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                            CUCKOO’S SONG!
                                                                         N V Subbaraman

                                                                                       Chennai 

Here is an attempted translation of Bharathi’s “குயில் பாட்டு” into English free verse.

1- CUCKOO

In the pleasant rays of the rising sun

Like merger of blue sea with fire in fun

Light’s beauty never swerving from the right
Sings in praise of scriptures of surging waves

That caress the shores of the town on the left

Sweet soil of Tamil called Pondy the great!
Just away in the west, sweet mango grove

Happy heaven for the hunters around! 
Heavenly home for the innocent birds!

In the breezy grove on a pleasant morn                                           10
When the hunter for the day was not born

There came a she-cuckoo cute with love perched

Driving the he-cuckoos mad with passion
Making tiny hearts abuzz with love merged

All birds around the wood –great creation
Morning melodies heard without efforts

Pleasant aroma mixed in thin air
Divine light- light and sweet from the heaven
In cuckoo’s form, raising to show its might

Through its voice of melody –the wonder                                     20
Thoughts erased, intoxicating songs - thunder
Those poets see in the light of the day---
All I saw in the long dream on the way!

The virgin cuckoo I heard with raptures
Pining for cuckoo form, leaving this body

Not leaving her but in wedlock captured!
In her sweet melodies, ending this life!

Singing in thoughts with deep yearning in file!
What I heard sure, those from heaven hear!

In that melodious voice of cuckoo                                                    30
Mysterious meanings I could enjoy!
Sure with the world I share in ecstasy!

Where do I go for that voice of melody?

                      2. SONG OF THE CUCKOO.

(This is a beautiful song set to music)

Love, love, love

Love failing

Death, death, death!                                              (Love….)
Compassion real light

Light extinguished, light extinguished

Darkness, darkness, darkness!                             (Love……)
Joy, joy, joy

When joy sees an end

Sorrow, sorrow, sorrow!                                       (Love……)
Melody, melody, melody                                                                            10                             
When melody gets a dent

Damage, damage, damage!                                    (Love……..)
Rhythm, rhythm, rhythm
When rhythm is lost

Dust, dust, dust!                                                     (Love..)
Rhyme, rhyme, rhyme

When rhyme is lost

Waste, waste, waste!                                               (Love……)
Fame, fame, fame 

When fame is lost                                                                                      20
Disgrace, disgrace, disgrace!                                  (Love…….)
Firm, firm, firm

When firmness is lost

End, end, end!                                                        (Love…….)
Search, search, search
After search, when energy lost

Withering, withering, withering!                           (Love…….)
Flute, flute, flute

When flute has a crack

Waste, waste, waste!                                               (Love……)                    30
                          3 LOVE STORY OF THE CUCKOO

Scintillating song to end over the world

Sweet silence descending; comes into fold

Pleasant passion and sadness merging strong
Could find none but that cute cuckoo along

Rest of the birds all flying away quick

Perched on the branch with head down as if sick

Went near her to see it withering; 
“Darling! My dear! Heavenly singing!  

Spreading fire of joy in the seven worlds

Tell me what went wrong” said in soothing words!                                    10
Entranced cuckoo in an enchanting voice

Its magical words- kept me still in poise!

“I pine for love, and if I am denied

My preferred goal- death, I am to decide!”
“Thy melody drive birds in sky go mad

Among all the birds, thy knowledge profound
Why none to love you? Tell me reason sound”!
Voice choked with a sense of shame and sadness

Singing bird shared her tale: “Insensitive
To loss of face; leaving sorrow aside                                                          20
Here is the whole truth of my tale, great souls!

I seek thy pardon; she I am in whole
Shrunk are my form and wisdom in this earth

Though am small and born as a tiny bird
By God’s grace or Divine curse in this birth

I know and enjoy all the tongues on earth

Mastered the practice of all the humans

In the lovely songs of the singing birds

In the rhythms of the breeze through the trees

In the sounds of rivers and water- falls                                                         30
In the songs of the waves of the blue seas

In the music of water touching shores

In the love songs of the dear damsels sweet
In their soul stirring, honeyed music- treats

In the folk songs of the farming women
In the pleasing voice of the bangled ladies
In the devout songs of the devoted
In the pleasant songs of the land ladies

Totally lost in heaven of music! 

