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LRedicalion

To

The Hon'ble Justice SIR ASUTOSH MOOKERJEE, Kt, C5.1,
M.A, DL, D.Sc, Ph.D, etc,

President, Council of Poat-Gradunte Teaching le Arts,
Cafcurin Universliy,

Esteemed Siv,

I take the lilerly of dedicating o yon (his
treasure af the old songs of Mymensing, dearly prized by wme,
ag withowd your polviotic adeccacy of the eause of our
vernaowlar i the face of the great  mpediments ond
diffientties with whick onr Almn Mater ds besel al this
niowend, there wonld necer have been any chanee of their
being collected and prdlished.

T these ballidds, (he most prominent  fenture is the
presentation of the Bengali women tn o vaviely of aspeets,
trive as (el fleelf and vieid ax life,  Wihen fiuoe to foce
with danger, she often opprars like lhe cwe-inspiviag wnd
implacable goddess Kali, fieveely daneing on the funeral pyre
or viding the storm. In the quieter moments of life, she iz like
the harvest goddess Laksmi—an embodiment of feminine grace
and modesly and of all thol is woble amd good in the
domestic region. In her great teinls, she recealn the shiving
qualities of her chavacter Jike gold purified by five ; and
tcheu complications arise  furwing hey 1ife into o problewm
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of insoluble diffienlly, her sweel voice is heard murmuring
ecermore the fale of her derotion like the voice of the goddess
Ganga from the matled looks of Siva, She proves by her
chapacter thal the deities worshipped by Bengali Hindus are
horn of the eralted hwman ideals of Bengal. Though she
belongs lo the wge gone by, there iz nothing that is erude
abonil her,—ahe is fresh as a flower blown to-day. Absolulely
Sfree from all wmere conventionalily, she wings, lark-like, a Jree
song in the infinite space of her heavenly virlwe, showing the
supveme triumph of love over all material forces. She i
voice from the past that is frue for all ages; and thowgh
sha hails from this tropical region of Bengal and has derived
Sfrom ils soil the warmth and gewiality of her nalwre, her
grand owtbursis of noble iadignation aund her fierce revenge
when wronged are like the storm=wind of the equinoxr. In
some coses, howecer, she ia a piclure of patienl swffering—
heaving without protest or complainl  those il which wonld
ehitl the very life-blood of others. In these vases she &lill
displaye the saving graces of love and faith—her spirit being
akin to the frozen north, hallowed and redeemed by w mellow
golar. light. Erergichere she makes o universal appeal by
the intensity ond directness of those humane qualities twhich
will be appreciated wherever Iruth and devolion are prized.
She iz the eternal symbol of love and mopeluess, of alrength
andd resignation—a mule sufferer of the perseculion that hox
veer been the lol of the beautiful and the true in oll nges—
like w flower torn by wanton hands or broken by the storm—
wwho, necertheless, hns always won and will never cense lo Wi
the adwiring love of gods and men.
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In these days, Sir, when in fhe more favoured soil
of ewltu e and liberly women arve streawonsly fighting for a-
equal fooling with men in every respect, one wonders if the
Sair ones are resolved, like the old Siva in « well-kuown
mythological lale, imee more lu reduce the god of loce lo
ashes by the darl of their indiguant glances. Uulil, howerver,
that resull is achieved, marriage-laws may aller and political
hobbies may preecail, but [he lwo seres will conlinue [o be
inevitably linked by the freaks of (hat flively deily who
presides over the hwman hearl.  Dhese ballads shew the
eoer-conquering power of love,—marriage lers playing a
mere subserviend part in (hem, They belony lo no ehireh or
temple bul roice the elernal truths of humanity and ay such
<are noty, I centure lo hope, likely to clash with the ideas
of the adeanced womanhood of owr own times, who carry
the banner of liberty and individualism.

I hope the interest of thiz book will be sustained wm the
Juture columes containing more of these ballads.

Yours respecifully,
DINESH CHANDRA SEN,
Calontta, the 25rd Seplember, 1925.






FOREWORD

The Bengali langusge in its present form is a thing
of recent growth. It has been fashioned gradually during
the past one hundred yesrs. Less than a century azo the
committee of Public Instroction with. Macaulay at
its head declared that the vernacular langunge contained
neither the literary nor the scientific information necessary
for & liberal edueation. Nor was this all.  For not only was
the Bengali langunge of that duy considered hy Englishmen
to be inadequate to the needs of the times, but it was also
looked down upon by eultured Bengalis themselves ; and
itis on récord that a suggestion made by an Englishman,
Mer. Adam, that some at least of the lectures fo Iie delivered in
ihe educational institutions which were then being established
might bhe given in Bengali, was veloed by the Indinn
members of his committes on the ground that anything
said or written in the vernscular would be despised in
conzequence of the medinm through which it was conveyed.
With tlese estimates of the vernncular language of Bengal
loss than a hundred years ago, contrast the description
of it given recently by Mr, J. . Anderson as "one of the
grant oxpressive languages of the world capable of being the
yehicle of as great things as of any speech of men.”

A language eapable of undergoing so great a transfor-
mation in so short & time must, surely, have been sound at the
roots. What of the seed which was uarnered and cultivated
by those grant gaedeners in the philological fleld—Rajendralal
Mitra, K. M. Baunerji, Ramkamal Sen, Isvar Chandra
Gupts, Baokim Chandrs Chatterji, Dinabandhu Mitea,
Akshay Kumar Datts, to mention but a few? It is a
matter of common knowledge that such vernaculnr literature
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as flourished at the beginning of the 19th Century was in
verse rather thun in prose and was the possession of the
masses rather than of the elasses. A peculiar interest atinches,
therefore, to any specimens of this literature which ean now
be collected. T have just read Rai Bahadur Dinesh Chandra
Sen's translation of a ballad of Eastern Bengal entitled
“Mabun.” Here isa delightful specimen of the seed from
which modern Bengali has sprung. It is charming in
English ; but from the point of view from which I have
written above, it is the langunge in which the ballad is
sung that is of a paramount interest and importnnee,

Mahua is but one of a large number of ballads now being
collected, arranged, translated and commented on with the
untiring interest of the enihusiast and the skill of the expert
scholar, by Rai Bahador Dinesh Chandra Sen. And it is
obvious that in addition to the philological interest attaching
to such n collection it must possess also a special interest in
respect of its subject matter. And here the Englishman un-
acquainted with the technique of the Bengali language ean
appreciate the ballads to the full in their English translation,
For it is in such compositions that one finds sketched with an
unconscions and for that reason, perhups, an all the truer pen,
intimate pietures of the life of a people. And since these
billads are believed to cover a period of roughly three hundred
years from the 16th century onwards, they should throw
much light surely upon the political history of Bengal. For
it was during this period thai Moslem influence was pushed
eastwards, the Moslem capital transferred by Nawab Islam
Khan from Rajmahal to Dacea, and colonies of AMoslem
feudal barons planted out in the eastern distvicts. In short
these ballads should prove a mine of wealth alike to the
philologist and the historian and last, but not least, to the
administeator who seeks to penetrate the inner thought and
fecling of the people.

RONALDSHAY
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INTRODUCTION
How these ballads came to be known.

It was during the years 1912-1914 that my nttention
hia: Rreknotkm o T first drawn to the poetical treasures of
wme of the balsis Mymensing by several articles, published
appearsd i tha
Deogali  Joaenal e in the *Sourabha’—a local magazine of
that district. These articles were written
by ome Chandra Kumar De, hitherto but little known in
the field of Bengali letters. The Bengali style of his articles
seemed to me to be singularly happy and his literary gifts
of a promising uature. And what was more, I found in
him one who keenly appreciated the heauty of the indigenons
rustic songs of his district,

The scticles that attracted my attention were upon some
¢ Kabi' songs of Mymensing, called by Chandra Kumar by
the poetic name of ‘' Malir Jogan" (supply of the flower-
seller), published in the ' Sourabha' of Baisakh, 1320 B. 8.
(April, 1913).

Then 1 began to search the back numbers of the magazine
and became a habitual reader of Babu Chandra Knmar's
contributions that appeared in the later issues of the journal.
The story of Kenaram—the robber, which formed the subject
of oue of these articles, particularly interested me, Chandra
Kumar quoted only a few extracts trom the original ballad,
and this only served to rouse my curiosity all the more,
He latterly contributed a series of articles to the same journal
on the * Vidyasundar by * Kabi Kanka,” This discovery was
indesd an acquisition to our old literature, as the poem provel
to he the earliest Bengali ¢ Vidya-sundar® yol known. But the
life of Kabi Kanka itsell, emhodied in a supplementary song
from which Babu Chandra Kumar had also maide some
extracts, possessad A unique and thrilling interest. The
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freedom breathed in the tale from the storeotyped literary
canons of the Renuaissance-school reyealed u new feature which
took me by surprise. The touching neconnt that the writer of
these articles latterly gave of the love between the poetess
Chandrévati and Joychandra from an old ballad also struck
me very much, and I longed to read the original poem from
which the writer had given no extmets in his article. From his
short summary, however, 1 gave an aceount of Chandrivati—
the postess, in my work called ‘the Bengali Ramayanas, Some
of the European scholars took an interest in
this account of mine and wrote complimentary
things about Chandrivati. M, Jules Bloch, in a private com-
munication dated the 10th March, 1921, wrote to me ae
follows: “T have just finished the romantic story of Chandré-
vati, May I congratulate you on the good and well-desarved
luck of having discovered her after so many others and having
added that new gem to the crown of Bengali literature "
8ir George Grierson referred to Chandrdvati in his review of my
* Bengali Ramayanas ' published in the Royal Asiatic Society's
Journal (pp. 135-39 ; June, 1821) in the following words :—
“Space will not permit me to mention all Krittibasha's
successors. Each had its own excellences and defects,
I, therefore, confine mysell to calling attention to the
incomplete Ramayan of the Mymensingh poetess Chandrévati,
In another poem she tells her own beautiful and pathetic
story' and there can be no doubt that her private griefs,
nobly borne, inspired the pathos with which her tale of
Sita's woes is distinguished. Tt is interesting that like one
or two other authors she ascribes Sita’s banishment to Ram's
groundless jealousy, A treacberous sister-in-law, & daughter
of Knikei, named Kukua, persuaded Sita much against her
will to draw for her a portrait of Ravann. She then showed

Chandrdvati

P lb was not Chadefvedd who told hee tabs of dimppointment in Jove, The pos

Naynn Chasid wora ibe story ioio s seng. This will e seen from the oolophon in the
postn itaelf, Vo boxt of which in published sepuratoty.
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Ehis to Ram as a proof that his wife loved and still longed
for her abductor. 'This story was not invented Ly the
poetess, It must have been one of those orally current but
not recorded by Valmiki ot by the writer of the Tth book
of the Sanskrit poem, for it re-appears in the Kasmiri
Kamayan to which I have previously alluded.”

