
¿¡Ä¡Â¢Ã ¾¢ùÂ ôÃÀó¾õ Ó¾ø ¬Â¢Ãõ¿¡Ä¡Â¢Ã ¾¢ùÂ ôÃÀó¾õ Ó¾ø ¬Â¢Ãõ¿¡Ä¡Â¢Ã ¾¢ùÂ ôÃÀó¾õ Ó¾ø ¬Â¢Ãõ¿¡Ä¡Â¢Ã ¾¢ùÂ ôÃÀó¾õ Ó¾ø ¬Â¢Ãõ    
    

‚ ¦¾¡ñ¼ÃÊô¦À¡Ê ¬úÅ¡÷ «ÕÇ¢î¦ºö¾‚ ¦¾¡ñ¼ÃÊô¦À¡Ê ¬úÅ¡÷ «ÕÇ¢î¦ºö¾‚ ¦¾¡ñ¼ÃÊô¦À¡Ê ¬úÅ¡÷ «ÕÇ¢î¦ºö¾‚ ¦¾¡ñ¼ÃÊô¦À¡Ê ¬úÅ¡÷ «ÕÇ¢î¦ºö¾    
    

¾¢ÕÁ¡¨Ä¾¢ÕÁ¡¨Ä¾¢ÕÁ¡¨Ä¾¢ÕÁ¡¨Ä    
    
 
¾É¢Âý¾É¢Âý¾É¢Âý¾É¢Âý    
 
¾¢ÕÅÃí¸ô¦ÀÕÁ¡Ç¨ÃÂ÷ «ÕÇ¢î¦ºö¾Ð 
 
Áü¦È¡ýÚõ §Åñ¼¡ ÁÉ§Á! Á¾¢ÇÃí¸÷ 
¸üÈ¢Éõ §Áöò¾ ¸ÆÄ¢¨½ì¸£ú* ¯üÈ 
¾¢ÕÁ¡¨Ä À¡Îõ º£÷ò ¦¾¡ñ¼ÃÊô¦À¡Ê ±õ 
¦ÀÕÁ¡¨É * ±ô¦À¡ØÐõ §ÀÍ. 
 
‚ ŠÅ¡Á¢ §¾º¢¸ý «ÕÇ¢î¦ºö¾Ð 
 
ÁýÛÁ¾¢û ¾¢ÕÁñ¼íÌÊ ¾¡ý Å¡Æ 
Á¡÷¸Æ¢ Á¡¾ì§¸ð¨¼ ¿¡Ç¢ø ÅóÐ 
ÐýÛÒ¸úò ¦¾¡ñ¼ÃÊô¦À¡Ê§Â! ¿£ Óý 
ÐÆ¡öÁ¡¨Ä À½¢ÂÊ¨Á ¦ºöÐ ¿¡Ùõ  
¦¾ýÉÃí¸ Á½Å¡ÇüÌ «ýÒ Á¢ìÌî 
¦ºôÀ¢Â ¿ü ¾¢ÕÁ¡¨Ä ¿¡üÀò ¨¾óÐõ 
ÀýÉ¢Â ¿ü ¾¢ÕôÀûÇ¢ ¦ÂØîº¢ ÀòÐõ 
ÀÆÅÊ§ÂÛìÌ «Õû¦ºö ÀÃ¢óÐ ¿£§Â 
 
‚ ¦¾¡ñ¼ÃÊô¦À¡Ê ¬úÅ¡÷ «ÕÇ¢î‚ ¦¾¡ñ¼ÃÊô¦À¡Ê ¬úÅ¡÷ «ÕÇ¢î‚ ¦¾¡ñ¼ÃÊô¦À¡Ê ¬úÅ¡÷ «ÕÇ¢î‚ ¦¾¡ñ¼ÃÊô¦À¡Ê ¬úÅ¡÷ «ÕÇ¢î¦ºö¾ ¾¢ÕÁ¡¨Ä¦ºö¾ ¾¢ÕÁ¡¨Ä¦ºö¾ ¾¢ÕÁ¡¨Ä¦ºö¾ ¾¢ÕÁ¡¨Ä    
 
¸¡ÅÄ¢ø ÒÄ¨É ¨ÅòÐì * ¸Ä¢¾ý¨Éì ¸¼ì¸ô À¡öóÐ 
¿¡ÅÄ¢ðÎ ¯Æ¢ ¾Õ¸¢ý§È¡õ* ¿Áý ¾Á÷ ¾¨Ä¸û Á£§¾ 
ã×ÄÌ ¯ñÎ ¯Á¢úó¾* Ó¾øÅ! ¿¢ý ¿¡Áõ ¸üÈ 
¬ÅÄ¢ô Ò¨¼¨Á ¸ñ¼¡ö* «Ãí¸Á¡ ¿¸÷ ¯Ç¡§É!     

1 
Àî¨º Á¡Á¨Ä§À¡ø §ÁÉ¢ * ÀÅÇÅ¡ö ¸ÁÄî¦ºí¸ñ 
«îÍ¾¡! «ÁÃ÷ ²§È! * ¬Â÷ ¾õ ¦¸¡Øó§¾! ±ýÛõ 
þîÍ¨Å ¾Å¢Ã Â¡ý§À¡ö* þó¾¢Ã §Ä¡¸õ ¬Ùõ 
«îÍ¨Å ¦ÀÈ¢Ûõ §Åñ§¼ý* «Ãí¸Á¡ ¿¸÷ ¯Ç¡§É!    

2 
 



 
§Å¾ áø À¢Ã¡Âõ áÚ *ÁÉ¢º÷ ¾¡õ ÒÌÅ§ÃÖõ 
À¡¾¢Ôõ ¯Èí¸¢ô §À¡Ìõ* ¿¢ýÈ¾¢ø À¾¢¨ÉÂ¡ñÎ 
§À¨¾ À¡Ä¸É¾¡Ìõ * À¢½¢ Àº¢ ãôÒò ÐýÀõ* 
¬¾Ä¡ø À¢ÈÅ¢ §Åñ§¼ý *«Ãí¸Á¡ ¿¸÷ ¯Ç¡§É!        
           3 
 
¦Á¡öò¾ ÅøÅ¢¨ÉÔø ¿¢ýÚ * ãýÚ ±ØòÐ¨¼Â §ÀÃ¡ø 
¸ò¾¢Ã ÀóÐõ «ý§È * ÀÃ¡í¸¾¢ ¸ñÎ ¦¸¡ñ¼¡ý 
þò¾¨É «ÊÂÃ¡É¡÷ìÌ* þÃíÌõ ¿õ «Ãí¸É¡Â 
À¢ò¾¨Éô ¦ÀüÚõ «ó§¾¡! *À¢ÈÅ¢Ôû À¢½íÌ Á¡§È!     
           4 
 