Rhythmic sound of the bangled hands around                                      40
Nectar effect of divine songs abound

From piano and flute, veena and drums  
Music vocal and instrumental nice
Serene Moments ever in homes and woods

Ecstatic dancing, clapping hands in group

Blessed or cursed, I am lost in songs!

Singing songs with tottering words alas! 

Stand in wilderness, cursed soul I am!
Take me to heart and look for a vision
Children, have a look at my aching heart!                                              50
I pine for love and if I am denied

My preferred goal-death I am to decide!”
As the tiny cuckoo pored out the words
I was caught up in frenzy beyond words

Lost my heart and soul that I can’t afford

Nothing but cuckoo’s words ringing inside!
“Love, nothing but love-when I am denied

Sure death, nothing but death’-start of the song

In the veena of my heart- tuned along!
In the silence of the song, nothing heard!                                                60
As if in a trance I stood-like statue
Birds beautiful in all colors returned!

Perched in the branches, sweet music enjoyed
Bluish cuckoo in its sweet tone uttered:

“Path of love hard and difficult-they say
Bright eyed friends! In the sea of sorrow, you

With a firm resolve have come as a boat;
To be free from worries, to talk to you

A pleasure; a huddle is there to woo

Be pleased and see me here on the fourth day                                          70  
Forget not great souls! For thy grace I pray!

Now you take my heart; if you don’t come back

Mark thee, the fourth day I lose life and break 

These four days look ten lives wasted and spent!

You take my soul; be back and save a dent!”

Pleading to come back, with a heavy heart 

Alas! The lovely cuckoo vanished smart!
                         4. LOVE! MAD LOVE!
Dream or real, know not what I saw there

Unable to think as if possessed sure

Face and the eyes swollen as drunk with love

Cupid’s arrows pierced all through the heart
Cuckoo on the branch in millions perched
None but the bird here and there, everywhere

Reached home, drenched in thoughts unconscious deep

To spend one day labored a lot so steep

Neither a drum nor a hot iron gets 

A beating as I had-none I can bet!                                                                10
A day was gone and so me and my life!

There stood Cupid-Lord of love with arrows

Magical cuckoo and its melody
This shadow like, mystic, magical world;
There stood we – till the morning next quite bold!

No hypocrisy; by Cupid’s magic
Not conscious of body, mind, and sense

Like the puppet in the hands of its master

Fast I walked to the grove- the home of birds

To see that witch- the cuckoo! On the way                                              20
Nothing remains in mind of what I saw

As I reach, the golden rays of the sun

Rising, as if my passion for the bird known

All other birds on the green trees flew off;

Fire of love on top, to meet that wonder bird

The cuckoo with love beyond limit hard

Roamed round and round the branches till I found!

                 5. CUCKOO AND MONKEY

Cuckoo was not on the tree where it was

Searched in panic pain here and there alas!
Fraud! Wretched womanhood! Duping Cupid!
Oh, my aching heart! My fate! Wretched world!

What to say of what I saw in fury?

Listen! Those gone mad with women in hurry!
Hear! Oh! Poets who sing in praise of love!

Listen womenfolk! Listen wicked fate!
That illusory bird perched on a branch

With tearful eyes and fearful face but staunch                                            10
In love- but lovelorn- words in anguish

In the company of a he-monkey

Expressing deep love I could hear and see!
What is right? What wrong? What is sensible?

Enraged at the unnatural love making
Drew I the sword from my waist pouch hanging.
Sans the strength to resist the temptation
Stood aside unnoticed, ready to overhear

The love-talk; spoke the bird these words in joy:

“Oh monkey! Thy beauty, beyond compare                                              20
In all births female I am. None can miss 

Monkey’s charm; nor my infatuation!

Human beings on earth think they are great
May be in their life, governance, and all
Who can excel thee in form and action,

Beauty and intelligence, expression
Powerful and pasture of your sitting?

With all their attempt to dress to cover,
Tend moustache and grow beard, to look alike

Try to jump over, climb the tall towers                                                       30
Effortless you do, they can’t stand above!

Men can not be quick and agile as you

Where do they go for tail as long as thine? 

