV F)STI JMIFwrs: Y F) 9jeh CFrg] b B Guisit
BETMID Gl TIq Wl BLOGTS LD 56T
BeOlbg1 auedlbg) sTedTewarl LHMIbCLITG)

O|STMI | BIG, b 6TOTNEITS & TdhDHSeewT (hLD
ST hIGGHS| T eueHewTL LisiTerwimGevr 9)
431. You are the cowherd who carried
Govardhana mountain and protected the cows.
You grazed the cows. You are my lord.
O god, you are the ancient light.
From the day | was born until today | have never forgotten you.
When the Kingarars, the cruel messengers of Yama,
come, make me suffer and take hold of me,
you should come and protect me.

O god, you sleep on a snake bed on the ocean in Srirangam.
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432. The chief of the Veyar, Vishnuchittan of Villiputhur, composed

(10)

ten Tamil poems on the god called Maayavan, Madhusudanan, Madhavan,

and Achudan who sleeps on a snake bed.
Those who recite these ten poems
will become pure-minded

and will be the devotees of the sapphire-colored god.

Quflwmipeuri FwGwrf - H6ir HHallsiTemoenw Y lailssev

The poet's request

UTEHGHS GTilewio GeoTewioullesrmTGsv
LOTHUT 2_6Temeur aumiiish6l&merer Lom GL_esr
BT @ BISTENSIT 9JLVTEV HMWITF)
BTET |G | EHIFOUGT GTRTOUFLD H6STMI
epird @ CUEFSISTMHTET (3)616dT 6T6ITM)
pefleuTGuig)td sTedT BHTailenid @ pmHEmedr

HTEHeWS UTUWIID S (HenT Gl meTeu
HTTENTT &H(Homd 6laTig wiT@esr
433. O Madhava, because | do not know
how to say anything that is good | do not praise you
but still my tongue says nothing but your names.
| am afraid, nothing is under my control.
You may be angry with me
because you think | speak as someone ignorant,
but | cannot stop my tongue.
Great ones find meaningful things

even in the calling of crows.
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You are the reason for everything.

O god, you carry an eagle banner.

FLP& @ BTEHOST(H LsTaall GlFTeT@evrsdT
FBI@ FHBTLD 6Jbgl 9% W TGesr
Uempliur slepih b g wri ClFmsv
Qurmiting) QuAGwiTi %L_eT 9sTEM
allLfld @1 FevsTewst] GeVedT Bl6dT % 6Bt LoMHMHEVEVTEV
Gaumi spmeuGTm(H 6T6dT LOSTLD LIDM TS|
2 W@ @I Lsiref] Wlewd |edTm % 6vorL_mill

parfl 671 2 0@ 21 2 LlpbHTGevr (2)
434. | compose worthless poems with my useless tongue.
O god, you carry a conch and a discus in your hands.
Is it not the duty of the great ones
to forgive the mistakes their devotees make when they speak?
My eyes can only see through your eyes.
My mind will not think of any other god except you.
| am like a deer-
one more dot on its coat does not spoil its loveliness.
See, it is not too much for you to accept my mistakes.
O god, you swallowed all the seven worlds

and spit them out.

BETEWLD & eMLOEH6T peTMILD MW Cuwisdr
[BTTETT 6TGTENILD (3)dHBHEWEIT 96UV 6V
L|G3T6WLOWITED 2_63TemevTLl Ly6iTrheutd Gl
L35 LP6UT6IT (6T M) H6WTL Ml Hl(HLomEev
2 _STEILOTMI 2 63TWSIT sp6dTMILD M) Gutedr
euTG%H HELOT [HTTERTT 6T6STLIGHT
aueTewLD 9y 6g| 2 6T GHmulledlsy eumepLd
EM6UL_L_65IT6UEIT 6T6ITENILD 6UEITEWLD FHevsrL_TEul (3)
435. | do not know what is good or what is bad.
All | know is to say, “Narana.”
Before, | said unworthy things about you
but now | only praise you. See, O Thirumaal!

| do not even know how to think of you.



Always | say, ‘Namo Narana, Namo Narana.”
My only strength is that | am a Vaishanavan

and | live in your temple.