Mr. W. F. Stutterhein, Hon. Secretary o the India
Society for Holland, addressed me s long letter on this topic in
January 1928, drawing attention to the fuct that the accounts
of the birth of Sits and of the jeslousy of Kukua as given
by Chandravati also oceur in the Javanese and Malaya
versions of the Ramayans, He put to me a score of queries
in respect of these indigenous Ram-stories enquiring
particularly as to the canses of their deviatious from the epic
of Valmiki.

It appesred from these that my short notice of the
Mymensing poetess had already interested some of the
foreign scholars.

The short extracts and notices given by Chandreas Kumer,
could not, as [ Thave said, satisfy my curiosity and I
longed to have n sight of the original poems. I wrote to
Babu Kedar Nath Majumdar, editor of the *Sourabha ’
making enquiries abont Chandra Kumar De. I was informed
by lim that Chandea Kumar was a man of little or
no education but possessed fine literary talenis, He was
LR . so poor that he and h.ia wife passed many a
ol dleemrsy. of day of the year without meals, I was

further informed that at the time he was
suffering from u serious nervous prostration which threatened
to affect his brain.

There was hardly any other man in the distriot of
Mymensing that T knew of. who could give me & cluc to
the treasure of the indigenons ballads of the place. Bo, for
sometime 1 could not find any opportunity for proceeding
with my researches in that finld.
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Towards the middle of the year 1919, however, I heard
that Chandra Kumar bad recovered his health to some extent
and was thinking of coming down to Calcutta for medical treal-
ment. I forthwithwrole himan appreciative letter showing him
sympathy and asking him to see me when he would come
to our metropolis. I said in my letter that T would possibly
be ahble to render him some help in the matter of his medical
treatment. He wrote me  a touching letter describing his
pitiable condition and thanking me for my proferred help.
He wasso poor that he had to sell a few silver ornaments
of his wife—her whole property, to meet the expenses of
his journey from Mymensing to Calcutta.

He came to Calcutta sometime before the Pujas in
that year and saw me at my Behala house. I found hima
lean sickly looking young man, 80 years old, greatly dejected
in spirit owing to his chronic illness and poverty. I
introduced kim to Kaviraj Jumini Bhusan Ray, M.A., M.B,,
a member of the Senate, who kindly took up his treatment,
free of charge, and to Babu Gopal Das Chaudhuri, Zemindar
of Sherpur who gave him free board during his stay at
Caleutta.

A brief notice of his life may be of some interest to
my readers, as he is the discoverer of this lyrical treasure
of his country, though he took up the subject seriously
in his hands later on at my initiation.

Chandra Kumar was born in the small village of Aithor
(B.O. Kendua) in the district of Mymensimg, in February,
1880, His father Bam Kumar De owned a few acres of
land in that village, and this was all on which the little
family depended for their maintenance. Ram Kumar was
too poor to send his son to school. So Chandra Kumar had
to be satisfied with a bare knowledge of the Bengali
slphnbet, picked up from a village Pathsdld, His mother
Tars Sundari died when he was quite young and later on
the Zemiudar of the village forcibly snntched away thw few
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acres of land from Ram Kumar. “So shocked was my father,”
writes Chandra Kumar, ** by this disaster that ho actuslly
succumbed to it. T saw his face pale with grief at the loss
of this only source of income, und shortly after he died,
leaving me an orphan.”

Chandra Kumar got a post, nol long after, in the shop
of uvillage grocer on He. 1 a month, but was dismissed
on the plea of incompetence and inattention. Next he
was engaged by a man, who owned some lands in the locality,
as rent-collector on Rs. 2 a month.  *This post,” says
Chandra Kumar, * brought me in to direct contaet with the
peasants of o few villages near my home. They sang the
baramashi songs and ballads which were never written but
were preserved merely by oral recitation and singing from
generation to gemeration. As I heard them sung in chorus,
my heart thrilled with emotion.' By his own efforts he
mastered Bengali and wrote several interesting articles on
his Ffavourite subject—the rural songs of Mymensing, in
the local journal *Sourabhba.’ The editor, Babu Kedar Nath
Majumdar, encouraged Chandra Kumar in his literary
attempts, and later on Babu Bijoy Kumar Lahiri, a Zemindar
of Kalipur, Mymensing, became hiz friend and sponsor and
engaged him as his office clerk on Rs. 8 nmonth. “I1 was
attacked with dysentery about this time,” writes Chandrs
Kumar, “and n village quack gave me some drugs which
brought on me an attack of insanity. T remained insane
for two years. My love of the ruml songs of my distriot
is due to my intimncy with the peasants of my country and
I cannot help thanking my quondumn master, the villsge-
landlord, who had given me the post of a ftahasildar on
Rs. 2 u month, affording me an opportunity o mix with
the poor rural peopls of ny district so closely.”

When I met Chandra Kumar in August, 1910, | asked him
whether he could help me in securinge the songs and bailmls
of his district. He sewmed to have w bigher respoct Tie the
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elassieal Benguli works of Mymensing like Chandi by Durgaram
and Mansar Blinsan by Diwija Bangsi, than for the unassuming
wnes of the rustic folk which I prized so mueh. 1 did not
anconrage his predilection for Sanskritic poams, but insisted
wn iis colleotion of indigenous songs. He told me that it was &
very diffivult affair to achicve success in that direction. These
songs, generally speaking, were not reduced to writing.  Stray
partions of the poem were to e eollected from individual
vhnpsodists of the countryside, whuse ancestors had been their
custodinns during bygone ages. [ gave him a promise of
pecuniary help, and on returning home he sent me an
instalment of songs. This comprised the  Vidyasundar " of
Kanka—the poet and the half-fi nished Ramayann of the
poetess Chandrdvati.

It was a task of infinite trouble and worry to which T
had appointed Chandra Kumar. In the very frail state of
his health he had to travel in the marshy lands of the distriet,
collecting songs from professionnl singers. In most cases
they observed a serupulous reserve in respect of their songs
and were by no means inclined to disclose them to peopls
outside their own family, Tt was only possible to lave
these poems collected by & person like Chandea Kumar, who
had literally fallen in love with them and was inspired by
a truly putriotic zeal to recover the lost gems of his country’s
literature. No other man that T knew of was capable of
collecting these rare poems of which the texts with English
translations and summaries are going to be published now
in the present series,

Ohandrn Kumar Dé was paid for his labours for sending
the first instalment of his songs by the University of Calcutta,
and under the auspices of the Hon'ble Sir Asutosh Mookerjee,
whose zeal in the cmuse of the furtherance of Vernacular
literature is well-known, the Syndieate offered him a post, for
one year for the present, on a small pay, so that he might
ao on collecting these songs all the menths of the year. At
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first Chandra Kumar hesitated to accept the post on the
ground of his ill health. He feared lest e might not prove
equal to the task or failed torvender a good account of himsalf
by steady and regular work. But at last on my repeated
assurance that the University would not be hard upon hLim,
in case he fell ill, he accopted n post on Rs. 50 a month.
This pay included his travelling expenses and  incidental
charges for the collection of poems. He was appointed
in March 1921 and has now served more than a year,
His term was extended to one year more by the Senate on
the expiration of the first year and T am glud to say that he
has worked with a conscientiousness and energy during this
time which have done him a great credit, His ill health has
not deterred him from sending me new songs and ballads
regularly, the rare poetic excellence of which, apart from
their historical and philologieal value, has been a porfeet
surprise to me and to those who liave heard them recited.
But on this point T will speak later on.

Babu Chandm Kumar travelled in many villages of the
districts of Mymensing and Sylhet such as, Samaj, Mohonganj,
Khorsimul, Pukburii, Pnuchkahania, Nasir-uljieal, Fatehpur,
Baninchong, Mangalsiddhi, Bhatergaon, Dattanosjs, Hutiwar,
Telighati, ete,, from each of which he zot portions of poems
and stray songs which he subsequently put in Lheir proper
place while cumpiling s whole ballad, He writes from hia
native village—Aithor—on the 30th May, 1021 .—

“IL s A great inconvenience that one individual singer
is searcely found in this district who knows n whole poem,
It s to be recoversd from various persons living in widely
distant places, so that a long journey is required to get hold
of a whole poem. Disappointments are sometimes faced in
the course of suel searches. It often turns out that aftera
long and difficult journey the mau sought for is not found
Al his place or that the information previously obtained, of
his knowing  particular poem or song proves untrue.”
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It is not possible to make previons engagements in such
cases; the singers are to be attacked on the spot without notice,
For, they generally try to avoid those who approach them
for the songs. Sometimes he had to travel on foot 35 or
1) miles a day, conveyances not being available as the village-
vonds are kawcka and unfit for treaffic or carriages of any
sort. In May, 1921, he suffered a good deal in the course of
his travel owing to the Railway strikes, While engaged in
this arduous work grim poverty often stared him in the
face, the thought of the liquidation of his debts hanging
heavy on him. He wrote to me sometime ago ;

“T have no home, T live in another man's house
with my wife.” The pathos of this short sentence will be
realised by all Bengalis, for, there are few men in this
country, who hawever poor, do not own a few huts to call
by the dear name of * home.'