Beautiful and strong, flexible and fine!
Turban has tail as rag; when they jump fast 
That can’t help; thy vegetarian food
Nice look; is there a tribe like thine so good!
Pearl among thy tribe, I seek you in love!
Though born as a simple bird as a dove,
As a result of good deeds in the past                                                        40
My lord! I got the pride of ‘love’ at last!

I like and sing; kindly hear oh, blessed!

By some grace, I learnt what the bird spoke to
In monkey’s language; wretched koel sang

The love song in ecstasy with a bang

       “Love, love, love

        Love failing

        Death, death, death! 

Animals in woods and child at home know

Sound of music well the snakes know they say!                                    50
Weak monkey lost sense, intoxicated

Jumped in joy and beat the drums to its heart!                     
Infatuated with love of the bird

Intoxicated with the praising words
The monkey going berserk-blinking eyes
Fingers of hands and feet ploughing the ground  
And sprinkling the sand blabbering around

“Beloved cuckoo! Godhood embodiment!

All my wealth beyond value, my beloved!

Developed love beyond description sure                                              60
Love! Love! Love failing instant death you say

Thy love keeps me in a position same

Never can I be without you, my dear!

Here and now I will kiss thee and enjoy!”

Jealous and in pain I was; in frenzy

Threw the sword aiming at monkey, alas!

Dream or real, destiny, game of fate?

Missing the sword, jumped and disappeared

That mischievous bird slipping out of sight

Other birds in the woods singing in joy                                                  70
Disabled, thoughtless I caught in a ploy

Unable to trace any where in the tree(s)

Little demon- the cuckoo-flew away free!

                   6. DARKNESS AND LIGHT  

Majestic stood the sun in the mid sky
Strongly sat amidst the silence of light

Tired body, swirling eyes, fatigue high
Mind in turbulence, the path very tight

To get redeemed, with sense of shame and pain
Returned home, unconscious I fell- in vain
Conscience gained, sunset it was! All around

Stood my friends with worries writ large abound  
“Why did you swoon, where did you go? Left you

Alone early morn without food: they say”.                                                10
Nagging questions aplenty! Know not true

Answers to provide.  ” Not at present, nay!”
Said I: “Leave me to self; sure will explain

Tomorrow; bear with me.” Efforts in vain

Friends left; my poor, worried mother remained. 
Food nice she gave, milk hot and sweet she served.

Stretching my body and lying down straight
Rested on the lap of sleep and sank tight.
Even as I pen the thoughts of the past

Surging sadness overpowers me fast!                                                         20
Words fail, thoughts totter, hands shiver, mind strikes.

Sure the events I recollect and share.
Wretched tales I stop now- that scare and stare.
 Pursuing thoughts that I have to present

Know not the art and skill of fancy thoughts, 

Making tales, cracking fables like experts

Mind feeling ashamed and afraid to do,

Sing in praise of the rising sun- its glory

Making honey like sweetness, the golden rays

Is the beauty of its spread? Wonder stays!                                                    30
In the space, mixed colors seen in the light

Beyond the human touch but Divine bright!

Sweet are the eyes they say, eye of the eyes

Morning sun sweet and bright – joy very high

Sure beyond compare! Light out of bright eyes,

Bright light out of powerful Sun- so nice!

Truth absolute –contemplation in silence
Shows the power Divine, spreads light, gives life 
Sans Sun’s grace, sure on earth no life or light!

Grass green to grow and flowers to blossom                                               40     
Soil to yield and water to go pure 
Dark sky turns bright, miracles wrought so cute

At the dawn of the day, peaceful prayer

Divine music purifies universe!

Peace, harmony and joy invade the world!

Now I resume the tragic tale, lend ears!

               7. CUCKOO AND THE COW  
Rising up at the dawn, mind dragging legs

To the woods, sans senses at work- love begs!

Eyes surveying here and there every where

Found not those nice birds and kin anywhere.
On the top corner of a mango branch
Sat the cuckoo blue, told the story love
To the old bullock down the ground below

With all that love and passion seducing!

Angered and frowned, cursed and confused, shaken

With greed; I sweat and groaned, jealous I was                                      10
Drew the sword to chop the cuckoo faithless!
Wise to hear what the cunning cuckoo said,

Stood behind and watched the seductive bird

In its voice sweet and melodious speak

“Oh! Bullock, magnet that attracts women!