OB HewwwITey 2 VGHLLLD ETHSTII
wletToevm CBLg Wil 9jiq Suwienesrds
Gl GClETeTaUS DG um CeuesTL_T
Fmewm CFrm @)eweu Causst(HeuglsLemsv
9|LG6DLD 6TRTEILD o B TullsiTem owimEev
9 BIHBICSH eweu GLITSH(HLD HevoTL Tl
OB T(HewLnd &HEhFenesTds Gl&HTTMI BT HTeWD

CasTdH5 cust Hewer Carsir all(hbsTEevr
436. You measured this world with your tall body.
You are the pure one, you are the tall god.
Do not hesitate to make me your slave.
| do not want any clothes or food.
See, | have not became your slave
and | am wandering here and there.
You killed the cruel Kamsan
and cut the chains of Vasudevan who was in prison

and released him, your father.

CariL b @)eVsveusT Qs GClGT(LY spewL_
SIL®auwLd SlewTmILd (F)emeu 6T6V6VTLD
eurl_L b @)eTm) 2 _6b1 ClLiTetTerTIy S5 & CLp
QUEMETLIL- 9 HLD 61 &SSIH6lHTeRT(H &) (HHEH6T
BT (b wreaflL_GCsT®H 61637 @ g
bdFFUTT LIVT CHLpeL ReTM D H)d
GasTL () wevsr Gl&menrL_ Gl&meiTemnas uilestT@sor
&EpFTID allpds G\HTIDL) pFl5HTCeur
437. | have placed all my property, wife, cattle, canals,
lands and wells and anything that | have
under your golden feet without any worry.
It is hard for me to deal with my villagers
because they are jealous that | own so much.

O god, you took the form of a boar and dug up the earth.

(4)
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You broke the tusk of an elephant and killed it.

| need your help.

HEWITENTT BT (LPHHSITLI LISHL 55T E6sr
STrentm Slwmil g Guisst Bresr
2 _enTewTm BTsiT LIF 9 augl T @)eVsnsv
PouTG%H HELOT HTTERNTT 6TETM
STERTEWTT BT EHLD 3)(Hd ) 6THEF FITLD
Geug BreTevi ClaTeRT(H 2 6T LITSHLD
[HEWSTERTT BT6T WU HhdIMILDT 6V

O|STM)] 6T6VTdF, Heweu LIL_1q6vT] HTEer (6)
438. O dear god, you created the four-headed Nanmuhan.
You are the reason for everything.
Your body is dark. | am your devotee.
Even if | do not eat, | do not get hungry
because worshipping you takes my hunger away.
If there is a day when | do not think of you,
and do not always say, “Namo Narana”
and do not recite Rig and Sama Vedas
and do not place fresh flowers on your feet,

that will be the day | starve.

Glsusiremer Gleusirardglesr GLosV sp (1 LITLDEDLI
CwsemaswTs ailflsa 9 sHer GoGsv
HETem BlGHHlenT GC\ETeTHITM LOMTdhd5LD
HTEWTVTHIOEHT6V 6TedTM ) ewaFullesrm Gev
2 _sirerid CGFmry 2 _&hg) 615 ailbid]
2 GUirp g LIBIGEOTTIIS &6UT6wT [ T 6iT
gleirerid CFryd giuilsy jemewnt GlgsmrerGerssr

O FTELEVTII WTEIT 2_6HTENETSH HdbdIMILLTEM (7)
439. O dear god, you pretend to sleep
on the white flood of ocean on a snake bed.
When | want to see you sleeping on the shake bed,
my heart becomes weak and | sob with happiness,
my hair stands on end, my eyes shed tears

and | cannot sleep at all.



O tell me how | can reach you.