Struggling with poverty, ill health and domestic trouble
and nnxieties he has done for our literature what I consider
to be really yeoman's service. He has been instrumental
in discovering a find which iz likely to prove a unique
treasure to our literature. No praises are too high for the
songs and ballads that he has sent me, as the readers will
themselves judge from the texts herein published,

At each siage of his travel Chandra Kumar reports to
me the progress of his work. On the 30th of May, 1921, he
sent me the whole of the interesting pvem of Kenaram—
the robber, only short extracts from which bad appeared
in the *Sournbha.” The complets songs of *Mahua’
and ‘Adhua Sundari O Surat Jamal” were sent on the
6th  May, 1921. Previous to hix appointment under
the Calentta University, he had sent me Vidya Sundar by
Kabi-Kankas, the baramaghi of Lila and the Gopini Kirtan
hy the postess Bula Gayin. These he hnd collected in April,
1821, Chandra Kumar s=ecured some oxquizite Kabi
songs chiefly on Radha Krishna from one Satis Chandra



Das, a merchant of Kalipur in his district.
¢ Bhelud Sundari’ in two parts on the 6th April, 1922, and
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Asami on the 13th June, 10923,

A list of

pogw R 5
wilecied up tovaw.  following poems on various dates :
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12,
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15,
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20,
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23,
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Mahua by Dwija Kanai

Malua

Jay Claodrs l.rnl Chm-.’crﬁvl.n 'I!-v Nay -m.-hl.nd Ulmah
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I would not have been more pleased if these lifes were
all gold. The songs, perfectly artless, written mostly by
Hindu and Mohammadan peasants, often show the real heart
of poetry and some of them at least, 1 helieve, will rank next
only to the most beautiful of the Vaisnava songs in our
literature.

11
Eastern Mymensing

But before we dicuss the merits of these ballnds, it is
necessary to say & few words about the
political and cultural history of Eastern
Mymensing, from which most of these beautiful specimens
of our old rural literatuve have bheen recovered. The Eastern
part of Mymensing, indeed the whole of the kingdom of
Pragjotispur of which it once formed = part, acknowledged
the sovereignty of the Guptsa kings in the 4th century A.D.
Daring the best days of the Pal kings, Pragjotispur had
acknowledged their sway, but with the decadence of their
power it gradually separated itsell from the great empire and
asserted its political independence in » complete manner.

The Sen kings, along with their new conquests, earried
their propaganda of converting the whole ecountry into the
Brahmanism of the naw order; but Eastern Mymensing, had
for a long time, remained true to the throne of Pragjotispur.
When the latter power decayed in the thirteenth century,
this part reduced itself to several small principalities
ruled by the Rajvansis, the Hajangs and the Koches
who were generally known to the Hindus by the eommon
name of the * Kirafs They hnd n seat in Jangalbari
in the Kishoreganj sub-division, whers the last Rajvansi
chiefs, Takshan Hazra und Ram Haxra, were ousted of
their dominions by Isha Khan shout 1500 AD. 1In the
north one Vaisya Garo, another chief of that semi-Aryan
tribe, ruled till the thirteenth century and was overthrown

Farly Hiatory.
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by one Someswar Pathak—a Brahmin chief, the founder of
the present family of the Maharajas of Susang Durgapur.
Someswar is said to have come from Kanoj in 1280 A.D.
The great river Someswari still bears the name of the tutelary
poddess of this Brabmin conqueror. At a place called
Garh Jarips near Serpur, Dalip Samanta, another Rajvansi
chief, ruled in the 15th century ; the ruins of his fort
are still to be seen and called Jaripd, a corruption of the
word Dalip. This Rajvansi chief was killed by Majlish
Humayun, & general of Firoj Shab in 1491 A, D, The other
towns which formed administentive centres in Mymensing
under these semi-Aryan chiefs till the 156th century were
Bokainagar, Madanpur and Khalijuri' Eastern Mymensing,
called Muzzambad by Mahomedans, extended up to Laurin
Sylhet, and was finally conquered by Husen Saha in 1813.

From the south of the Garo Hills whers begin the
territories of the Rajas of Susang to the northern frontiers of
the district of Dacea comprising Kapasia, Bhowal and Dhamrii,
the vast tract of conutry was thus for long ages swayed by the
Kamrupa Rajas, and the veligion of the people was old
Hinduism broadened by Buddhist ideas. I have already
referred to the fact that this kingdom gradually made
itsalf free from Kamrupa and resolved itself into small
fragments ruled by the various tribes of the Koches. But they
ramained true to the ancient culiure disssminated by the
Hinduism of the pre-Renaissance type. Bhowal and Kapasia,
the original seats of the maniifacture of the Dscea muslin,
wore ruled by the Koch king Sisupal in tho 1lth century,
Savar was snatohed away from the Rajvansis by the ancestors
of Haris Chandes probably in the 12th century, as we
learn from an inseription of Mahendra, his son, published in
the Dacca Review af 1020, Dhamrai was ruled about this time
by Jasapl whose name is nssociated with the calebrated
god Jnsa Madhab of that ancient town.

o Kedar Ntk Majeunlar's Wietory of Mymmusing, p. 2%
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The priestly religion dominated over by Brahmins,
regarded as demi-gods,—based on caste-orthodoxy and Kulinism
and founded by the Sen dynasty, could have no access into
the Eastern part of Mymensing. In fact, the enemies of
Ballal Sen often took refuge in these regions of Enstern
Bengal for protection. It is well-known that Ballal Sen was
opposed by his own peopls in his autocratic ways of
re-building the caste system, The Barendrs Brahmins
refused to recognise his new order of Kulinism.! The Suvarna-
Vaniks openly assumed s hostile attitude as will he seen
from the testimony of the Ballal Charit. The king incurred
the displeasure of his own son Laksman Sen by his attempts
to raise a woman of the Dom caste, named Padmini, to the
status of the chief queen. We find from the traditions current
in the countryside and from numerous Sanskrit slokas, said to
bave been interchanged between the father and the son, that
Laksman Sen headed a party against his royal father and fled
to Eastern Bengal and remained there for some time to eseape
from the wrath of his infuriated futher. Ballal had tried
to persunde the principal citizens of some of the higher cnstes
recognise the Dom woman Padmini as his ebief queen, by
taking food cooked by her. Those who carried out the royal
order got thrones of solid gold as reward. 'They were branded
o8 “Svarnapithis " or “Owners of golden thrones ** by the more
respectable and orthodox of the Hindu community and lost
their status in society inspite of the patronagze aceorded
to them by the monarch. This is mentionod in the
Kabikanthdr, Chaturbhuj and other old genealogical works
written in the 16th century. * smFrenra=ita "— Branded
by infamy lor taking food at the palses of Ballal"—is a
line which we often come across in those genealogical
books, It is found in an oll document dated 1132 A1),
mentioned by Babu Kedarnath Majumdar in his History

PRl e, vy, e 3ves | i sl sk tm s =
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of Mymensing (p. 35) that one Ananta Dutta settled in
the village of Kastul in the Subdivision of Kishoregan] to
eseape from the persecution of Ballal Sen, A stanza in this
interesting document runs thus :—

¥ AR Y e
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Thus it will be seen that the wholeof Eastern Mymensing
with the hilly lands dotted over by Bhowal, Savar and
Dhamrai in the distriet of Dacea, were under the sway of
of the Rajyansis, the Garos and other tribes wlose culture
and civilisation wers quite different from those of the school
dominated over by the Brahmins established by the Sen dynasty.
These semi-Aryan tribes were a powerful and peace-loving
people and loved art and literature. Some scholars have tried to
prove them to be identical with the Panis of Rig-Veda known
in history ss Phanicians, Mr. Nagendranath Vasu in his
history of the Kamrup Rajas has, I believe, very ably started
and established this theory. It was due to their encouragement
that Dacca muslin owed its high excellence in ancient times.
They were great traders and held liberal views on religious
matiers as will be observed from the fact that though
Hiuen Tsung was s Buddhist zealot, he was invited by Phaskare
Burmnn of Kamrupa, a Hindu of Hindus, to visit his eapital.
The hig eannon of Dacca called Jhumjhum Khan and its twin
brother, Kalu Khon now lost in the Burigangs, had been
probably munufactured in the royal factory of some Hajn of
these tribes, though they were lntterly possessed by Moslem
chiefs and adopted Mulammadan names.

i In Bakn OO0 (1180 Alk) Avanis {foddn, = prinee of (e Dutts Fenilly,  lofe
Hamgn [Bomgal, In which Fasbeu Mymunsing wan nol  Incloded Al that (i) for fear
of Balin Son, with kis (ore Seiksntn.



xxvi MYMENSING BALLADS

We have heen taking n survey of the political history
The Bealmimic  ©f these places chiefly with the purpose of

Tt showing that the culture disseminated there
was found materially different from and opposed to the dogmas
of the Renaissance Brahmins.

The Hinduism or more properly speaking Brahmanism
planted by the Sen kings with the help of the Kanoj
Brahmins emphasised devotion to God and sltogether ignored
Karme (action). The Brahmins went so far as to say that
oneé could not commit so many crimes in his life as might
not be expiated by merely atteriug the name of God onee in
a devout spirit. By accentuating devotion they lost sight of the
sthical side of religion without which the ordinary machinery
of sovial life could not work. The Brahmins enacted rules for
(Fauwriddn—or marringe of daughters eight years old and
lett no field to the bride or bridegroom for selection hy mutual
choice. They laid down striet raleés in regand to taking
meals, for fast and vigil, which are no doubt important and
essential for purely spiritual purposes, but they disregarded
secular ideas in the most uncompromising tone and left no
door open for romance in matters between the sexes. Above
all, they enforced strict obedience to Brahmins who were
to ba held even higher thau the gods. In fact the old social
fabric was now reconstructed mainly on the basis of a
yoverence to the Brahmins verging on worship.