Cupid in the form of a bullock cute!!
No tribe on earth is as great as thee, sweet!

Among the humans, strongest is praised as

“The strong bull”! Among the bulls you are nice.

Thy long face and strong horns add beauty thrice!                                20
White as cotton bundle, majestic tail

Thy loud call ‘maaaa” like a thunder in style 

When a bird sits on thy back, winding tail
Driving the bird - lovely sight I enjoyed

For long and fell in love – in thy strength and  

Valor! Tiny bird I am sans strength and speed
Week and meek, struggling day and night for life
Going round and round for food, live in air!

Prey for the hunters’ arrow- in despair! 

Wretched birth and a miserable life;                                                    30
What avail my life? What a sinner I’m?

Lotus in the mud, pearl in the oyster

Like I was born in the mean tribe; desires

In me none can stop! Cupid, Lord of Love  
Knows not one’s birth or caste, but invades all;

Discussions and arguments help never!
By foolish fate or fruit of my past deeds

Among the male folk, I could fall on you

Ghosts of humans you feed, lead the crippled

Like God you help the humans who suffer.                                           40
While you are on rest, sinner I offer

 A soothing song, resting on thy soft back!
Happy to be fanned by thy tail – a knack
In sync with thy loud tone – ‘maaaa’ I will say;
Bugs on thy back, sure I will kill away
Going round the woods you eat the green grass
And as you lie down in rest for a while
And masticate, sure I will sing in style

And nice stories tell my beautiful bull!

Strong among those in the woods let me fall                                   50
In love! Poor girl I am; kindly protect!

Mad with love; female I know, not decent 

To divulge and discuss; nor in practice;  

Unique in this love, how and who can tell?
Sensitive to shame among equals right

Here what are we poor before the elite 

How can I express love to Godly ones?
Lowly display their defects to the high

One’s love and desire know not decency! “
Thus bemoaning the cuckoo in frenzy                                             60
Cunning and deceitful sang its old song

Intoxicating the world all along
       Love, love, love

       Love failing 

       Death, death, death! 

Aware not of earth and heaven around, 

Neither the woods nor the tall trees abound
Nor the self nor the bull I was aware;
With surging joy and golden voice alone

Felt thy presence and see the Creator!                                          70

Thy creation the universe of yore

Created water and land more and more

In the fire, you could make water so cold

Wind thee blew to fill in the space so bold

Thy strength and creation none can measure

Cosmic world and the Universe unique 
Planets and stars this world’s immense treasure

Moves, rotates and spins at your pleasure!

Thy power and strength immense seen in form

Through the myriad faces of nature                                            80

Divine manifestation great and sweet!
Created time, hard sure to race against

 Daily births and deaths in millions, lo!

Lord of Creation, none to fathom deep

Thy grace and concern for the living neat

Endless thy grace; endless thy deeds, Oh! Lord!

Achievements impossible for humans!
Wonders of the world wrought by you my God!
None can depict the deeds of the Divine?

Of all the wonders created by thee                                            90

Music divine designed par excellent!

If blue skies and seas, green woods and trees great
Nothing greater than the power-power

Of hymns and songs on earth a miracle! 
Five elements if together can wring

A miracle, melodies can sure bring 

Greater ones without parallel indeed!

Among thousand miracles desires see

Melody given joy beyond compare!
After the magical song of the bird,                                            100

Regaining my senses sacred yet wild

Threw my sword at the bull my rival mild

Before it was hit, the bull vanished quick

So did the cuckoo sweet, other birds all

Assembled in the branches strong and tall

Sang in chorus! Not seeing the song- bird 

Shameless I with my mad love returned home
Thought again and again, the mind quite blank!

Bird of music with tearful eyes quite frank

Shared all its love that sent me mad and wild                             110
Poor man I am to fall in love wild and mild

Intervening the tale, the birds in woods 

Sprinkling surprise, the Lord of Love consumed

My heart; and the mind going astray lo!
Monkey and the bull my rivals in love;
Unable to shed my strong emotions, 

Mad love on top, my thoughts going astray 

Closed my eyes and happy in sleep I lay!  