SUEUITENT LOT6EL 6UeWTGUl (&HeWL_WIT
wrfl &rdbHeuEesT LgIEST
senTenT@ar &ifl GHmer all(RdsTCevr
STrentT seflm oL LlgmGesr
STERTEWIQUTT @)L_6WTd SHemeareuTEeur
755 (LD LB HiGslullesrmGeor
[HEUSTERVT] [BITEIT 2_63TeW6UT BT 6ITG\SHTMILD 671D
beiTem LG ) HeTEFUI 6T1DLITTGevr (8)
440. You carried the huge beautiful Govardhana mountain,
used it as an umbrella
and protected the cowherds and the cows from the storm.
O Madhusudanan, O Kanna,
you released Gajendra the elephant from his suffering.
You are the reason for everything.
You killed the elephant Kuvalayabeedam.
You remove the troubles of those who worship you.
You are so famous that | do not have enough words
to praise you.
O my dear god, give me your grace

so that | may approach you and worship you every day.

BLOLIGET HalledTm| 67dhd 6UeVEVT T & 6iT
BTHEET B FlBISLOG) ) 6OTT I

2 (hLTGHTeT 2 6V(& 6T(1PLD OMTHG Tl
oar1f] Qpullearmiis 1 WpeT 67bS14

L wr & Camrer all(Hgs TGt
HTTeSTT HL 606V &SGDI_’I_f)Q')ﬂ'@GN

eTIDLITT6T 6T6TemenT 6T 2 _6wL_g G5 Gevr
TempCueT @)L ewrd sHemarwrGu (9)
441. You are my friend!
You are the god of those who praise you with love.
O lord, you took the form of a man-lion.
You are the god of the gods in the sky.

You measured all the seven worlds.
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You are the apocalypse.

You removed the suffering of the elephant Gajendra
when he was caught by a crocodile.

You are the reason for everything.

You churned the milky ocean with the gods.

You are my honey.

Make me your devotee and protect me.

| am weak! Remove my suffering.

ST STEWG & (HH6VT FBIgHLD
HTewT (6ol & (HmIGLDH &L L 65T
6UTLDETT6IT 6T63T LD &5 6L 6B0T630T 63T
LOT &HEUEIT LDG) FnSGITEIT F63T6W 6UTSF
@& h6dTE LO(HLD Lgiemauwii G medr
el HFS a6 allwest HLOD LISHID
BTLOLD 6TET M) Eaﬂs&rgu D I LILITT T
[HEWITEIN|6UTIT §26V6M6V HTTeuTerr 2 6085 (10)
442. He is the father of Kama.
He is a lion for those who oppose him.
He took the form of a dwarf with dark hair
and he was sweet to see.
His body is as beautiful as emerald.
He is Madhavan. He is Madhusudanan.
Vishnuchithan the chief of Puduvai
that flourishes with goodness
composed ten wonderful Tamil poems on the god.
Those who recite these poems

will reach the world of Naranan soon.

Quflwrpeuri FlwGwmfl - LesTL eTm L _1g 687D HTLIGL
Pattinam kaappu - Asking diseases to go away because the god will protect the

Azhvar and his devotees.

CBUIS GLSHw L1 LHD] eTmILD
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eTmIb L% GLITEL BlThHg 6THIG LD
& GlEHTenT(H) BDFleTn CHTiisTsT

&Tevid Clum o it Gumridlesr
OILIERAEY ORI EIRNIGIGE

Geugls Uyrermi HL_pbpmi

ewLId ClBTeRTL LML~ SjemewntGuim(hLb
uewsT(h) SyedTm Ll 1gesrid HTLiGL (1
443. O diseases that stay and spread on our bodies
like the ants that swarm around the ghee pot and climb on it,
you go away and we want to become well.
The god of the Vedas entered into my body
and stays there lying on the snake bed.
It is not my old body.

God is there now and he protects it.

FASBTHSHET 6TWRHHT6V
CpeTL Vs Cahrer GluTH! spH]

ois Gaifwar wrpds

sroiut @i pofllssmi
WPEH51H Hewrd HL_H CFiliLier

CLpSMIUTETIT (LpSH6V6U ST
LSBT @ S| PBH6T I)iq Guisdt

uewT(h) yedTmi Ll 1gesrid HTLiGL (2)
444. The plan that Chitragupthan wrote
by the order of Yama the king of the southern direction
is canceled and the messengers of Yama
have run and hidden themselves, leaving me alone
because | am a slave of the devotees of the ancient god,
the all-knowing one who sleeps on the ocean
and who is the lord of the wise and nectar for his devotees.
My body is not the same as it was.