Tn the Vernacular literature from the 14th century
down we find Brahminic ideas of the above type fossilised ;
we find a supreme Brahminic dignity maintained with a
supreme rvegard for Sanskrit, During this age Sanskrit
metaphors and similes were largely imported into Bengali.
Indesad the Vernacular of Bengal was so highly Sanskritised by
the Renaissance Bralhmins, and its metamorphosis so completely
hid its original Prakrit form, that some of our people have been
srroneously led to trace its orgin to Sanskrit and explain its
construction by the rules of Panini and Mugdhabodha
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But when we come to thesa bsllads we come to an
altogether different atmosphere, The difference forcibly
commands: our attention showing the stato of Hindu
culture before the priestly Ienaissance in an unmistakable
mAnNLr,

The high cultural level reached by the people of Eastern
A unite differsnt Mymensing is manifest in their Tolk-lare
sandsr) of sitare  angd hallads, In the style of composition
and in spirit they show, ns 1 have stated, a quite different
standard from that inspired by the Brahmins, Hers
the girls select their owm bride-grooms and they do not
marty before  attaining puberty. Mahua was sixteen
years old when she fell in love with Naderchand. Muhua,
Bhelus and Kamals were sixteen when they felt the * pangs
of the five arrows” and got themselves married. 1f the choice
of the girls ran counter to that of their guardians they
did mot yield to the decision of their elders, but followed the
bent of their own minds. In doing 8o they remainud pure
and true to their vows and still behaved as modest xomen
without showing that spirit of defiance and coquettish
revolt which have characterised the heroines of some of
our modern novels. On the other hand their spirit shows
the holy flame of unflickering devotion with a graceful
modesty and firmness of purpose which truly adorn the
feminine nature. Mahua, though so meek and lovely, rRhows
her quict resolve and uncompromising prefersnce when she
says to ler foster-father that Naderchand is like the sun
while Shujan whom she i« commandsd to marry is
like a glow-worm. The girl Sunai who s just attained
her fourtecuth year writes n love letler to Madhab, No
girl of a Hindu family dominated —over by modern
Braliminic influence would dare write & love-epistle before
ber marriage. There isa frankness mingled with a spirit
of freedom from all conventions and sasfric canons which
gives a sense of relief to our souls sickened by Brahminio
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rigidity in matrimony. Sunai escapes from her uncle and
guardian Bhatuk, in order to follow her own choice in
marriage, and Sakhina in spite of the opposition of her father,
Omer Khan—the chief of Kella Tejpur—marries Firo] Khan
of Jangalbari, nay, wages a war against her father to rescue
her husband from prison. No girl would show such
boldness in & Muhammadan home governed now by almost
the same rules of discipline and obedisnce as are prevalent
among the Hindus. Chandrdvati after her disappointment
in love takes the vow of mnidenhood for life with her (uther's
permission,—a coursa whicli is unheard of in Bengal during
the several centurius since the days of the Buddhist Bhikkhunis,
Kamala delivers her wonderful speech before the Raja of
Raghupur, in which her pathetic appeal, no less than her
modesty, moves the whole court to compassion, though like
Desdemona she fesls no shyness in describing the story of her
love before her distinguished audience, presided over by no less
a personage than the Raja himsell, Lilais free ns Mahua;
no convention, no caste-prejudice, and no false modesty check
her sentiments—pure and fragrant as the Indian lotus,

From this Eastern Mymensing were nlso recoveraed the
five wonderful folk-stories called by Babu Dakshinarajan
Mites Majumdar, *The Giti-kathas™ of which Malanchamala
displays the very flower of Indian womanhood and its
fully blossomed ideal.! Malancha, Mahus, Malus, Sakhiua,
Knjalrekhs, Kamala, Lila and Chandrivati are all flowers
from the sams garden; the world's dust ecannol soil them,
and their inborn sweetness and purity assert themselves
in 8]l their severe trials, Kauchanmala of the giti-kathan
is the twin sister of Malancha and should be placed in
the Iront rank of our heraines, Like the trensures of Luxor
these hiave been our lutest and richest find.  We knew only of
ane such woman—Behuls in our old vernacoler literatore ; hot

r Sen ™ Folk Lioratars aof Nemead 7 (Caleiiin Univovsits ). o 265:31 0
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we have here at least a dozen of the same type, showing the
level of culture and force of character of quite a unique
type.

Now if we take a bird's-eye view of the tract of land
covered by Susunga and Garo hills on the north, run over
by the rivers Someswari and the Kangsa, and gradually
passing to the south-east, glance at the sub-divisions of
Netrakona and Kishorganj, and then wend our course to
the south-west up to the limits of Bhowal including Kapasia,
Tangail and some portions of Savar and Manikganj, now
forming the northern limits of the Dacea district, we have
a well-defined boundary-line of a large country which had
once formed a part of the old province of Assam under
the sway of the Rajas of Pragjotispur, and which never
bore aty sign of the priestly influence, that has marked
Bengal proper ander the domination of Brahminic revival,
The nick-name given to this part of the country by
the Brahmins of the Renaissance is baju which is derived
from the word barjita (prohibited). It is a prohibited avea,
because the Rajas who reigned there were found too
formidable for the Sen Rajas to cops with, and the
Brahminic canons with their ¢ Kaulinya' and stringent
marriage rules could find no access into it. But this tract
of land, raled by a different society and a different standard of
moral and communal life, is extremely interesting to us; as its
oulture is indigenous, and far more natural and fresh than
that of the Renaissance. Where eould & man be found like
Garga amongst the Renaissance-Brahmins who had the
courage to take a lad into his family and treat him like nson,
though from his habyhood the boy was reared up and snckled
by a Chandal-woman? Where could a Brahmin be foand
like Kanka who bowad down publiely to his foster-parent—
the Chandal woman—and said that he eonsidersd her to he
more saered than nll the shrines taken together ¥ This society
was not one of Qogmns but of real life which flowed in its
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oatural courss. The characters painted in the ballads show
great freedom and independence bat are no propagandisis,
Being true offsprings of Nature, they never mislead us by
sottled and pre-conceived ideas but always slevate us by
their direct inspiration and innate freshness, They do not
depend on divinity but on their own action. They are full of
taots and resourcefulness.  Mahun, when she felt o misgiving
as 1o her chance of meeting Naderchand, resolved to commit
suicide: but she instantly recollected that all possible recources
had not yeb been tried.  So she proceeded on to make u further
search for her lover without yielding to despnir. She sid
that she would not end her life until she had tried her very
best. Any of the characters in our Renaissance-literature
under similar circumstances would sit down to weep and pray,
depending entirely upon Providential help. This resourceful-
ness and self-dependence mark out the characters as
essentially distinet from the Renaissance men and women.
In the conception of the latter, devotion and faith have been
emphasised and the ethical side completely ignored. The
Hindoism prevalent in  Eastern Mymensing followed the
Buddhist maxim * As you will sow, so you will reap.”
From Durgapur we sre expecting every day * Raja
Raghur Pali.” He was a descendant of
locsiivon come Someswar Sing who usurped the thirone
of Susung from Vaisva Garp, the Koch Raja,
in the 13th century. The devotion of the queen Kamala
and her sacrifice form the essence of the plot of this
ballsd, The river Kangsa which streams out of Someswari
is associnted with Mahun and Naderchand, Hers the
unflortunate hero met his love after months of weary search,
alas! to be cruelly nssassinated by IMomra’s gangl The
river Dhanu is mentioned in the ballad of Kenaram, It
flows by Pergaun Khalinjuri, which was in those days
known as the “Bhati' The * Bhati' in the 15th century
{ell into the hands of a Kshatriva clief named Lambodara.
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Jahangir calls this pergana and its adjacent places by the
common name of ‘Bhati’ in the sanads which he granted
to the descendants of Lambodar. The line =% 23cs =iz
AW AW 7 WS in the Mainamati songs clearly refers
to this portion of Mymensing. Close by the river Dhanu
and bordering on the esastern boundaries of Pergana
Khaliajuri lay the ancient villages of Bamun Kandi,
Baman Thakurer bhiti, Badiar dighi and Ulnakandi, where
the gayest of the singing birds in these ballads—Mahua—
first listened to the flute of Naderchand and yielded herself
to his embrace, and where her uncle Manik's eyes feasted
on the sight of the rich shali crops that sprang in the fields
of Uluakandi. Further down, sbout nine miles south of
Khalinjuri lies Arulia, on the river Bahadair, s branch of
the Dhanu, a village which will at onee recall to the minds
of the readers of Malua, the blind tank overgrown with
weeds and water-plants and fenced on its four sides with
hedges of the thorny mdndd- plants. Tt was here that
Chand Binod had stood swhile witnessing the beautiful
wood:land scene nnd the transparent water of the tank
appearing like silver linings at intervals of weeds and plants
with which it was covered, Here did his Kore send ome
of its wild shricks which startled Malun and which made
our hero who had fallen ssleep on the landing steps to
apen his eyes and behold the loveliest flower that ever sprang
up in such a lonely place—NMalun, the beroine of the tale.
Cluse to Arnlin still flows the Sutin on the banks of which
once stood the Hoe and artistic bungalows that Chand Binod
had built with his own hands. The Dhalai &l abounding
with purple-coloared lilies which offered n mill sesistance to
the pinnace of Dewnn Jahangiv us it proceeded on, led by
Mnlua's directions, 13 about nine miles from Arulia and ten
miles from Jabangirpar, the seat of the Dewan Sahib,
Thers are more ballads which we expect from Chandankandi
Hudhpasa and Raipnr, The ballads seeured from Jangnlbari



xIXil MYMENBING BALLAwe

are full of a geographical interest, and though the subject
ralates to the adventures of the Mubammadan Dewans, they
show a kindred element to the other ballads both in language
and spirit, particularly in the character-sketches of the
heroines.

Further down near Tangail was the old Chandrapur
mentioned in the folk-tale of Malanchamdld; and the
recent publications of Bengal folk-tales by Muhammadan
writers have mostly issued from Tangail and Manikganj.
The story of Malanchamald itselfl wassecured from a village
near Tangail by Dakshinaranjan Mitra Majumdar,

We find that Duftaries as u class are recruited in

Caleutta from Eastern Mymensine and the

Duftarien ; -

neighbouring places. These people were
called * kaggjis ' in Pre-English days, Hindus and
Buddhists were at one time the founders of great libraries,
especially the Buddhists who made immense collection of
books in their monasteries. The * kagafis’® (lit. makers
of paper) did not give up their calling but continued
in their hereditary avocation when they turned Muham-
madan converts. The existence of a large community of
Duftaries in this part of Bengal lear evidence to the
extensive cultural progress which .it had made in ancient
times.

From what has been said above, it will be obssrved that
this region of ballads and folk-tales possesses &  gpecial
interest to the Bengalis, specially to the people of Eastern
Bengal, for these songs of our rurl poets are some
of the best ever composed in our literaturs, though

we have been late in discovering them., The Hindus and

Muhammadans have made equal contributions to  this

literature; ab times we find the composer to he 4 Muhammndan
and the singers Hindus and at others eice versd, and the

langunge is the common country dinlect spokeu by both
the sections,
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)

The School of Indigenous Songs and that of the Renaissance
—a Comparison and a Contrast.