                  8 FOURTH DAY

Three days passed off; the bird that cheated with 

Its words of love that drove me mad - its kith;
Lost I all senses, gazing at the sky 

From the roof of my home, confusion high,
Humiliations heaped by the cuckoo

The cunning- invading my memories
Recollecting fast, I was relaxing.
In the direction of woods, eyes looking

In the skies a bird in black was sited

Thought it is that cunning bird that cheated                                          10
At that height was elusive, mind confused,   

To think it otherwise the mind refused
Though a cheat, made love with the crow and cow

My love I could resist not, with a vow 
Out of the roof I walked into the street

On the west the shadow that merged so sweet

With the light divine –the soul of the sun

Yet seen as a black spot, not for a fun

I went near to make sure it was that cheat;

That bird moved straight as I moved, stopped as I                              20
Seen clear, not coming near but from the sky
Guided me, I chased with a sense of love

Led me to that mango grove and vanished.
Without sense in vain here and there I searched
In the flood of light, on a moving branch

Tiny little black bird perched firm and nice;

In melodious voice sweet like a flute  
It sang its song of false love of the past 
I saw and heard; in anguish went in front
And poured all my feelings: “Wretched cuckoo!                                 30
Bundle of lies! You brought me here to hear
Your love song to the monkey and bull dear.”
In anger wished to kill that nasty bird;

But refrained in compassion; but I heard

The cunning cuckoo making strong its will, 

Warm tears running aplenty in its cheek

Its melodious voice; it is sure a cheat:

“Sir! Love of my life! Is it thy will to 

Keep me sad on this earth? Or thy wish to

Kill me? Tell me in thy language I know                                         40

Lest this tiny bird sans spouse will die slow

If the sun is so cruel, can a flower

Survive the heat? If a cruel mother

Were to kill the baby how can it be?

In Gods wrath, how the tiny lives survive?

My beloved! My king! My God and mentor!

I can’t face thy anger, sure I will die! 

Will fall in fire; sure a prey to the fox.

Know I have fallen out, you are angry  
I won’t blame you; but sure faultless I am.                                     50
Monkey the wretched and the roguish bull   
You charge that I loved and sang in praise full
What to say? How to defend? Deny not!  
Yet plead that sure I am never at fault.

None will believe I know; all my needs put
On thee! If my blessed fate unites me

With my lord or cruel fate makes him deaf
And ignores me as a piece of grass stiff

I shall fall in fire and die as I have 

None else to do! Destiny strong!”                                                      60

                     9 Cuckoo’s life in the past
“Lord dear! My darling! My beloved! My soul! 
Before you leave, please listen to my words.

Long ago one day, near the southern hills

Podhikai- pleasant and cool, green lush woods

Perched in a branch of the mango tree still,

Many thoughts invading my mind until

There came a saint to whom paid my respects;

In turn he blessed and I spoke:” Learned saint!

Born in a lowly tribe of birds with taint
Yet unlike cuckoo others, how do I                                               10

Understand languages of all humans?
Like humans how do I become saintly?

Let me know I pleaded”; replied kindly:

“Cuckoo! Listen. In your birth earlier
You were born to the Chieftain as daughter -

Chieftain of the hunters’ tribe-Murugan!

In the hills on the south of Chera’s land 

In thy youthful beauty none to equal 

In the entire kingdom of Tamils- tall

You stood; among the hunters’ tribe                                               20

Handsome hero youthful- thy kin by name

Madan, struck by the Cupid’s arrow-vibes

Attracted by beauty and charm- a fame
With desire to get married came with gold

And honey, flowers and fruits daily bold

Enveloped in thoughts of thy love, to hold

Thy hands in wedlock; sure in turn you told
Of thy promise to garland not in love,

Unable to bear his madness you did!

Among women, most beautiful you were                                         30
It was known all over the land quite fair!

From the honey hills, leader of hunters
Valorous and rich, infusing respect 

In others, with a desire to connect

His son eldest -the tall monkey in wedlock

With you! Approaching your father he said:

Interested I am in thy daughter
Marrying my son; your loving father

In joy extreme, he agreed and promised

Marriage in twelve days; madan heard, worried                               40
Angered, came to you next day his voice choked

Yet spoke harsh; never had you lost thy love

For that tall monkey; counseled him; above 

Concern and care, you showed respect and told
 ‘Torching anger please don’t have! Be bold
Though by force I marry that tall-monkey

And have to live with him, by hook or crook
Creating a wedge sure I will be back 

In three months; redeeming the sacred thread

I will have it tied by thee in months eight                                         50   
And make my spouse; sure never to desert

Believe me my Madaa!” averred you right!
Not due to love but out of sympathy!