¦ÀñÊÃ¡ø Í¸í¸û ¯öôÀ¡ý *¦ÀÃ¢Â§¾¡÷ þÎõ¨À âñÎ 
¯ñÊÃ¡ì ¸¢¼ìÌõ §À¡Ð *¯¼Öì§¸ ¸¨ÃóÐ ¨¿óÐ 
¾ñÐÆ¡ö Á¡¨Ä Á¡÷Àý * ¾Á÷¸Ç¡öô À¡Ê Â¡Ê 
¦¾¡ñÎ âñ¼Ó¾õ ¯ñ½¡ò*¦¾¡ØõÀ÷§º¡Ú¯¸ìÌÁ¡§È. 
                         5 
 
ÁÈõÍÅ÷ Á¾¢¦ÇÎòÐ * ÁÚ¨Áì§¸ ¦ÅÚ¨Á âñÎ 
ÒÈõÍÅ÷ µð¨¼ Á¡¼õ * ÒÃÙõ§À¡Ð «È¢Â Á¡ðË÷ 
«Èõ ÍÅÃ¡¸¢ ¿¢ýÈ * «Ãí¸É¡÷ìÌ ¬ð¦ºöÂ¡§¾ 
ÒÈõÍÅ÷ §¸¡Äõ ¦ºöÐ * Òû¸ùÅì ¸¢¼ì¸¢ýÈ£§Ã.           
             
           6 
Ò¨ÄÂÈõ ¬¸¢¿¢ýÈ * Òò¦¾¡Î ºÁ½ ¦ÁøÄ¡õ 
¸¨ÄÂÈì ¸üÈ Á¡ó¾÷* ¸¡ñÀ§Ã¡ §¸ðÀ§Ã¡¾¡õ 
¾¨Ä «ÚôÒñÎõ º¡§¸ý * ºò¾¢Âõ ¸¡ñÁ¢ý ³Â¡ 
º¢¨ÄÂ¢É¡ø þÄí¨¸ ¦ºüÈ* §¾Å§É §¾Åý ¬Å¡ý.  
           7 
 
¦ÅÚô¦À¡Î ºÁ½÷ Óñ¼÷ * Å¢¾¢Â¢ø º¡ì¸¢Â÷¸û ¿¢ýÀ¡ø 
¦À¡ÚôÀÃ¢ÂÉ¸û §Àº¢ø * §À¡Å§¾ §¿¡Â¾¡¸¢ 
ÌÈ¢ô¦ÀÉì ¸¨¼Ôõ ¬¸¢ø * ÜÎ§Áø ¾¨Ä¨Â ¬í§¸ 
«ÚôÀ§¾ ¸ÕÁõ ¸ñ¼¡ö * «Ãí¸Á¡ ¿¸÷ ¯Ç¡§É!     
           8 
 
ÁüÚ§Á¡÷ ¦¾öÅõ ¯ñ§¼ * Á¾¢Â¢Ä¡ Á¡É¢¼í¸¡û 
¯üÈ§À¡Ð «ýÈ¢ ¿£í¸û * ´ÕÅý ±ýÚ ¯½Ã Á¡ðË÷ 
«üÈ§Áø ´ýÚ «È¢Â£÷ * «ÅÉøÄ¡ø ¦¾öÅ Á¢ø¨Ä 
¸üÈ¢Éõ §Áöò¾ ±ó¨¾ * ¸ÆÄ¢¨½ À½¢Á¢ý ¿£§Ã. 
           9 



 
 
 
¿¡ðÊÉ¡ý ¦¾öÅõ ±íÌõ* ¿øÄ§¾¡÷ «Õû ¾ýÉ¡§Ä 
¸¡ðÊÉ¡ý ¾¢ÕÅÃí¸õ * ¯öÀÅ÷ìÌ ¯öÔõ Åñ½õ 
§¸ðÊ§Ã ¿õÀ¢Á£÷¸¡û!* ¦¸Õ¼ Å¡¸ÉÛõ ¿¢ü¸ 
§ºð¨¼ ¾ý ÁÊÂ¸òÐî* ¦ºøÅõ À¡÷òÐ þÕì¸¢ýÈ£§Ã. 
           10 
  
´ÕÅ¢øÄ¡ø µíÌ Óó¿£÷* «¨¼òÐ ¯Ä¸í¸û ¯öÂ 
¦ºÕÅ¢§Ä «Ãì¸÷ §¸¡¨Éî * ¦ºüÈ ¿õ §ºÅ¸É¡÷ 
ÁÕÅ¢Â ¦ÀÃ¢Â §¸¡Â¢ø * Á¾¢û ¾¢ÕÅÃí¸õ ±ýÉ¡ 
¸ÕÅ¢§Ä ¾¢ÕÅ¢Ä¡¾£÷! * ¸¡Äò¨¾ì ¸Æ¢ì¸¢ýÈ£§Ã. 
           11 
 
¿ÁÛõ Óü¸ÄÛõ §Àº* ¿Ã¸¢ø ¿¢ýÈ¡÷¸û §¸ð¸ 
¿Ã¸§Á ÍÅ÷ì¸ Á¡Ìõ * ¿¡Áí¸û ¯¨¼Â ¿õÀ¢ 
«ÅÉà÷ «Ãí¸õ ±ýÉ¡Ð * «Â÷òÐ Å£úóÐ «Ç¢Â Á¡ó¾÷ 
¸Å¨ÄÔû ÀÎ¸¢ýÈ¡÷ ±ýÚ* «¾Ûì§¸ ¸Åø¸¢ý§È§É! 
           12 
 
±È¢Ô¿£÷ ¦ÅÈ¢¦¸¡û §Å¨Ä *Á¡¿¢ÄòÐ ¯Â¢÷¸¦ÇøÄ¡õ 
¦ÅÈ¢¦¸¡û âóÐÅÇ Á¡¨Ä * Å¢ñ½Å÷ §¸¡¨É ²ò¾ 
«È¢Å¢Ä¡ ÁÉ¢º÷ ±øÄ¡õ * «Ãí¸¦ÁýÚ «¨ÆôÀÃ¡¸¢ø 
¦À¡È¢Â¢øÅ¡ú ¿Ã¸õ ±øÄ¡õ* Òø¦ÄØóÐ ´Æ¢ÔÁý§È. 
           13 
 