There is certainly a classical dignity in Kabikankan
(16th century) and more especially in Bharat
ot e rsewsls Chandra (b.1712) who are the great land-
marks of the two different epochs of the
Renaissance literature. Kabikankan is a poet of the transition
period and undoubtedly ranks high among Bengali poets of
his age. His English translator, Mr, E. H. Cowell, justly
compares him to Chaucer and Crabbe, But Kabikankan makes
a hotch-potch of the classical and the indigenous slements in
his poem. There is much of a rustic character in it though
attempts have been made by the poet to refine the crude
material by classical elements of the Renaissance Schoal;
while Bharatchandra, though he introduces scenes of vulgar
and erotic humour in his poem of * Annada Mangsal,” is
admittedly the high priest of the temple raised by the
Renaissance Brahmins, His humour may be crude but there
is no crudeness whatever in his language which is highly
polished and dazzles us with its Sanskritic splendour.

But these ballads of Mymensing are pure Benzali and
theve is hardly any obtrusive Sanskritic element in them,
They are all unadulterated metal of a high quality recovered
from the purely Bengali mine. Most of the old Bengali
poems, outside Vaisnnva songs, struggle to express the
classical ideas that had come with the new priests from
Kanouj. The characters painted in them are seldom sustained
or consistent. The poems are monotonous and they often
embody an almost encyclopmdic mass of traditions after the
SBanskrit Purans whose [ool-prints they seem to lollow. In
the enthusissm of the poet, tosay a thing ir the literary



Pl MYMENSING BALLADS

style approved by Sanskrit Poetics, they often lose sight of
their plots and characters. In Inct, the attention of thess
poets seems to be devoted more to the style which they
want to BSanskritise than to the subject-matter of their
poems.

In fact, the Brahminic school, planted in the field of
Bengali literature, suddenly coming in contact with the
polished and artistic expressions of the Sanskrit language, lost
sight of all other points and devoted itself entirely to
embellishing the style and importing Banskrit expressions
and figures of speech. 'The Bengali language thus became
bound up by an almost servile allegiance to SBanskrit Poetics.
From rich figures of speech and high-sounding fowery
expressions, down to the [rivolous puns on words and the
passion for alliteration that characterise the style of the latter-
day Bengali poets, we owe all our elegance and flaws in the
field of letters o the new school that had sprung up as the
result of a conquest of our language by Sanskrit. In
Kabikankan Chandi there is indeed a redeeming elemeant in the
genuine accounts of Bengali life, but they are often disturbed
by aceretions of exotie elassical ideas which guided the taste
of the Rennissance-poets, These ciassical ideas have been
made so familiar to us within the last four hundred years that
they appear almost natural ; but when we read the Renaissance
poems side by side with the Mymensing ballads and other
poems of the indigenous school, which bear on them the
hall-mark of Bengall society befose the Brahminie revival, we
cannot help calling the classieal alement somewhat exotic
and artificial,

Indeed, these hallads and sones have coma upon ns with

all  the suddenness of a literary surprise.
lh?tu:ﬂff“m' 2 They nre generally short and there is no
reputition in most of them. The attention of
the poets does not swerve a hit from the subject they treat
of and the descriptions move wilh the utmost speed towards
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the end which often rises to great pathos and poetic
excellence.

The heroines ol these songs are not at all like thoss with
whom we wre familiar in the Renaissance literature., T have
stated that in the previous order of sociely every bride used to
select her own groom, This is quite contrary to the Brahminic
canons which lay dowu that the most approved year when a girl
should be married is the eighth. Married then she would rank
with the goddess Gauri, the consort of Siva. Kahikankan
evidently draws his inspiration from Brahminic jurisprudence
When he refers to the dutiesof the parent, on this point.
He is evidently struggling with the materisl found in the
old poems of Chandi, which he is re.writing. He is trying
to give a Brahminic tone to the traditional subject, which
he does not dare change wholesale. The age of the girl has
to be kept as he found it. Janardan Ojd, the family pricst of
Dhanapati the merchant, is made to admonish Lakshapati
for allowing his daughter to remain unmarried, though she
has stepped into her twelfth year. The indignant Brahmin
explains the canons of the Renaissance school on this
point :—

“ Itis an act of merit, O Lakshapati, to give a daughter
in marringe at her seventh year. If ason be born to such
a girl induoe course he will indeed be the saviour of the
whole family. AL her eighth year, a bridegroom should be
sought for with sweet words and the daughtar’s hand be
offered him without charging him any pan (money), If in
the ninth year you get a bridegroom for her—that is also
good ; the son born of the pair will, by offering pinda, secure
for you and your ancestors, a place in heaven.

“Alas! there was no ons to instruct you in these most
vital points of religion; you remained stupidly indifferent
when your daughter passed ber tonth year, When she is
in her eleventh year, she becomes seized with a woman's
desire and you have mot done rightly by allowing that year
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to pass also. In her twelfth year she attains her puberty’
she may, any moment, take a fancy for a handsome youth,
then the parents will be assuredly doomed to the pangs
of hell.”
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The women in these ballads marry after reaching their
puberty and, as I have already said, nowhere in these poems
is found an instance when the woman is not guided by
her own personal sentiments when selecting her mate, and in
no case does she hlindly follow the selaction of her guardian,

In the Renaissance literature this freedom and romance
in sexnal love would by no means be tolerated by the
Brahmins. The idea of chastity in woman was fossilised
by Brahminic canons, All fraedom in woman was suppressed
and she was reduced to a machine without life. 1In the
Bengali poems written in the 17th and the 18th centuries,
this artificiality reached its clinnx. Jaynarayan, the East
Bengal poet of the 15th century, puts the following piece of
advice in the mouth of Chandra Bhan, the hero, in his address
to his consort Sunetra on the eve of his starting on a sea-
voyage. “ Duoring my absence, oh Sunetra, shun the shadows
of all male persons as one would shun black snakes, If the
voice of any male person reaches your ears, consider it as
terrible as the sound of thundor.” 1In an earlier age Krittibas
had made Sita, when unjustly suspected by her hushand,

b Pubmriy fu bhe pemee o which 16 bsumed bese | this teoplanl slimale” of onrs b

attaloed by girls rethor sarly, So the poot Is uctvory far from teaihoin bis statement
of the ngn of the gir) in this respect.
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say in defence of her character. * Even when I wasa mere
child I never came too close to n male play-fellow.” 1TE one
compares these moral sicklings confined within the four
walls of the zenans, afraid of light and air as if they were
contamination, with the bold sketches of the heroines of
these Mymensing songs, what a velief one would feell The
Vaisnava poetry indeed revolts against the orthodox society
and spiritualises free love in the ‘Sahajia’ songs. Bul these
rustic poems give us faithful pictures of devoted women in
Bengali homes—the sisters of those who ascended the funeral
pyres of their husbands and were true to them in life and
death. They represent the ideal of a by-gone society and
are not like the Sahajia women, the productions of a revolt,
Devaid of any priestly element, without nny racial or
sectarian propaganda, these songs have features in them
which haven universal appeal. The air that we breathe in
these sopgs is not like the storm that has come from the west
in our modern literature, nor does it reach the dulness and the
freezing point of the canonie artificiality of the Brahmnie
Renaissance. But it is the air of Bengal blown on her fields
and pastures, fresh and full of life. The homes described are
Bengali homes. The landseapes, the rivulets, tanks, the
lnnding steps are all of Bengal with a pholographic aceuracy,
The characters speak the Bengali tongue and domnot too
serapulously avoid the few Ambic and Persian words that
have naturally erept intp our popular dislect. They express
Bengali sentiments without pretessions to metaphysical
culture. They do not voice the ideas of Kalidas, Bhababhuti,
Vynsa or Valmiki, but of the true Bengali men and women of
the country-side, Chandravati's ‘Ramoyana’' is as remote
from the epic of Valmiki as a playful streamlet is from the
whirl-pools of the Atlantic or of the Black Sea. A great
stress is Inid in thess ballads on buman passion, and seldom
do thie writers troubls themselves with the codes of the Hindu
Jurispradence. The Rensissance poet Kashidas says, “ He
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who eats radish in the month of February (Magh) goes
to the worst of hells.” All such gibberish is out of question
in this postic literature. Seldom do the poets pour fourth
reflections on the fleeting nature of worldly things and their
transitoriness after the aphorisms of the apostles of the
Brahminio eult, The characters solve their own destinies
without seeking the aid of the gods. The poems are bright
with sunny realistic descriptions. Yet human love reaches
a height in them, which verges on the idealistic and is full of
romance. Action is the motto and not spiritual devotion, And
in these two words we have tha entire key to the standards of
the different schools of the Renaissance literaturs and of that
which preceded it. Though the poems represent the old social
order there is nothing in them of the queer theology of the
Dharma cult, which inspired the Maynamati songs. Indeed
they are entircly free from all mysticism and influence of
Tantric miracles. The poems mirror life—the best ideas that
permeated the Hindu society prior to Renaissance, and in which
the simple but high life of the Bengalis is portrayed with
fine poetic touches. Above all, the heroie element, the
majesty, courage and wealth of feelings that characterise the
Bengali women—their almost fanatical devotion to those whom
they love, are brought forth with a foree and vividness—
the parallel of which it will be difficult to find elsewhere
in the vast range of our literatare.

The female characters in these poems and songs, T beg
to repeat, possess a towering grandeur, They are resourceful,
heedloss of danger, and true as truth itself. But the environ-
ment of social bondage has an inevitable influence over
them. Even the greatest of them find themselves helpless
in fighting against the commandment of society which they
know to be unalterable as the decres of fate and to which
they submit without a protest. The uver-patient spirit of
Tndian women since the days of the exiled princess of Ayodhya
has never shown a spirit of revolt but fallen a silent vietim to
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the social altar. The Hindu wife is accustomed to accept
the unjust brand of infamy on herself without a word of
protest ngainst her social tyrants. Even, Mahua—the entirely
frea bird in the sky of pure love—lifted her knife at the
command of her father to kill her own Naderchand ! Alas! the
father's command which had made llam leave the palace and
turn an ascetic, and Parasuram kill his own mother! That in-
violable conventional regard for the word of the elders and that
age-long law of Hindu social life have entirely benumbed and
enervaled the people of India. Mahua, who sings like the
lark and in whom we se2 the holy light of love ever-burning
incensed with Nature's purity, yields to the weakness for n
moment only. Afler this momentary frailty, her true nature
nsserts itself and she drops the knife that she lifted. For
this conventional regard for the word of parents, innocent Lila
could say nothing even by way of self-defence when she was
groundlessly charged with infidelity. Social ostracism and
tyranny these women accepted ss the inexorahle decree of
fate. All their heroic energy and resourcefulness failed them
here, Whatever wrongs they received from society, howsoever
deep and unjusiifiable, they bore with patience and had not
the courage to utter n word ngainst this hoary-headed wicked
monster of human eonvention and prejudice.

v

A General Survey of the Ballads.