God is in it now and he protects me.

suullpmlp Csrsweurt Ulfgg)
oueTL|eVF CFemeu B|5dhdd
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sTwiHMlew L LoERTOIHTERTL 6THEMS
@rTiiLss Qgialsds eTeTemerL
vullmolts uesflOlFuiwid Cla TesTL mesr

LewT(® SjesTmy L 1gesrid HTLGL (3)
445. My god brought me out of my mother’'s womb.
He helped me control the desires of my five senses.
He helped me remove the desires
of this body made of nerves and flesh.
He kept the messengers of Yama
from binding me with ropes and taking me away.
My god who took the form of a boar,
taught me to become his devotee night and day and serve him.
My body is not the same as it was.

God is in it now and he protects me.

wniislw eusVailener CBTiisTsir

2 10& @D P eueLailewewT H6sTie T
@) s yGasetridlet LG 6dTLledT
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LewsT(h 9(esTmI LI 1q 60Tt STLIGL (4)
446. O diseases, you give pain to people
because of their bad karma,
but see, there is also bad karma for you.
Do not enter my body, do not enter it.
Do you see how it is not easy to enter my body?
Look, my body is the divine temple
where the god who took the form of a man-lion stays.
Go away or you will be in trouble.
My body is not the same as it was.

God is in it now and he protects me.

renflds @GmeT 25 W

LD WIEH VT 6T6IT LOGYT S| 6T S6rT



207

Guenfls ClsTewTiHyH L&D
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447. O diseases, | made Maayan
who took the form of a dwarf
enter my mind and | kept him there with love.
| have nothing else in my mind.
See, my mind is a precious treasure that keeps a diamond.
He is strong and he is mischievous.
Do not hesitate. Go away.
My body is not the same as it was.

God is in it now and he protects me.

2 mp 2 miuilewf] GpriisTsr
2 105G spetTmI ClFTevaICH6dT B 6voTLHl6BT
CupmBISHsT Golidh @ Ulymermi
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448. O diseases, you bring suffering to people.
| will tell you something, listen.
See, my body is the divine temple of the god who grazed cows.
Be careful or you will get bad karma.
There is nothing you can have here.
You should go away.
My body is not the same as it was.

God is in it now and he protects me.

CasrhINnHEF M) euewT 6T6HTENILD
CurgibLilesflev e pHEI a1 Lpdas]
O|BI @ (pewipullesfled Lyl (b
I WhSE HL_Bgl 2 LpsVBeusmest



208

QUMBISHT SL_6V 6)6HITERTEIT |LDLDT 63T
susvailswear yuilesr LrmHMIL
LUBISL LI TeUessTewTLD ClFuig TedT
uewT(h) yedTm L 1gesTid HTLiGL (7)
449. | was attracted, slipped and fell into the small cave
that is called a woman’s breast.
| plunged into it and could not get out.
My dear god who has the shining color of the ocean
removed my bad karma and saved me from my troubles.
My body is not the same as it was.

God is in it now and he protects me.

6T B mIG6T Y uilewr 6TeLELTLD

@mBiIsL @) Hallsg sTerTanieTGor
s eurewL_ L1 Lilyesrmi

Uy @ meurs) supbgi
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@b eTer GlFsiresfls slflh
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LewT(® SjedTmy L 1gesrid HTLGEL (8)
450. The god who is decorated with fine silk
came to me as a divine guru,
saved me from all my troubles,
entered into my heart that is like a blooming lotus
and marked me with his foot on my neck behind my head.
My body is not the same as it was.

God is in it now and he protects me.

2 _M&HEV 2_MHV 2_MFH6V

spewTaR LT PG FB1Gas
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451. Do not sleep, do not sleep, do not sleep,



O bright shining discus, do not sleep.

O conch, do not sleep.

O Nanthaka sword that follows the path of dharma,
do not sleep.

O beautiful Sarngam bow, do not sleep.
O mace, do not sleep.

O eight guards of the world

who do not fail in your work, do not sleep.
O Garuda king of birds, do not sleep.
Watch my room when | rest, do not sleep.
My body is not the same as it was.