 
ÅñÊÉõ ÓÃÖõ §º¡¨Ä* ÁÂ¢Ä¢Éõ ¬Öõ §º¡¨Ä 
¦¸¡ñ¼ø Á£¾½×õ §º¡¨Ä* ÌÂ¢Ä¢Éõ Ü×õ §º¡¨Ä 
«ñ¼÷§¸¡ý «ÁÕõ §º¡¨Ä* «½¢ ¾¢ÕÅÃí¸õ ±ýÉ¡ 
Á¢ñ¼÷ À¡öóÐ ¯ñÏõ §º¡ü¨È Å¢Äì¸¢* ¿¡öìÌ  þÎÁ¢É£§Ã      
 

14 
 
¦ÁöÂ÷ì§¸ ¦ÁöÂÉ¡Ìõ * Å¢¾¢Â¢Ä¡ ±ý¨Éô §À¡Ä 
¦À¡öÂ÷ì§¸ ¦À¡öÂÉ¡Ìõ * Òð¦¸¡Ê ¯¨¼Â §¸¡Á¡ý 
¯öÂô§À¡õ ¯½÷Å¢É¡÷¸ðÌ* ´ÕÅý ±ýÚ½÷ó¾ À¢ý¨É 
³öÂôÀ¡Î «ÚòÐò §¾¡ýÚõ * «Æ¸ë÷ «Ãí¸ Áý§È? 
           15 
 
 



 
Ý¾É¡öì ¸ûÅÉ¡¸¢ò* à÷ò¾§Ã¡Î þ¨ºó¾ ¸¡Äõ 
Á¡¾Ã¡÷ ¸Âü¸ñ ±ýÛõ * Å¨ÄÔû ÀðÎ «ØóÐ§Å¨É 
§À¡¾§Ã ±ýÚ ¦º¡øÄ¢ô * Òó¾¢Â¢ø ÒÌóÐ* ¾ýÀ¡ø- 
¬¾Ãõ ¦ÀÕ¸ ¨Åò¾* «Æ¸ë÷ «Ãí¸õ «ý§È?  
           16 
 
Å¢ÕõÀ¢ ¿¢ýÚ ²ò¾ Á¡ð§¼ý* Å¢¾¢Â¢§Äý Á¾¢¦Â¡ýÈ¢ø¨Ä 
þÕõÒ§À¡ø ÅÄ¢Â ¦¿ïºõ * þ¨ÈÂ¢¨È ¯ÕÌõ Åñ½õ 
ÍÕõÀÁ÷ §º¡¨Ä Ýúó¾ * «Ãí¸Á¡ §¸¡Â¢ø ¦¸¡ñ¼ 
¸ÕõÀ¢¨Éì ¸ñÎ ¦¸¡ñÎ* ±ý ¸ñ½¢¨½ ¸Ç¢ìÌÁ¡§È! 
           17 
 
þÉ¢¾¢¨Ãò ¾¢Å¨Ä §Á¡¾* ±È¢Ôõ¾ñ ÀÃ¨Å Á£§¾ 
¾É¢¸¢¼óÐ «ÃÍ ¦ºöÔõ * ¾¡Á¨Ãì ¸ñ½ý ±õÁ¡ý 
¸É¢Â¢ÕóÐ «¨ÉÂ ¦ºùÅ¡öì* ¸ñ½¨½ì ¸ñ¼ ¸ñ¸û 
ÀÉ¢ÂÕõÒ ¯¾¢ÕÁ¡§Ä¡ * ±ý¦ºö§¸ý À¡Å¢§Â§É! 
           18 
 
Ì¼¾¢¨º ÓÊ¨Â ¨ÅòÐì* Ì½¾¢¨º À¡¾õ ¿£ðÊ 
Å¼¾¢¨º À¢ýÒ ¸¡ðÊò * ¦¾ý¾¢¨º þÄí¨¸ §¿¡ì¸¢ 
¸¼ø¿¢Èì ¸¼×û ±ó¨¾ * «ÃÅ¨½ò ÐÂ¢ÖÁ¡ ¸ñÎ 
¯¼¦ÄÉìÌ ¯ÕÌÁ¡§Ä¡* ±ý¦ºö§¸ý ¯Ä¸ò¾£§Ã!  
           19 
 
À¡Ôõ ¿£÷ «Ãí¸ó¾ýÛû * À¡õÀ¨½ô ÀûÇ¢ ¦¸¡ñ¼ 
Á¡ÂÉ¡÷ ¾¢Õ¿ý Á¡÷Òõ * ÁÃ¸¾ ¯Õ×õ §¾¡Ùõ 
àÂ ¾¡Á¨Ãì ¸ñ¸Ùõ * ÐÅÃ¢¾ú ÀÅÇ Å¡Ôõ 
¬Âº£÷ ÓÊÔõ §¾Íõ * «ÊÂ§Ã¡÷ìÌ «¸ÄÄ¡§Á? 
           20 
 
À½¢Å¢É¡ø ÁÉÁ¦¾¡ýÈ¢ô* ÀÅÇÅ¡ö «Ãí¸É¡÷ìÌ 
Ð½¢Å¢É¡ø Å¡ÆÁ¡ð¼¡ò * ¦¾¡ø¨Ä ¦¿ï§º! ¿£ ¦º¡øÄ¡ö 
«½¢ÂÉ¡÷ ¦ºõ¦À¡É¡Â * «ÕÅ¨Ã «¨ÉÂ §¸¡Â¢ø 
Á½¢ÂÉ¡÷ ¸¢¼ó¾Å¡ü¨È * ÁÉò¾¢É¡ø ¿¢¨Éì¸Ä¡§Á? 
           21 
 
§Àº¢ü§È §Àºø «øÄ¡ø * ¦ÀÕ¨Á ´ýÚ ¯½ÃÄ¡¸¡Ð 
¬ºüÈ¡÷ ¾í¸ð¸øÄ¡ø* «È¢ÂÄ¡ Å¡ÛÁøÄý 
Á¡ºüÈ¡÷ ÁÉòÐÇ¡¨É* Å½í¸¢ ¿¡õ þÕôÀ¾øÄ¡ø 
§Àºò¾¡ý ¬ÅÐñ§¼¡? * §À¨¾ ¦¿ï§º! ¿£ ¦º¡øÄ¡ö. 
           22 