In Malua we find a strange heroism and we know not
whether to admire her sweet emotional nature or the ethical
grandeur of her charncter the more, She is a spirit not at all
influenced by a consideration of the things of the physical
plane. In the hour of sore trial she could have gone back to
her mother's arms and be happy for the rest of her life, still
remnining true to her husband. Her fair name would not have
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besn at all sullied by such an action. But she did not do so.
Even when her husband took another wife and wbandoned
her, she remained near him, no matter, that she had not an
aceess into the kitchen and to Lis bed-room, She obliged her
husband to marry again.  This she did not with the object of
making a theatrical show or for & morbid sentimantalism. She
felt that her hushand's life would be missrable without a wife.

When !&hguud with the toil of the duy, he would raturn home
in the svening, who would give him meals, who would serve
food to the paor old mother, grown unfit for work ¢ The caste-

rules would not allow them to take iodiscriminate foad in any
place. She herseli was made an outeast, and all those fune-
tions which it would have been the erowning joy of her life to
discharge, she was rendered incapable of performing now.
Loving her husband with all the might of her soul, she re-
solved to remove every thorn that would prick his feet in the
walks of life, never caring for her own sentiments or comfarts.
Ultimately she gave up her life to remove the standing scandal
that had hung on her husband's family and on his own fair
name for Aer sakes, The grim Hindu society scainst which
she vainly struck her head,—as uarelenting as the blind and
impregnable Chiness walls,—as barbarous and cruel as her
Mubammadan abductor,—as tereible as the life of chilling
poverty which she voluntarily necepted anl endured,—served
only to accentuate her towsring personalify. And the last
scane of hor life—in which her white-crested wietuc sparkles
on the waves of the river like the crown ol the goldess
Liakshmi, sinking into the depths of the sea under the sage's
curse—is one ol superh tragie erandeur, and none will hs able
to read the touching and well-chosen refrains of the last page
without having his eyes moist with tears,

Bome of these characters —and we find it in the song of
Isha Khan more than in others—are aotusted by a spirit of
ratalintion. They sometimes look upon the misfortunes of their
ensmies with the complaisance of n suvage warrior, Inspite of
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the genuine goodness of their nature they plot against the
snemies like Machiavelei, though their primary object is to save
themselves from some dangerous situation. These heroines show
the deep feelings that actuate the womankind of the Orient,
inspiring them with hatred wnil a spirit of revenge, when
wronged, though they are otherwise the best specimens of their
species. Malua of course is driven to such an extreme step by
the exigencies of situation, but in the two daughters of
Kedar Roy in the ballad of Isha Khan, the spirit of ratribution
shows itself in n monstrous light. OF course, self-defence is
the plea everywhere, but when we see a sofl thing growing
terrible, we are involuntarily led to regret it to a little extent.
Even Kamala whose power of endurance is martyr-like and
who seems to be the abade of all womanly virtues, does nob
protest against the inhuman cruslty with which the Karkoon
was slaughtered at the altar of Kali. In Chandravati we of
course find decp wrongs only giving rise toa feeling of deep
compassion and a spirit of self-dedication to the will of God.
In Lila we find nothing but sweetness. She withered away
with ‘a smile on her face, and when her tender soul was torn
by the wrongs done by her enemies, she died uncom plainingly,
oven as a flower fades, torn by wanton hands. Bul Kajal-
rekha—the very soul of patience and sweet forbearance, has
not a word to say protesting against the cruel murder of the
Bracelot-Maid,—though certainly the latter is a demon of the
grimmest type. I only say that it would be only more
consistent with her own divine nature to intervene to lighten
the aruel punishment.

The situations ereated in the wonderful ballad of Mahua
are of n romantic plane, but nevertheless they do mot
cease to be dramstic. All prosaic details are skipped over.
The nauthor, Dwijn Kanai, had & wonderful power of
clivosing situations which present to our imagination only
postic scenes, without encumberinz them with too many
realistic details, The lirst scene opens with n pooctic



xlii MYMENSING BALLADS

picture and introdaces the dawn of love in the hearts of
the pair, half-hid in shyness, as if afeaid fully to reveal
itself, like the faint beams of the young moon on the ripples
of a dark stream. Mahua is sealing the bamboo in order to
reach the rope at the top. Hundreds of men are assemblad
to see the play. Nader Chand, the young and handsome
rd of the place, sits among them. When the beautifal
gypsy with the alacrity of n squirrel ascends the bamboo-
top, Nuderchand sees her for the first time. e is simply
amnzed at her beauty and stands up to uhserve her more
closely, and when she plays her wonderful tricks and dances
on the rope, he has no mors the curiosity of a spactator, He
already feels alarmed for her life and exclaims, “Ah me!
she may fall and die.”

This sweet compassion is the precucsor of that vehement
fove which latterly made both of them stake everything near
and dear to them for the sake of each other, In Malua too
we find the same compussion gradually taking the shape of
love. The situation is romantic, She is filling her pitcher
in the stream. On the landing ghat sleeps Chand Binod.
In the month of May, saysthe poot, the nizhts are shork so
that sleep sometimes lingers on the eye-lids even in daytime
and one dozes and feals sleepy in the noon, The maiden
felt that it was already a late hour of evening, [f the
handsome youth would go on sleeping and awake when
the night was advanced, where would he go? He was a
stranger there and did not know the village-paths. The
clouds were roaring and the shadows of evening were already
growing thick over the fair face of Naturs. Where would
he go and how could she make him awake? The seene
bocomes gradually more romantic. The water of the tank
wis dark-blue, on its sides was a thorny fonce of the wild
mandar plants. He lay under a kadamlia tree covered with
flowers, whose spike-like whito pelals adorned with the lovely
yellow of their ball-like forms are inevitably associated with
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the rains of Bengal. Her' feelings grew tender and when
she retired to her bed chamber she could not sleep hut thought,
“The rains are falling and the night is dark. Ah me!
Where does the stranger pass his night? "

Let us revert to Mahua, the second scene of the love-story
brings us to the river ghat. The conversation of Mahua and
Naderchand, full of pleasant humour and wit in that solitude,
indicates the warmth of first love in Naderchand. But in
Mahua it is not too apparent. True to her womanly instinct
she is shy and forbears to use the language of sentiment. Bhe
even rudely reprovss Naderchand when he hints at something
like a proposal, All these only serve to show the feminine
grace and reserve of her character. But she has already
fallen in love, otherwise why should she come there in response
to the request of the youth? Besides she tells Naderchand
that her heart yearns for sympathy which she gets from no
one. However covertly she hints at it, there is no doubt
that she yearns to hear from the lips of Naderchand that in
his heart sympathy is reserved for her. We should not
be unsparingly hard npon Homra—the gypsy-chiel. He
knew it full well that though Naderchand would be an
outeast in society, if he married Mahua, still there would
be nothing to hinder him from enjoying his vast property.
If Mahua would be given to him, the old chief would
lose her forever. There is no doubt that he loved her
with all the warmth of a father's heart. He very naturally
wished that thy beautiful gypsy girl should continue living
with him to the last. She was by far the most atbeactive
figure in the band of his players and if she left him he
would not only be deprived of that affectionate altendance on
him, which age wanted from youth, but his trade would
materially suffer, Homra had already trained a young man
named Sujan who would succeed him as the leader of the
band, He had resolved to marry Mahwa to him, Mahua,
if she married him, would remain with the party for the
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rest of her foster-father's days and make him happy. This
plan was now going to be frustrated ; hence his solicitude
and efforts to kesp her off from Naderchand ; when Homra
said that Sujan was a handsome youth, Mahua retorted in
his face that Sujan shone like a glow-worm by the side of her
lord who was glorious as the sun. What wonder that the
worst passions of u robber would be raised ai this refmctory
conduct on the part of his daughter ?

What strikes us in Mahua is an entire dearth of all
superfluities. The very words are weighed without being
deprived of their poetic grace. There is absolutely no place
for convention here, Mahua and Naderchand do not talk
of marriage or its sanctity, From the very first love sets
its seal on the fate of the couple and this seal is never
broken. What they want is to live like a pair of birds
flying in the free illimitable sky. They owe no fealty
to prejudices or custom, and always soar in an atmosphere .
of poetic emotion. Their happy life of a few days after their
escape from the hands of the sannyasi is like a silver lining in
their cloudy and ill-fated career of unremitting sorcows. This
part of the story reminds us of the love of Haddi and Juan
and charms us with its poetic spell, Curiously the old pirate
of Don Juan bears also a family likeness to Homra, the gipsy
chief. When faced by temptations Mahua does not make an
indignant speech like Malua. In fact, the towering wrath of
Maloa when the Kazi sends her a proposal, rises to the majesty
of a poetical outburst, But Mahua under similar circum-
stances scarcely thinks it worth her while to make a retort, She
at onoe proceeds to take action. The entire situation becomes
one of thrilling interest when after the glowing and long
speech of the merchant, Mahua finishes the whole episode by
her brilliant tactfulness in a few minutes and with & dramatic
action which ix a8 mereiless as it is sudden. '