God is in it now and he protects me.

9reus g jweafluilGerm®HLd
Ialw uTHsHL Ser(HIb
S railbsll LITenauw|d &Tey|Lb
D|HDLIG MBS LSbS]
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ul1gesrid sreum GummrGL (10)
452. 1, Vishnuchithan praise the god
who came and entered my heart
lying on his snake bed
on the beautiful milky ocean that has roaring waves
with Lakshmi whose form is like a statue
and who abides on a lotus.
| worship god who sleeps on the ocean

so he will help me compose the poems on pattinam kaappu.

Quflwrpeuri FwGwrf - FwmLoredHepCFrensvrs GlLI(HLOTENSITL
CuraaiGLsiT eTesT6L

Requesting the god of Thirumaalirunjolai not to leave the devotee’s heart.
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BlHBF FPEMVDIF GFlpHHI SL_HS
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453. O father, god of Thirumaalirunjolai,
| released myself from the sufferings of this world,
became your devotee and saw you.
| will not allow you to leave my heart.
You came to this world
and were born from the womb of Devaki

as her seventh child after she had lost six children.

UmaTSH S| mausbGHerr @ eufls CLTHGleVTL GL 65T 2 65T FedT
3) bS] T -5 TEVBIHETTEV
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wredl(Heh CFremev sTHSTII (2)
454. | embraced you and kept you in my heart.
| will not allow you to leave me.
If you hide yourself with your magical tricks
| swear by you that what you do is not right.
You are my father, the god of Thirumaalirunjolai
that is surrounded with pure water
that removes the bad karma

of the people of all lands and all cities.

2 6T &L Liewst] GFIF) (hd @D Haulb 2 emL_
Guiest @)evflis Guimiit sp(Hou6dT
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455. | have done much tapas to serve you.

If I go to another god and serve him,

it will destroy your pride.

You are the god of beautiful Thirumaalirunjolai

where the gypsy tribe plants grain in the earth,

grows new crops, worships you and says,

“We worship your golden feet

and eat the new grain.”

ST Lsveyld &g 2 peTCmm @ 9 mIE i
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456. O father, you are the god of Thirimaalirunjolai.

| suffered wandering many miles in this life.

There is no shade for me here.

There is no water for me here.

| see no refuge that would let me survive

except the shade beneath your feet.

You went as a messenger for the Pandavas,

told lies to the Kauravas and made them your enemies.

You are the cause of the deaths of all those

who died on the battlefield in Kurukshetra.

HTEYILD 6TLPIT &HEUSTENT b (HLD Bl6VVT 2 L 6V
Camibgl BOBIFE & T60
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457. My feet do not have the strength to walk.
The tears from my eyes do not stop.
My body becomes weak and trembles.
| cannot speak. | shiver.
My arms twist up and | can’t make them straight.
My mind is fascinated by you and thinks only of you.
| begin to praise you and live.
O my father, god of Thirumaalirunjolai

surrounded by springs where fish frolic.

6T(hSGIH ClaTiy 2 ewLwme(id LilyosyLd
BbFlrepid wpHmid
2(MSHS KD @)1 Lipeai sterenid Crmiiisa,
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458. Shiva who possesses the bull banner,
Nanmuhan, Indra and all others
do not know the cure for the sickness that is this birth.
You are beautiful like shining sapphire.
You are the doctor who can cure the sickness that is birth.
O my father, god of Thirumaalirunjolai,
give me your grace so | may enter your world

and not be born again.
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QF&aT BIDSGIF HauliLjewLwmil $lm
wredl(Heh CFTemev sTHSTII (7)
459. | was plunged in the sufferings of this world
and now by your wonderful grace | am released from them.
| am tired. Please give me your grace and say to me,
“‘Don’t be afraid.”
O god of Thirumaalirunjolai, you carry the shining discus,
your hands are strong, your eyes are lovely,
you wear silk garments,

and your body has the color of the red evening sky.
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460. | thought | could see you today or tomorrow.
| suffered, longing to see you,
for many ages and many eons.
Now | will not leave you.
You destroyed all the hundred Kauravas,
and you gave life to their enemies the Pandavas
who were your brothers-in-law.
Don’t you know that my heart is with you,