 
¸í¨¸Â¢ø ÒÉ¢¾Á¡Â ¸¡Å¢Ã¢ ¿Î× À¡ðÎ 
¦À¡íÌ¿£÷ ÀÃóÐ À¡Ôõ * âõ¦À¡Æ¢ø «Ãí¸õ ¾ýÛû 
±í¸û Á¡ø þ¨ÈÅý ®ºý * ¸¢¼ó§¾¡÷ ¸¢¼ì¨¸ ¸ñÎõ 
±í¸Éõ ÁÈóÐ Å¡ú§¸ý * ²¨Æ§Âý ²¨Æ§Â§É ! 
           23 
 
¦ÅûÇ¿£÷ ÀÃóÐ À¡Ôõ * Å¢Ã¢¦À¡Æ¢ø «Ãí¸õ ¾ýÛû 
¸ûÅÉ¡÷ ¸¢¼ó¾ Å¡Úõ *  ¸ÁÄ¿ý Ó¸Óõ ¸ñÎõ 
¯ûÇ§Á ! ÅÄ¢¨Â §À¡Öõ * ´ÕÅý ±ýÚ ¯½Ã Á¡ð¼¡ö 
¸ûÇ§Á ¸¡¾ø ¦ºöÐ ¯ý ¸ûÇò§¾ ¸Æ¢ì¸¢ýÈ¡§Â ! 
           24 
 
ÌÇ¢òÐ ãýÈÉ¨Ä µõÒõ* ÌÈ¢¦¸¡û «ó¾½¨Á ¾ý¨É 
´Ç¢ò¾¢ð§¼ý ±ý¸½¢ø¨Ä* ¿¢ý¸Ïõ Àò¾ý «ø§Äý 
¸Ç¢ôÀ¾ý ¦¸¡ñÎ ¿õÀ¢!* ¸¼øÅñ½¡! ¸¾Ú ¸¢ý§Èý 
«Ç¢ò¦¾ÉìÌ «Õû¦ºö ¸ñ¼¡ö * «Ãí¸Á¡ ¿¸÷ ¯Ç¡§É!     
           25 
 
§À¡¦¾øÄ¡õ §À¡Ð¦¸¡ñÎ* ¯ý ¦À¡ýÉÊ Ò¨ÉÂ Á¡ð§¼ý 
¾£¾¢Ä¡ ¦Á¡Æ¢¸û ¦¸¡ñÎ* ¯ý ¾¢ÕìÌ½õ ¦ºôÀ Á¡ð§¼ý 
¸¡¾Ä¡ø ¦¿ïºõ «ýÒ* ¸Äó¾¢§Äý «Ð ¾ýÉ¡§Ä 
²¾¢§Äý «Ãí¸÷ìÌ ±ø§Ä!* ±ý¦ºöÅ¡ý §¾¡ýÈ¢§É§É ! 
           26 
 
ÌÃíÌ¸û Á¨Ä¨Â áì¸ì * ÌÇ¢òÐò¾¡õ ÒÃñÊð§¼¡Ê 
¾Ãí¸ ¿£÷«¨¼ì¸ÖüÈ * ºÄÁ¢Ä¡ «½¢Äõ §À¡§Äý 
ÁÃí¸û §À¡ø ÅÄ¢Â ¦¿ïºõ * Åïº§Éý ¦¿ïÍ ¾ýÉ¡ø  
«Ãí¸É¡÷ìÌ ¬ð¦ºöÂ¡§¾ * «Ç¢Âò§¾ý «Â÷ì¸¢ý§È§É! 
           27 
 
¯õÀÃ¡ø «È¢ÂÄ¡¸¡ * ´Ç¢ÔÇ¡÷ ¬¨Éì¸¡¸¢ 
¦ºõÒÄ¡ø ¯ñÎ Å¡Øõ * Ó¾¨Ä§Áø º£È¢ Åó¾¡÷ 
¿õÀÃÁ¡ÂÐñ§¼?* ¿¡ö¸§Ç¡õ º¢Ú¨Á §Â¡Ã¡  
±õÀ¢Ã¡÷ìÌ ¬ð¦ºöÂ¡§¾ * ±ý ¦ºöÅ¡ý §¾¡ýÈ¢§É§É ! 
           28 
 
°Ã¢§Äý ¸¡½¢ þø¨Ä * ¯È× Áü¦È¡ÕÅ÷ þø¨Ä 
À¡Ã¢ø¿¢ý À¡¾ ãÄõ * ÀüÈ¢§Äý ÀÃÁ ã÷ò¾¢ * 
¸¡¦Ã¡Ç¢ Åñ½§É !(±ý)* ¸ñ½§É! ¸¾Ú ¸¢ý§Èý 
¬ÕÇ÷ì ¸¨Ç¸ñ «õÁ¡! * «Ãí¸Á¡ ¿¸÷ ¯Ç¡§É! 
           29 



 
 
ÁÉò¾¢§Ä¡÷ àö¨Á þø¨Ä* Å¡Â¢§Ä¡÷ þý¦º¡ø þø¨Ä 
º¢Éò¾¢É¡ø ¦ºüÈõ §¿¡ì¸¢ò * ¾£Å¢Ç¢ Å¢Ç¢Åý Å¡Ç¡ 
ÒÉòÐÆ¡ö Á¡¨ÄÂ¡§É! * ¦À¡ýÉ¢Ýú ¾¢ÕÅÃí¸¡ * 
±Éì¸¢É¢ ¸¾¢¦Âý ¦º¡øÄ¡ö * ±ý¨É ¬é¨¼Â §¸¡§Å! 
           30 
  
¾ÅòÐÇ¡÷ ¾õÁ¢ø «ø§Äý * ¾Éõ À¨¼ò¾¡Ã¢ø «ø§Äý 
¯Å÷ò¾ ¿£÷ §À¡Ä ±ý ¾ý ¯üÈÅ÷ìÌ ´ýÚõ «ø§Äý* 
ÐÅ÷ò¾ ¦ºùÅ¡Â¢É¡÷ì§¸ * ÐÅì¸Èò ÐÃ¢ºÉ¡§Éý 
«Åò¾§Á À¢ÈÅ¢ ¾ó¾¡ö *    «Ãí¸Á¡ ¿¸÷ ¯Ç¡§É! 
           31 
 
¬÷òÐ Åñ¼ÄõÒõ §º¡¨Ä * «½¢ ¾¢ÕÅÃí¸ó ¾ýÛû 
¸¡÷ò¾¢Ãû «¨ÉÂ §ÁÉ¢ì * ¸ñ½§É! ¯ý¨Éì ¸¡Ïõ 
Á¡÷ì¸õ ´ýÈÈ¢Â Á¡ð¼¡ * ÁÉ¢ºÃ¢ø ÐÃ¢ºÉ¡Â 
ã÷ì¸§Éý ÅóÐ ¿¢ý§Èý * ã÷ì¸§Éý ã÷ì¸§É§É. 
           32 
 