In the last scens where Palanka, the true friend of the
unfortunate gipsy-girl, with her sighs, songs and lnments,
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sheds tears over her grave, asa solitary plant drops its gift
of flowers over a burial-place, the pathos of the situation
creates a tender impression on the mind which will follow
the reader long after he has closed the pages of this remarkable
poem. Palanka, was s true friend, true in life as in death,
When she suspected the dawn of love in Mahus, she could
foreses its fatul consequence and advised her to desist from
the mad course. She gave the most practical advice by which
a passion could be smothered in the beginning, eiz, not teo
see Naderchand for some days—but when she saw that her
friend’s case wasa hopeless one she was full of sympathy
for her. Before the last catastrophe she had signalled her to fly
away. But this could not be done, and the last scene closing on
the solitary figure of this maiden of a superh type, makes us
bow down to her towering personality in silent admiration.
Miss Kramrisch has drawn attention to that romantic
tale of medieval Europe Aucassin and Nicolete in connection
with the ballad of Mahus. If is a happy coincidence that I
had referred to that song of Europe while speaking of some of
the Bengali ballads thirteen years ago in my History of Bengali
Language and Literature (p. 164). My esteemed friend
Mrs, M. M. Urquhart notices some points of similarity
between the ballad of Mshua and * The Forest-lovers™ by
Maurice Hewlett, Indeed where Prosper and Isoult wander
in the wilderness of East Morgraunt, there are situations
which would remind one of the romantic life led by Mahua
and Naderchand on the foresty banks of the hilly stream of
Kangsa. But Hewlett’s hero iu the first stages of his eareer
is a jolly good lad, innocent of all tender emotions and
romance, and Isoult with her modesty and love finds hersel
like a ship stranded on a rock. Her love tinged with oriental
idealism reaches the level of Christian ideal of self dedication
and service, The pair illustrates Milton’s maxim that man
is born to rule and woman to yield to his sway. But the
ballad of Mahua is absolutely free from all Hindu convention.
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Despite their great social differences Naderchand and Mahua
love each other at first sight and sacrifice everything at the
altar of the blind god. * They have,” says Kramrisch, “ no
other religion than that of the human heart in all its purity
and strength.”

The first part of the poem of Kamala does not show
any peculiar excellence. The description of Kamala's beauty
as that of Lila in Lila and Kanka is somewhat on the lines of
the ornate style of the classieal school. This is perhaps due
to the fact that unlike most of the other writers of songs, the
poet belonged to the Brahmanie caste. But, inspite of it and
with occasion: | deviations, his spirit is akin to that of the
rustic bards in whom the indigeneous element as a rule is
found to predominate. Ishan's momentary sojourn in the
artificial region of Poetics, however, shortly comes to an end,
hardly leaving any impression, and the natural simplicity of
the poet reasserts itsell in the following cantos. The first few
cantos are rather dull and even wearisome, The story grows
tender and appealing from the lime when Kamala all alone
leaves her uncle’s home and throws hersell into the hands of
fate without any other guide. Her short stay at the herds-
man’s cottage is of thrilling interest, and the pathos of the
situation becomes irresistible from that point of time, The
way in which Kamala rendered her whole hearled service to
her protector is graphically deseribed, From here the picturs
of the heroine becomes a living and vivid presentment of
sorrows which deeply impresses the reader. Here in this
cot the young falcon-hunter appears and here dawns on our
youthful heroine thoss silver linings which give to her
afflicted soul the romance of an altogether new character,
Dilip Kumar pursues her as Gareth did Lynette, the difference
being that Kamala was not inspired by contempt but by love
from the very lirst. She kept her passion within hersell as
the bud does the fragranes snd awaited the proper moment
to disclose her sweetness to the world,
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The poet Ishan very ingeniously makes her pat her case
before the Raja’s Court. She frames no charge against the
Karkoon. It would not be in keeping with the dignity and
reserve of n high-caste Hindu woman to make even a bare
statement of the facts of the case involving a breach of feminine
modesty. She proves hier case hy documentary evidence alone
and says nothing herself. From the beginning the poet carefully
introduces documents in a quite unsuspected manner. They
came quite naturally in the course of events; but when wo
find Kamala proving the case by dint of these alone with the
help of other witnesses merely to corroborate them, we fuel
convinced of the motive and the art cleverly followed by the
poet. The account of the twelve months—The * baramashi '—
is full of pathos in the original and occasionally shows very
lively poetie touches.

The description of Nitai Kuttini will remind one of the
fower women Hira of Bharatchaundrs and of Bidu Brahmini
and Lila Devi of Ramprasad and Mukunda Ram respectively.
They seem to be of the same type. Tn the Dallad, asin Kabi
Kankan, stress is laid on these characters as sorceresses
but the essentinl difference between the character of fhe
ballad and that of Bharatchandra lies in the fact that while
the ballad-maker builds his creation on materials all
indigenous,—Bharatchandra assigns a elassical refinement to
his Hira, The ballad unmistakably proves that there were
indigenous characters of this type in the old songs, one of
which Bharstchandra took up and finished with his classical
colouring, done to a fault.

These poems often seale great postic heights by the use
of refrnins. Thess are to be met with in almost all of these
ballads, though they do not come up to the excellence
oF those in the lnst passages of Malua,

The love tale of Kanka and Lila is one of the wmost
charming things in our literature, They love each other with
all the warmth of youthinl love, yot curiously it isoften
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like the affection between a brother and a sister. The
holy flame of tender emotion in Lila burns pure like the
lamp ina temple, yet all the intensity of womanly passion
is there Another interesting [featurs in this love—and
what we find most remarkably in the story of Malanchamala
of the old Bengali Folktales—is its complex character.
Thy woman loves one and the same individual like a wife—
like a sister and even like a mother, Our poets do
not divide tender feelings and eall them by separate names.
1 have dealt with these points at some length in my * Folk-
literature of Bengal.'

1t is interesting to observe how little marriage laws had to
do with the incidents of the love described in this poem. 'T'his
is the more striking when we bear in mind that the story is
one of a Brahmanic home. The end is tragic but there is
another version of the poem in which the return of Kanka nnil
his marriage with Lila have been drscribed,

That version I have not besn able to secure yet. The
more tender-hearted amongst the poets, opposed to pessimistic
ideas, no doubt wanted to give asunny view of life and
thus alter the tragic tale into one ending happily. We find
this to be also the case in respeet of some Rajput balluds.
There nre two versions, one tragic and another with u happy
sequel.  And Sir George Grierson makes the following remarks
on this point in his article on the * Popular Literature ol
Northern India " published in the * Bulletin of the School of
Oriental Studies; Vel T, Pr. ITL"

“ Love ended disastrously, as such love must end in India,
in the death of both the hero and heroine, hut it is an inter-
esting commentary ou the sympathy with which the lovers
are regarded by the muoss of the people, that a very popular
continuation of the story 'll:r another linnd carries them o
the Isies of the Blessod and shows them living together in

happiness and peace, carrying on their old avocations amid
their flocks and herds.” (p, 85
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In the baramashi in the poem of Lila the interest of the
story is often sacrificed at the altar of poetry. It is always
the case with a conventional thing in a poem. The poets
while handling with it forget the thread of the narrative and
sit quietly for sometime weaving words into the framing of an
artistic garland of poetry. Of this, however, we propose to
speak at some length shortly after.

The tale of Kanka and Lila, more than any other
amongst the ballads collected, shows the Brahmin of the old
school prior to Renaissance in a pronounced manner. In the
account of Garga, who was not without his flaws and foibles,
we find the older type of a Brahmin saint. He was not
# slave of dogmas and kept his mind fairly open to con-
viction and sought divine grace by fast and vigil, when
placed on the horns of & dilemma; whereas the Renaissance-
Brahmin in such ecases would certainly look for texis of
Manu-8amhita and Raghunandan for guidance rather than
try to solve his problem by the help of his conscience, his own
intelligence or even by seeking divine gruce. I'he w.ongs
that Garga did to poor Lila and Kanka were bond fide und
though nobody would doubt for n moment that he acted
madly, we feel that his wrath was n holy weath, and howse-
ever we may condemn it, our sympathy is not altogether
alienated from him. His great piety in taking care of a help-
less orphan koown as o Chandal by easte,—unclaimed iy
nny and about to be starved on the eremation ground,—ihe
pains he took to educate him and the generous treatment that
the lad got ut his home, his efforts to restore him to the
Brahmanic easte in the teeth of opposition of the orthodox
community,—show that he was a saintly character full of
genuinely good and nioble instincts thongh not exactly the model
for the Renaissance Brahmins of the orthodox school. His
greut wrath produced by concocted evidences of the hostile
eamp, his mad resolve to kill his own dnughter and Kanka
and then to commit suicide,—his actually mixing poison with
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the food to be served tothe innocent lad, show that he was
a towering personality great in piety, and greatin anger—of
noble magnanimity and generous impulse—but of an uncom-
promising character, unable to stand what he considered a
heinous erime. His subesequent repentance and great sorrows
show that he was open to convietion aud would not hesitate for
a moment in admitting his faults when he understood them
as such. With all his faults therefore he stands in this
literature of ballads as an embodimeut of all Ehat is noble
and high in a man. This was the type of the pre-Renaissance
Brahmin of the old school.

Kanka, the hero of the tale, isa historical figure, as
certainly all the rest of the characters of the poem are. In
the preliminary verses of the ¢ Vidyasundar’ written by him he
sings praises of his Chandal parents. The woman of the
Chandal caste who brought him up with all the affection ol
s mother, says our poet, *is pure as the Ganges."” What
Brahmin of the Renaissance would dave compare her with
the holy Ganges and bow to her publicly, whatever her merits
and his own personal obligations to her might be? This
is a point to which T have already referred, All through these
ballads we find a higher type of Brahmins than those familinr
to us, held in the iron grip of caste-rules and superstitious
beliefs. Kabi Kanka as described in this love tale is
characterised by high qualities, The spirit of forbearance
with which he looks upon the conduct of Garga who had
tried to poison his innocent solf isa remarkable feature
showing his compassionate and forgiving nature. Even st that
moment of a great wrong done to Lim, he retained the coolness
of his head, nay an affectionate regard for the old Brahmin,
e advised Lila not to lose her regard for her father whose
head, Kanka said, was heated by the contrivances of the enemies,
He assured her that he would surely repent his conduct
when he would come to know them, In fact, accustomed

as we are ofien to see the grim orthodoxy of the Bmhmin
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community, we are sirack with the contrast that the humane
conduct and entire fearlessness of these Brahmins of the
ballads offer to us in n striking manner,

It is curious and noteworthy that the ballads often deal
lightly with the Bralminio faith about the efficacy of jagnas
and progunostications of astrologers. [n Chandravati and
Jaychandra, the Bralimin astrologers nfter considering the
horoscopes of the bride and the bridegroom declared that there
could not be two horoscopes Indicative of a greater happiness
in nuptial life. Yet the evenis actually shewed that the
puir were the most unfortunata of mortals. In Rupavati
the astrologers are mercilessly caricatured. In the Vidya
Sundar, by Kanka, Raja Malagaban performs the © pufresti’
and other jagnas which produee no fruit whatsoever, No
writer of the Renaissance would lave attributed failures to
the prognostications of the astralogers or to the japna cere-
monies held infullible by the Hindus. The pet birds in a
Brahmin'’s home, 38 we find in the Lila, do not recite the names
of gods but eall aloud the nnmes of those who trained

them. This isalso what is opposed to the custom Familiar
to as,

L'l
The Baramashi Songs.