O my father, god of Thirumaalirunjolai?
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461. Even when | was in my mother's womb
| wanted to serve you as a slave.
| was born in this world and | found you.
How could | leave you?
You fought with Banasuran
and with your discus you cut off his thousand arms
and made them scatter in all the directions,

O my father, god of Thirumaalirunjolai.
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462. Vishnuchittan the chief of Puduvai
that is filled with golden shining palaces,
composed poems about the god of Thirumaalirunjolai
where people of the world go and play in the spring water.
Those who recite these ten poems

will become devotees of the god who measured the world.
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The Azhvar describes the benefits he has received because god has entered into
his heart
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463. You are god of the rich, lofty Thiruvenkatam hills.
You flourish and protect the world.
You are Damodaran. You are a clever god.
| put the mark of your discus on myself
and on all my possessions.
| live because of your grace.

What do you want me to do now?
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464. You are the highest god
who rides on the eagle Garuda.
After you possessed me
the ocean of my births dried up. | have reached the highest place.
My sins have burned up as if in a forest fire

and | have plunged into the river of nectar of knowledge.
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465. You are our lord. You are the god of my family.

You are my master.
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You entered into my heart.

Who could ever get the goodness | have received?

All the sins of the world that made me suffer

have run away and hidden in the bushes.
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466. Like the gods who churned the ocean of milk
and filled a pot with nectar,
| opened my mouth and filled my body with you.
My heart melted.

Even cruel Yama

will not be able to come near my feet with his club.

O god, your arms are as strong as mountains.
You carry the discus in your hand.
You carry the bow Sarngam

and you are the servant of your devotees.
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467. Like someone who brightens gold

by rubbing it on a touchstone,

| kept you faultlessly and praised you with my tongue.

| kept you in my heart through your grace.
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You are my father, you are my Rishikeshan,

you are the protector of my life.
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468. As if | were drawing on a wall,
| drew your form in my heart perfectly.
You are Rama and the best among men.
You carried an axe in your left hand
when you came to the earth in the form of Balarama
to rule the world.
You came to me, O my god.

Don’t go anywhere leaving me.
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469. Like the king of the Pandya country
who placed his mark on the mountains,
you placed your bright, divine feet on my head.
You broke the tusks of the elephant Kuvalayabeedam.
You fought and defeated the wrestlers.
| have always praised your name with my good tongue.

You made me your own.
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470. O my god, you came into my mind
along with Adishesha and Garudazhvar,
stayed there and made me live.
My heart melts when | think how you stay there.
Tears fill my eyes and flow down.
O tall god who carry a discus,

| need only to think of you for my sorrows to go away.

L6l &1L_60l6v LisTal- GHmemeart
sl B @lyaubgl 6TeT
LO63Td5 &L_60160 QUTLY 616V6V
oMW LOGTTem BLDLT
He3fld HL_Gev Fevfld LG
St 208 6TTM 6THTMY
2 &4 @ @)L LTl (3)(hdd 6T6ITem6dT

2 ardh@ 2 fdg 9 dbdlemerCGuw (9)
471. You left your bed on the cool ocean,
came running to me,
and now you stay in the ocean of my heart.
You are my magical and beloved god.
You are the best of men and the Maayan.
You are the beloved of Nappinnai.
You are a matchless ocean.
You are a precious light. You are a unique world.

You made my heart your abode and you own me.
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472. O, dear god, you are light.
You stay in my heart like a shining lamp
and are like a tall bright coral vine that grows on a large hill.
You did not want to stay in the northern ocean, in Vaikuntam,
in Dwarapuri surrounded by walls, or in other places.

You left them all and came into my heart.
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473. Vishnuchithan who was born in the tribe of Veyar
praises the god, the cowherd,
the beautiful cool cloud-colored god,
the bull of the cowherds,
the king of gods and the nectar of the Brahmins.
Those who sing the poems of Vishnuchittan

as if they were shadows of the god will reach him.

Shubham
End of periyAzvAr tirumozi
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