¦Áö¦ÂøÄ¡õ §À¡¸ Å¢ðÎ * Å¢Ã¢ ÌÆÄ¡Ã¢ø ÀðÎ 
¦À¡ö¦ÂøÄ¡õ ¦À¡¾¢óÐ ¦¸¡ñ¼ §À¡ð¸§Éý ÅóÐ ¿¢ý§Èý 
³Â§É! «Ãí¸§É! ¯ý «Õ¦ÇýÛõ ¬¨º ¾ýÉ¡ø 
¦À¡öÂ§Éý ÅóÐ ¿¢ý§Èý * ¦À¡öÂ§Éý ¦À¡öÂ§É§É.  
           33 
 
¯ûÇò§¾ ¯¨ÈÔõ Á¡¨Ä *¯ûÙÅ¡ý ¯½÷¦Å¡ýÈ¢øÄ¡ 
¸ûÇò§¾ý ¿¡Ûõ ¦¾¡ñ¼¡öò ¦¾¡ñÎì§¸ §¸¡Äõ âñÎ* 
¯ûÙÅ¡÷ ¯ûÇ¢ü¦ÈøÄ¡õ * ¯¼É¢ÕóÐ «È¢¾¢ ±ýÚ 
¦Åû¸¢ô§À¡ö ±ýÛû§Ç ¿¡ý * Å¢ÄÅÈî º¢Ã¢ò¾¢ð§¼§É! 
           34 
 
¾¡Å¢ÂýÚ ¯Ä¸¦ÁøÄ¡õ* ¾¨ÄÅ¢Ç¡ì ¦¸¡ñ¼ ±ó¾¡ö 
§ºÅ¢§Âý ¯ý¨É «øÄ¡ø * º¢ì¦¸Éî ¦ºí¸ñ Á¡§Ä 
¬Å¢§Â! «Ó§¾! ±ý ¾ý ¬ÕÂ¢÷ «¨ÉÂ ±ó¾¡ö 
À¡Å¢§Âý ¯ý¨É «øÄ¡ø * À¡Å¢§Âý À¡Å¢§Â§É. 
           35 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Á¨Æì¸ýÚ Å¨Ã Óý§ÉóÐõ ¨Áó¾§É! ÁÐÃ Å¡§È 
¯¨Æì¸ý§È §À¡Ä §¿¡ì¸õ * ¯¨¼ÂÅ÷ Å¨ÄÔû ÀðÎ 
¯¨Æì¸¢ý§ÈüÌ ±ý¨É §¿¡ì¸¡Ð*´Æ¢Å§¾ ¯ý¨É«ý§È 
«¨Æì¸¢ý§Èý ¬¾¢ ã÷ò¾¢! «Ãí¸Á¡ ¿¸÷ ¯Ç¡§É! 
           36 
 
¦¾Ç¢Å¢Ä¡ì ¸Äí¸ø ¿£÷Ýú * ¾¢ÕÅÃí¸òÐû µíÌõ 
´Ç¢ÔÇ¡÷ ¾¡§Á «ý§È * ¾ó¨¾Ôõ ¾¡Ôõ ¬Å¡÷ 
±Ç¢Â§¾¡÷ «ÕÙõ «ý§È * ±ý ¾¢ÈòÐ ±õÀ¢Ã¡É¡÷ 
«Ç¢Âý ¿õ ¨ÀÂø ±ýÉ¡÷ * «õÁ§Å¡ ¦¸¡ÊÂ Å¡§È! 
           37 
 
§Áõ¦À¡Õû §À¡¸ Å¢ðÎ* ¦Áöõ¨Á¨Â Á¢¸ ¯½÷óÐ 
¬õÀÃ¢ºÈ¢óÐ ¦¸¡ñÎ* ³õÒÄý «¸ò¾¼ì¸¢ 
¸¡õÀÈ ¾¨Ä º¢¨ÃòÐ* ¯ý ¸¨¼ò¾¨Ä þÕóÐ Å¡Øõ 
§º¡õÀ¨Ã ¯¸ò¾¢ §À¡Öõ * Ýú ÒÉø «Ãí¸ò¾¡§É!  
           38 
 
 
«Ê¨ÁÂ¢ø ÌÊ¨ÁÂ¢øÄ¡* «Âø ºÐô§À¾¢ Á¡Ã¢ø 
ÌÊ¨ÁÂ¢ø ¸¨¼¨Á Àð¼* Ìì¸Ã¢ø À¢ÈôÀ §ÃÖõ 
ÓÊÂ¢É¢ø ÐÇÀõ ¨Åò¾¡ö!* ¦Á¡öì¸Æ÷ìÌ «ýÒ ¦ºöÔõ 
«ÊÂ¨Ã ¯¸ò¾¢ §À¡Öõ * «Ãí¸Á¡ ¿¸÷ ¯Ç¡§É! 
           39 
 
 
¾¢ÕÁÚ Á¡÷Å ¿¢ý¨Éî * º¢ó¨¾Ôû ¾¢¸Æ ¨ÅòÐ 
ÁÕÅ¢Â ÁÉò¾Ã¡¸¢ø * Á¡É¢ÄòÐ ¯Â¢÷¸¦ÇøÄ¡õ 
¦ÅÕÅÃì ¦¸¡ýÚ ÍðÊðÎ * ®ðÊÂ Å¢¨ÉÂ§ÃÖõ 
«ÕÅ¢¨Éô ÀÂÉÐöÂ¡÷ *  «Ãí¸Á¡ ¿¸÷ ¯Ç¡§É! 
           40 
 
 
Å¡ÛÇ¡÷ «È¢ÂÄ¡¸¡ * Å¡ÉÅ¡! ±ýÀ÷ ¬¸¢ø 
§¾ÛÄ¡ó ÐÇÀ Á¡¨Äî * ¦ºýÉ¢Â¡ö! ±ýÀ÷ ¬¸¢ø 
°ÉÁ¡Â¢É¸û ¦ºöÔõ * °É¸¡Ã¸÷¸§ÇÖõ 
§À¡É¸õ ¦ºö¾ §º¼õ * ¾ÕÅ§Ãø ÒÉ¢¾Áý§È 
           41 
 
 
 