(In the birth previous as the daughter 

Of the hunter-the queen among women

As “Little cuckoo” you were called in love!
A few days later, damsel cuckoo and

Friends of your age in a pleasant sunset

As if lightning two were in playful mind

Happily danced in the green wood and found                                   60  
Great king Seramaan and his son beloved

Came for hunting each separately- son

Following a beautiful jumping deer
Saw you and friends playing with joy and mirth

Struck at thy beauty, in love instant clear

And in mad love decided to seek you

In wedlock - lovely damsel in turn loved

He looked at you and you at him – love shared
Both of you merged into one very fine

Looking at the king- taking as Lord of life                                        70

Thy friends in awe and fear vanished in air 

King’s son told you in joy with love-quite fair 

“Son of the great king I am; cute daughter!

Striking beauty you have; blessed I am
Born as a man to seek thy hands of fame

Out of love for you and your beauty sure”!

In turn you replied out of love quite pure:
“Sir! Five hundred damsels in thy palace
In their beauty none can be compared great

Learned well, sing very well a nice treat                                             80

Happily you would have lived with them sure

A hunter’s daughter I am, can not seek  

The son of a king; Lion the forest king
Goes never after a hare! Mighty king
Never goes after a hunter’s daughter!

Though chastity hallmark of the kingly

We never lose ours but keep character  

I bow to thy feet please clear out now
My friends have left, what I can do?” felt bad

Stood desolate; knowing thy love innate                                          90

King’s son came near you so intimate

And kissed thy rosy cheeks; anger assumed
Withdrew; where the loved ones to go-amused?
Jumped he and hugged you to his heart’s content

‘None is more beautiful than you on earth;
My heart, my light, my joy, my love! By birth
You are my wife; you are my queen, my aid
You are my all! I think of none as guide

Doubt not my words in the least; here and now

We go to thy home; to thy folks I vow                                              100
And tell my mind, share my plan and marry

 You shortly, queen among women! Carry
With love to my place’- he promised! You were

Elated! In great ecstasy lost self,

Verily in heaven enjoyed great bliss

Beyond limit! Dream sweet in life real!

In bliss you hugged the prince’s shoulders broad!

Enjoyed honey in his lips so sweet! Need

Was his nod! He fell in love as honey

Attracted bee! Magnet wooed iron ready                                         110

As the prince stood hugging, his lips kissing

Appeared the tall monkey returning

Just from a trip, happy that you were out 

With friends to the woods for a nice, but

Furious at flirting with some one else

Unable to control anger of self

At her infidelity and poured out
‘In the broad day light look at the hard nut

The bitch! Even wedding is not over

My wishes dashed to the ground! My honor                                  120

Dented deep! Soon after the betrothal
The bitch has betrayed, look at the wretched
With the raising vehemence stood and cried

The long tailed man! Return of the bridegroom,

She-cuckoo’s playing in the woods with friends

Tall monkey’s visit to the woods and all 

Were informed to Madan by some one   

Tortured by thoughts unpleasant came hopping
With fiery eyes came Madan; prince fuming

Could see nothing; even the tall tailed man                                      130
But the she –cuckoo embraced by stranger 

And poor self; comprehends nothing stronger
Other could see only Madan; none else

Got wild and mad; and so was the other
She and the son of the king were in bliss

Nectar of joy in their oneness of souls  

Looked with jealousy those two pairs of eyes
Raged in anger and filled with jealous pain

Drawing his sword, Madan rushed fast to kill 

The prince; tall tailed man too rushed for the same                           140
Cuts two fell on the back of the prince- shame!
Recovering, the prince turned and saw there

The demons two with swords sharp on hands bare
Prince drew his sword and felled both in a stroke

Dead they fell sans words or breathe; Prince spoke

“Darling! I won’t survive; will be dead soon.”