 
ÀØ¾¢Ä¡ ´Ø¸ø ¬üÚô * ÀÄºÐô §À¾¢Á¡÷¸û 
þÆ¢ÌÄò¾Å÷¸§ÇÖõ * ±õ «ÊÂ¡÷¸û ¬¸¢ø 
¦¾¡ØÁ¢É£÷ ¦¸¡ÎÁ¢ý ¦¸¡ñÁ¢ý!* ±ýÚ ¿¢ý§É¡Î ´ì¸ 
ÅÆ¢À¼ «ÕÇ¢É¡ö §À¡ø * Á¾¢ø ¾¢ÕÅÃí¸ò¾¡§É! 
           42 
 
«ÁÃ§Å¡÷ «í¸Á¡Úõ* §Å¾§Á¡÷ ¿¡ýÌõ µ¾¢ 
¾Á÷¸Ç¢ø ¾¨ÄÅÃ¡Â * º¡¾¢ «ó¾½÷¸§ÇÖõ 
ÑÁ÷¸¨Çô ÀÆ¢ôÀÃ¡¸¢ø * ¦¿¡ÊôÀ§¾¡÷ «ÇÅ¢ø ¬í§¸ 
«Å÷¸û¾¡õ Ò¨ÄÂ÷ §À¡Öõ *«Ãí¸Á¡ ¿¸÷ ¯Ç¡§É! 
           43 
 
¦ÀñÏÄ¡õ º¨¼Â¢É¡Ûõ* À¢ÃÁÛõ ¯ý¨Éì ¸¡ñÀ¡ý 
±ñ½¢Ä¡ °Æ¢ äÆ¢ *¾Åõ ¦ºö¾¡÷ ¦Åû¸¢ ¿¢üÀ 
Å¢ñÏÇ¡÷ Å¢ÂôÀ ÅóÐ* ¬¨ÉìÌ «ýÚ «Õ¨Ç ®ó¾ 
¸ñ½È¡ * ¯ý¨É ¦Âý§É¡* ¸¨Ç¸½¡ì ¸ÕÐ Á¡§È! 
           44 
 
ÅÇ¦ÅØõ ¾ÅÇ Á¡¼ * ÁÐ¨ÃÁ¡ ¿¸Ãó ¾ýÛû 
¸ÅÇÁ¡ø Â¡¨É ¦¸¡ýÈ * ¸ñ½¨É «Ãí¸ Á¡¨Ä 
ÐÅÇò ¦¾¡ñ¼¡Â ¦¾¡øº£÷ò ¦¾¡ñ¼ÃÊô¦À¡Ê ¦º¡ø 
þ¨ÇÂÒý ¸Å¢¨¾ §ÂÖõ * ±õÀ¢Ã¡üÌ þÉ¢Â Å¡§È!  
           45 
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Thirumalai 
by 

 

Free Translation by Late Sri G.R. Srinivasan from Bangalore, India 
 
 

1. O! Primeval Lord! You took in and regurgitated the three worlds! We have learnt to 

chant your holy names and have found, it gives us control over the senses, and freed of 

sin, feel confident to confront destiny and plant our feet on the heads of Death’s agents; 

we are truly blessed with your grace O Lord of Holy SriRangam; 

 

2. O Lord of holy SriRangam. I experience such delight uttering your holy name, calling 

you -- “O Achuta, colour of the great green mountain, with lotus eyes and coral coloured 

lips; Lord of the divines and the leader of the cowherd race.” Beyond this I do not want to 

experience the pleasures of paradise even if conferred on me; 

 

3. Of the hundred years granted man by the Scriptures, half the time is spent in sleep; the 

remaining half is taken up by infancy, childhood, passions of youth, hunger, struggle for 

living, illness and old age. (There is no time to think of you.) Pray, so save me from 

further births, O Lord of holy SriRangam; 

 

4. (This verse refers to the episode of Kshatra Bandu of royal lineage who fell into evil 

ways, killing and torture but was finally saved by the Grace of the Lord, chanting the 

Trisyllabic holy name of Govinda. Even the vile Kshatra Bandu of yore, given to intense 

violence and sinful living found salvation through uttering the Trisyllabic holy name 

(Govinda) when the merciful Lord of SriRangam is thus easily available to rescue the 

devotees. Alas! foolish mankind lets itself to be lured into life’s turmoils, unable to 

meditate on Him! 

 

5. Man undergoes lot of hardship to nurture the body, which is bound to waste itself on 

account of his idle pursuits; and sensuous pleasures, instead of enjoying the real pleasure 

in devotional service of Lord Narayana, of beauteous chest adorned with the garlands of 

cool basil leaves. This is like opting for low menial food spurning divine nectar. O! What 

a pity! 

 

6. Ye Men! Raising the ramparts of sin, you only ensure purposeless, endless births, which 

you do not realize at the time when this perforated walled residence of your body 

crumbles. By nourishing this body you only enrich the food for vultures. How sad it does 

not occur to you to ward off evil by raising the bulwark of virtue rendering devotional 

service to the Lord of Holy SriRangam.  

 

 

 



 

7. Those who have studied Vedas and allied Scriptures thoroughly will neither accept nor 

see merit in imperfect systems like Buddhism, Jainism and the like. Ye men! Know the 

truth for which I am ready to offer my head, that there is only one God that is Lord 

Narayana, who as Rama destroyed Lanka. 

 

8. When Buddhists, Jains or tonsured zealots harangue against you, which I am unable to 

bear O Lord of Sri Rangam, I feel it would be justified, if possible, to silence them on the 

spot! 

 

9.       O Men of mean intellect! You propitiate other gods and never realize that the Lord is 

above them all and also inheres in them, who is the God and none else. Simpler it is to 

realize Him to worship with devotion the lotus feet of the Lord who incarnated as 

Krishna and tended the herds of cows.  

 

10. It is the Lord who has Garuda as his vehicle who established the other Gods out of His 

Grace for mankind and stationed Himself as the presiding deity at SriRangam for the 

salvation of the worshippers. What to say of those men (materialists) who hope to attain 

the Grace of Lakshmi, goddess of wealth by sheltering her elder sister, the goddess of ill 

luck.   

 

11. Lord Narayana did great service to mankind by crossing the raging seas and vanquishing 

Ravana in battle. It is Rama who established the big temple at SriRangam bounded by 

lofty rampart walls. It is only those who are blessed even from birth, who waste their time 

pursuing other paths. 

 

12. My heart indeed goes out to the unfortunates who fall into purgatory swayed by false 

tenets without realizing that the very mention of the name of the Lord whom residence in 

Sri Rangam, will redeem. Is it not that Hell was transformed to Paradise when Yama was 

heard to explain that mention of Krishna’s name was reason for Mudgala’s salvation? 

 

13. All the sentient beings of the world girdled by raging seas of marine tang, worship 

(Narayana), the god of gods, garlanded with fragrant basil leaves (and save themselves 

from perdition). Those others ignorant of such prayerful worship, if they can merely utter 

the holy word of SriRangam, will also be saved depriving all Hell of it sense-driven 

votaries turning it into a weed-ridden desolation. 

 

14. Holy SriRangam is full of groves swarmed by humming beetles where peacocks dance in 

droves, clouds hover over tall trees, dense foliage resounds to warble of koels, and is the 

seat of Narayana, King of Divines. Those who have no thought for the jewel of this holy 

town are mere brutes. Brush them aside if they rush for food and feed it to the dogs.  

 

15. This holy SriRangam is the seat of our handsome Lord with Garuda ensign, who can be 

realized only by those who comprehend Him in Truth (love) personified. He is beyond 

the grasp of skeptics like me, who are not so blessed. But the veil of doubt is torn apart 

for those who desire passionately to reach Him as their only Master. 



 

 

16. There was a time when in bad company I was given to deceit, thievery and allurement by 

women with piscine eyes. He beckoned to dissuade me, entered my heart and 

overwhelmed me with His love. This is SriRangam, the seat of my Gracious Lord. 

 

17. The hymns I sing in His praise are not sustained by deep desire; nor my prayer conforms 

to Scriptures; reason does not conduce to devotion. My steely heart is not moved by 

worship. But when my Lord who deigns to dwell in SriRangam surrounded by floral 

gardens festooned by swarming beetles, revealed Himself to my pair of eyes, my stony 

heart started melting little by little, my faculties absorbed His delectable form making me 

relish for ever the sweetness of sugarcane that is He. 

 

18. My Lord has in repose in SriRangam surrounded by the expanse of river Cauvery, as He 

reposed majestically in the Milky Ocean washed by the cool spray of foamy waves. 

Looking at the lotus eyes and cheery lips of my Lord, my eyes well up like thawing 

snow. Unfortunate and helpless, I am unable to blink back the tears to enjoy the 

continued vision of the Lord.   

 

19.  O! Men of the world! I am so helpless! My whole body melts at the sight of the Lord of 

ultramarine hue, reposing on the serpent couch, head supported on the elbow pointing 

west, legs stretched towards east showing his back to the north and his look directed 

towards Lanka in the south. 

 

20. The delightful form of the Lord lying on the serpent at SriRangam, washed by the 

Cauvery (is not an illusion though He is the great illusionist), with Goddess Lakshmi 

seated on His chest, His shiny emerald frame, the handsome shoulders, lustrous lotus 

eyes, coral lips, pink mouth and the long luxuriant tresses, is etched in the heart of 

devotees never to leave their mind’s eye. 

 

21. The ego should have willed itself to accept humbly the life of serfdom to the Lord of 

SriRangam of coral coloured lips (for its inability to comprehend the Absolute). But it did 

not. O! My troubled heart! Why do you not suggest to the mind to becalm itself at least 

by focussing on the lovely form of the Lord, the jewel embedded in the golden mountain 

like the temple at SriRangam. 

 

22. O! My poor heart! Do tell (these men) that they can merely repeat their arguments but 

cannot explain even one of Lord’s phenomena. He is inscrutable to all but the 

immaculate. Can we achieve anything by talking? Have we not to bow down 

reverentially to the Absolute as conceived and expounded by faultless sages? 

 

23. The grand pose of my endearing Lord lying majestically at SriRangam, plush with flower 

gardens fed by the rising and spreading waters of river Cauvery, holier than river Ganga, 

is imprinted in my mind. How can I live without drawing sustenance from that form? I 

am indebted to the Lord both for having redeemed me and continue to nourish me.  

 



 

 

24. O! My Stony Heart! Has not the bewitching spectacle of the lotus-faced Lord, the great 

seducer of hearts Himself, in grand repose at SriRangam, with widespread flower gardens 

nourished by the flooding Cauvery, convinced you that He is the Sole Universal principle 

for souls to cleave forever? You have revealed your unfeeling fickleness for; you have 

shifted your fealty to invest your false love on unworthy objects. 

 

25. O! Lord, obviously I have not been perfect in observance of the fire ritual as a Brahmin to 

be performed three times a day after ablutions, for I have not realized you. I have not 

been able to comprehend you as my inner self either. I am sure I am not a sincere 

devotee. I am at a loss as to how to experience the beatific vision. I wail disconsolately O 

Lord of the colour of turquoise sea. Do deign to show your grace by showing me the way. 

O! Plentitude of Bliss! 

 

26. I am incapable of worship. I do not make floral offerings at your golden feet. I am 

incompetent to compose and sing pure hymns in praise of your divine qualities. I am not 

stirred by any deep love for you. Poor me! I am unable to offer anything to my Lord of 

SriRangam. Alas! What for have I come into the world? 

 

27. While the simian army of Rama was engaged in damming the sea, lifting giant rocks, the 

simple squirrel too contributed sand particles, shaking its body by rolling in the beach 

and dipping itself in the damsite waters. My heart is not moved to engage itself in the 

service of the Lord of SriRangam, is like those boulders not even inspired by the sense of 

service of the innocent squirrel. This inertia is unbecoming of my high birth. 

 

28. The Lord whose omnipotence is beyond the grasp of even the divines, responded to 

rescue the struggling elephant and swooped on the raw-meat eating crocodile. There is 

nothing we can do by ourselves in this world. The Lord does not ignore us because we 

are such lonely curs. Yet I do not do anything by way of grateful service to my Lord. 

What for have I come into this world? 

 

29. I am a native of nowhere, nor do I own a piece of land for support. I have no real kin in 

the whole world. O! Supreme Being! I have not surrendered myself at your holy feet O! 

Lord Shiny like the rain laden cloud, eyeful to the ardent, I cry in despair! Who is there to 

help me in time of need like a mother except for O! Lord of SriRangam. 

 

30. My thoughts are not pure; my words are not kind. I fulminate in vain anger at others with 

burning words. O! Lord of Cauvery-bounded SriRangam sporting the beautiful garland of 

basil leaves plucked from the temple’s back garden! How do I redeem myself? Please tell 

me O! My Lord King and Master. Is there any salvation for me? 

 

31. I could not become an ascetic nor am I a rich man to gain credit by charity. I have been 

discarded by the very lotus-faced red-lipped women whom I cultivated. I am of no use for 

my kin like water turned brackish. My life has become a total waste. Why at all did you 

give me this pointless birth O! Lord of SriRangam. 