Prince lying in the lap of the cuckoo,

Weeping and wailing, with flowing tears
Continued: nothing to weep; no fear(s); 
There is no pain in death, Darling! Sure we                                         150
Will be born on earth; sure I will love you

With you as one, we will live together.

Several births we have; joy pure and sure! 
Saying so with smiles on lips his eyes closed!

Dead was the Prince; in pains the cuckoo cried.
Magic of Madan made you take the form 

Of a nice cuckoo with voice sweet as norm
Thy Prince- born as a king in the Deep South
A prosperous town close to the sea-mouth
He will meet you in a forest; listen                                                       160
To thy songs sweet; effect of the past birth
He will love you again, tender cuckoo!”

So said the great sage of the south; my Lord

Took the form of a cuckoo in this birth
The great king in human form took over 

My whole – though in love not to wed ever
The words of the Prince at the time of death

Sure to be belied! So I sang; on earth
With smiles the sage would say: “Oh! Poor lady

In this birth too you were by destiny                                                     170

Born as the daughter of a hunter; both 

Madan and the tall tailed monkey as ghost

Go round the woods and forests here and there

And could see you; you in this birth are

As in the past, bent on thy Prince so sure;

They feel and follow wherever you go                                       

Made you cuckoo by magic; don’t you know?”

“Lo! My fate! Is it fair for the dead to 

Torment the living? What the poor I do

If the ghosts they are to follow and harm,                                              180

Recollecting the past and tease in form

When I see my beloved, by anger

What do I do? Lord is there no way out?’

When so I pleaded, kind and great sage said: 

“Damsel cuckoo! Prince in the southern state                                        185
And in the grove heard your sweet melody

Fell in love with you and with awe he stood.

Twin ghosts with their cruel action steady

Mischievous mind heavy, cheated the Prince

And made him doubt your love and chastity                                           190
He took you to be a cheat, angered; hence

Decided to forsake a great pity!
What to happen next, you will see later!”

The sage left for his sun-set ablutions

Vanished in thin air. Oh! Salutations!                                                     195

My beloved, I have not said anything
Other than what the saint has said – nothing

How you will take it to your heart, know not

Sure my Lord! Bless me with that love divine

If you can’t, grant death, kill me with thy hand                                      200 
So saying the cuckoo fell in my hands.

Who can be so cruel to kill? Will not

Even ghosts show sympathy for women?
Even if the ghosts fail, can human beings
Follow? Love fails if doubt rears its head.                                              205

Who melts not if love flows from a damsel?

Holding her in my hand, deep love well spread

Infatuated to the hilt, kissed her

Lo, the cuckoo vanished into thin air!

Wonder indeed wonder can’t be explained                                               210
Nectar in the sea of love! Wonderland!

Femininity Divine indeed sure!

Stood there a beautiful lady so cute

Cast her glance at me without a wink-mute!

In humility lowered her head friend!                                                       215
How to portray her beauty in words sound?

Magnetic eyes that swallow the objects seen! 

The song that the fishy eyes emitted 

Can’t be chiseled in words, nor edited!
Pearl like teeth and the rosy lips never                                                     220

Can be away from mind-sure for ever

Will be green in mind and earth - the princess

Beauty divine and words sweet- its nexus

Can’t be conveyed to others-great and nice!
One word I shall tell the learned world twice!                                         225 
In the essence taken out of poetry

Essence of dance and songs mixed with variety
Nectar added –formed to the shape of cake

Dried in the warmth of Divine love which make
The Creator wonder at his creation                                                           230
Of this angel- beauty incarnation!
Looking at the girl, immersed in great joy

Embracing with all my love, in sheer joy

Kissed her rosy lips again and again

Lost in infatuation to regain                                                                       235
After a while, not seeing her alas!
Nowhere in the grove, I am at a loss.

With tears flowing uncontrollable

Fell down, swooned! Recovering, was able

To find me amidst my pad, pen and mat                                                 240
As old as me and journalists who sat
Along made me pick up, I was at home!
The grove, the cuckoo, its love, past and more
Were but dream and illusion caused sure by

Nature’s beauty! Could find as nothing but                                             245
Imagination fertile, its mischief

I believe! Oh! Learned readers! In brief

Can you find a scope to unearth subtle
Philosophy, though imaginary,

And tell me and the world- truth and title?                                             250
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