 

 

32. Holy SriRangam full of flower gardens teeming with humming beetles as the seat of the 

Lord of the colour of the dense rain-bearing cloud. O! Lord Krishna, lowly specimen of 

mankind that I was. I have landed now at the portals of your temple, not knowing the 

path leading to you. Uninformed obdurate sinner previously, I now stand again resolutely 

unyielding, before you to show me the way to you.  

 

33. I gave a goby to all that was genuine in conduct, myself about running after women with 

long tresses making my life a sham. Shameless now, with a false past, I stand before you 

with the fond hope of receiving your grace. A failure in the past O! Lord of SriRangam . I 

am afraid I am a failure this time too. 

34. Lovable you! You reside in every heart and in all kindness, are ready to guide the erring 

souls. The pretender that I was I did not feel this divine presence when I put on the garb 

of a temple servant, made a travesty of devotional service. But when I realized that you 

are a witness to all of the goings-on, I felt ashamed and laughed heartily at my folly of 

having thought I had deceived you! 

 

35. O lotus-eyed Lord! That day your feet swept across the worlds in a flash subjugating all 

heads! O! Divine father, you are my soul, spirit, life, delicious sustenance et al. Sinner 

(that) I am I can relate to none else for succour, the sinner I remain unable to realize you. 

 

36. O Lord the Primeval cause, fountain of nectar, Divine child who lifted the mountain 

against the downpour to protect (mankind). Entrapped by doe-eyed damsels I am 

floundering in the bog. How can you turn away from me? O Lord of SriRangam I am 

addressing you! Do you not hear my piteous wails? 

 

37. The holy town of SriRangam is surrounded by Cauvery’s fertile turbid waters and my 

Lord resides here in resplendent glory. He is indeed my mother and father. I yearn for His 

simple Grace; He has denied me the indulgence an affectionate parent would extend to a 

young offspring. How cruel, His apathy is unbearably harsh on me.  

 

38. O Lord of the Island, you seem to reveal yourself only to those “idle” men who control 

the senses and eradicate the vestiges of worldly attachment, withdraw themselves from 

all external world, experience the bliss arising from contemplating the only Truth and 

stay rooted at the Ultimate doorway to your abode (Not for me the prodigal!)  

[The subtle irony of this verse is worth enjoying. The learned scholars hold that this verse 

is central to this bouquet of 45 verses and carries the essence of charama sloka, spiritual 

surrender to the Lord]   

 

39. Why! Your preference seems to be those born even in the lowest caste who dedicate 

themselves by volition to the worship of your lovely feet and not the Brahmins privileged 

by birth to engage themselves in devotional service. Just as you prefer to decorate your 

head with dark tulasi leaves (and not the flowers). 

 

 



 

 

40. O Lord of SriRangam bearing goddess Lakshmi and the sacred mole on your chest! You 

do not discriminate your devotee for their occupations. Even the butcher and those selling 

cooked meat will be saved from the dire fruits of their dirty professions when they 

practise devotion with their mind totally absorbed in Your lovely form locked in their 

hearts. 

 

41. However humble their occupations or duties may be those who have realized them by 

intense devotion and call Him endearingly -- “O Infinite beyond the comprehension of 

even the divines, manifesting in human form, with head decorated with honeydewed 

tulasi leaves!”-- inspire us and purify our souls if we partake their offerings to the Lord, 

which indeed is relished by the Lord Himself. 

 

42. O Lord of SriRangam famed for its rampart wall! You proclaim: “O flawless scholars of 

four Vedas! Venerate my devotees however low their caste, nurture them, and be inspired 

by them,” and thus raise your chosen devotees to the pedestal on par with yourself for our 

worship.            

 

43. O Lord of Srirangam, you seem to declare: “My devotees, be assured, Brahmins may be 

by birth greatly learned in four Vedas and the six integral scriptures (angas). If they 

happen to despise your devotees (for reasons of caste) it is they who lose caste and their 

credentials forthwith.”  

 

44. While Shiva who holds the holy Ganga herself in his locks, Brahma (born of your very 

navel) and the great eternal divines blessed with your vision after eons of penance, stood 

hesitating, you rushed to show your Grace to a mere elephant. O Lord you are turning a 

blind eye to me. What shall I do to make you condescend to consider me for your grace? 

[Total surrender is implied] 

 

45. These verses have been composed by me, who is engaged in the service of the Lord, 

making garlands of tulasi leaves, held sacred from time immemorial, and one who 

venerates even the dust of the feet of devotees of Lord Ranganatha of SriRangam, who as 

Krishna destroyed the huge dark elephant in the city of Mathura, full of elegant white 

palaces. May the Lord Ranganatha be pleased to accept this garland of verse though 

imperfect and insignificant. 
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Áñ¼íÌÊ «¾¨É Å¡úÅ¢ò¾¡ý Å¡Æ¢§Â 
Á¡÷¸Æ¢Â¢ø §¸ð¨¼¾É¢ø ÅóÐ¾¢ò¾¡ý Å¡Æ¢§Â 
¦¾ñÊ¨ÃÝú «Ãí¸¨Ã§Â ¦¾öÅ¦ÁýÈ¡ý Å¡Æ¢§Â 
¾¢ÕÁ¡¨Ä ´ýÀ¾¢ü¨ÈóÐõ ¦ºôÀ¢É¡ý Å¡Æ¢§Â 
ÀñÎ ¾¢ÕôÀûÇ¢¦ÂØîº¢ ÀòÐ¨Ãò¾¡ý Å¡Æ¢§Â 
À¡¨ÅÂ÷¸û ¸ÄÅ¢¾¨Éô ÀÆ¢ò¾¦ºøÅý Å¡Æ¢§Â 
¦¾¡ñÎ¦ºö ÐÇÀò¾¡ø ÐÄí¸¢É¡ý Å¡Æ¢§Â 
¦¾¡ñ¼ÃÊô¦À¡Ê ¬úÅ¡÷ Ð¨½ôÀ¾í¸û Å¡Æ¢§Â 
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Benedictory Verse on Sri Thondaradippodi Azhwar 
 

 

Long live the one who enriched Mandangudi  

 

Long live the one who was born on the star Khettai in the month of Marghazhi 

 

Long live the one who considered the Lord of Sri Rangam surrounded by the cool waters, alone 

as God 

 

Long live the one who sang Thirumalai consisting of nine times five verses 

 

Long live the one who said the ten verses of Thiruppalli yezhucchi in the former days 

 

Long live the one who decried mere carnal pleasures 

 

Long live the one who was effulgent by his divine service with Tulasi 

 

Long live Sri Thondaradippodi Azhwar's lotus feet, our refuge 

 