The earliest poctic tradition of the country was that a
Bengali poem could not be ecomplete without a baramashi
or an aecount of the twelve months, Each of the
twelve months of the year presents, as it were, a
bioscopie scene on the landsenpe of this tropieal climate of
ours, There are flowers and fruits nllocated to each of thoss
months and even the tinge of clouds in the sky that hangs
overhead varies with the varying seasoms. This distinct
senson-murk which is apparent on the face of each of these
twelve months, is an unceassing source of inspiration to our
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poets, In fact some of our old poems are known as bara-
mashis though they comprise many things more than the
word literally implies—it leing a traditional and common
aame for lyric songs ehnracterised by pathos. The story of
Tila is called *Lilar borameshi' and that of Kamala as
s Kamalar baramashi.' We have found beramashis even
from the days of the aphorisms of Dak and Khana, com posed
probably in the niuth century. In the posms generally ealled
by the name of baramashi, the poets usually presented ae-
counts of the twelve menths associated with the joys and
sorrows of the chiof oharacters delineated in them along
with other things, And often an exaggerated importance is
given to the baramashis not quite consistent with the thread
of the narrative. Bhavat Chandra and Jay Narayan Sen (15th
pentary) were the last ziuat poets who desoribed the months
following the foot-prints of the earlier Bengali poets.
Among the Mymensing Ballade, *Malwa® is by far the
most free from all conventional ideas, but
Doemaidd e Maliua.  ghe barauinehily stll there, though not in a
londly pronounced form. The poet Dwija
Kanai does not halt over this pestie convention giving it an
undune importance, to the detriment of the natural progress
of the story, but only takes a passing notice of the months
which, compared with the lengthy classical descriptions of
other poets on the subject, does not strike us as a devintion
from the main topics. In Lils ml Knnka, the poets freely
yiold to the [fascination of the old convention and to a
certain extent mar the simplicity and flow of the story
by introduction of long aceaunts aof the months, It
became quiet a craze with our old povts to describe the
haramashi, and the stories luve often lost some of their
compactnuss and unily owing to the breach caused by such
deviations.
The baramashi in Dewana Madinn is, however, an excep-
tion to the rule, The poet heing a thoroughly illiterate man did
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not care for the literary conventions of his counlry. His
teseriptions of months are short but full of thrilling pathos
and hy far the best to be met with in this literature of ballads
from the points of view of brevity and relevaney.

Vi

The Different Schools of Ballads and Songs-—their
Kinship in Language and Spirit,

Though nons of Lhese songs have come down to us
from a period earlier than the sixteenth century, and though
the original langunge has considerably been modernised
by generations of minstrels who have sung them, it is cleer
that the spirit of the poems indicates n social order and
literary standard which preceded the Renaissance. [ have
fully discussed this point in the course of these lectures and
shewn that the poems disclose n state of society which is
very different from that organised by the Brahmins of the
Renaissance, I have staled that Mymensing was beyond
the pale of Kulinism introduced by Ballal Sen and that the
Sen Kings who were the patrons of the Hindu revival hoad
no jurisdiction in the lands wntered by the Dhanu, the
Ghora-utens, the Kangsa aud the Somaeshwari, The old order
of society therefore continved till comparatively modern
times in these places whicli the new Brahmins branded as
“hafudesh ™ or *the forbidden tracts. If one should like
to make « search for the facts of the early history of
Bengal it would Le well for the seholar to select his
fizld of work in 8ylhet, Tipperah, Chittagong, Neakhali,
Bhowal, Mymensing and even in some parts of the Rajshahi
district where the Sen Kings could not make their power felt
in an appreciable degree, In these parts of the ccuntry one
is likely to find very valuable materials for wriling the early
history of Bengal.
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The social condition of the Hinda community differing
in many respeels from that of the present day, as dis-
closed in these songs, is not the only evidence to show that
it belonged to a different and  older schobl of thought
and culture. Though the langnage has no doubt leen
modernised, yet there are evidences enouglh to show the Kinship
of thess poems with the songs of Muainnmati, Goraksha
Vijaya, Krisna Kirtan, Sunyapuran and other works which
were originally written helore the Brahmanie revival,

There are certain mannerisms in the siyle of these earlier
poems which are unmistukable. We find
them in one and all of these poems and miss
them altogether in the Renaitsance literature. In  pre-
Henaissance literature o new episode is gonerally introduced
by the queer phrase “cam = 3@ " (* what did he do nfter
that #"). These words we find in avery one of the works men-
tioned ahove, chiefly in the Muainamati sonws. Tn thess
songs of Mymensing they oceur very frequently, We need
not refoer to the texts as they nre too numerous.

Sometimes there are strikingly similar lines to be found
in the Mainamati songs recovered from North
Bengal and in these ballads obtasined from
Mymensing,  We wonder low between the two widely
distant places, separated by time no less than space, such a
similarity ecould exist in languaze and spirit ; for instance
rend the lines “ g% 2, B6fa fan =12 fuy a8y . spe =fus G
A 13 =34 " (Gopichandra, Caleatia University ; 11, 575-76) and
then read the text of Malud (pp. 104-112, Canto XIV). The
only explanations for this similarity is that these hallads and the
Mainamati songs hoth belong to the one and the same sehool of
the pre-Rennissance literature and nre linked tosether not only
by common ideas but also by set-phrases ﬂ{trrunt in the
ntmosphers of that school. It is nlso o surprise 16 us to find
that some of the most beautiful lines in Vaisnava poetry
hiud their oviein in these pustie 2ONCS u‘rid.}:;ﬂ:.‘ P}-ni;ing thﬂi}

Mannerems

Quominan ebativnt
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pre-Vaisnava origin.  For iustance, the line * =t si%ws st
=rwa A " oceurs in the ballad of Dewan Isha Khan and
shows its very surprising similarity with the famous line “ 5=15%
58 =pwe ofafd wad afem atg” of Jnanadas. The ballad-maker
had evinently no knowledge of Vaisnava poetry and this
would be appavent to the readers of hoth these schools of
poetry. We are gladly conseious of s unity of the whole of
Bengal, eastern and western, in idens, thought aud language
that had existed at a time when the new Brahminism had not
yet linked the two provinees by s common religion.

There are many little things besides, to be met with in
these country-ballnds, that show their kin-
ship with the Mainamati songs and other
works of the Pre-Renaissance school.  The dowager gueen
Mainamati refers to the Makajnin or the great esoterie
knowledge contiined “in two and a hall letters,”  These * two
and s half letters,” the =EE wwa, is a Luniline expression in
some of these bullads also, Malun writes an epistls to her
brothers in two and a half latters, and Joy Chandra in the song
of Cliandivati similarly writes a love-note to her in two and a
half letters on the petals of a flower.

The hoat of * manapabana® is another such word, We
have often found it occurring in Malua;
and in the extensive literature of the period
peior to Remaissance, the boat of * manapabana’ is frequently
mentioned. Whether it is a word to denote the fabulous speed
of a boat, which conld only be compared to the flight of
aman's mind or that of the winds, or whether as soms have
imngined, the © manapabana,’ was o kind of wood which was
very lizht and strong and honee specially fit for the construction
af sen-going vessls, cannot be definitely stated. But in the
sarliost of our folk-stories, in the Clorakshavijaya and its
contemporary poems, ns in these ballads of Mymensing, we
find frequent mention of the * manapahana. The earliest
reference to it is, however, io be found in & sloka ol the

Two and o half Tecvers

Manapnrann
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Mahabharat where it is used as a metaphorieal expression to
denote the speed of a vessel compared to the flight of the
winds or of the mind’s course.
Another familiar expression we find in these indigenous
poems, i8 * Nilakshdr char® which probably
Hilnkahir ehat. implies a dreary waste-land far beyond the
habitation of man. We find Chand Binod
carried to * Nilakshdr char® for being buried alive. The word
frequently ocours in our folk-lore where it sometimes takes
the form of * Tepdnlarer mdth.
We find in these poems customs and conventions contrary
to those to which we have been accustomed
Mothe held murle  jn our present society, based on the canons
cious for the marriage ;
emeymony. introduced by the Renaissance. We all
know that the month of Kartik is not aus-
picious for eelebrating marriage ceremonies, No Hindu now
would consent to perform a marriage in that month. Curi-
ously, however, we find in the story of Malun a statement
that Kartik was held speeially auspicious by the peoplo of
Mymensing for marringe cetemonies at the time when the
ballsd was composed, * Hiradhar™ (father of Malun), writes
the poet, “ expected that in the month of Kartik he would
find a groom for his daughter, handsome as the god Karti-
keya." Sravan (mid-July to mid-August) was held speciully
inauspicions by the people of the district at the time. It is
said that Behuls became a widow having mareied in that
month, Though according to the convention that prevails
now this month is not inexeeptionable, yet hundreds of
marringe ceremonies are celebrated during this month, It is
not so specially inauspicions as indicated in the ballad.
Asvin now, on the other hand, is branded as insuspicious,
In the poem of Malun not a woril is said azainst this month ;
the only bar to marringe ceremonies in Asvin, on which some
stress is laid, is the facl that people busy themselves with
the Pujus at the time and have soarcely leisure or the mood of
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mind to think of marrying their children, Thus we see that
the social conventions that guided the affairs of men in this
district n few centuries ago, are very different from those
whieh obtain in Bengal at the present day, introduced, no
doubt, by the Brahmanic revival and canonised by the juris-
prudence of Raghunandan in the 16th eentury: but which
were given a currency in Mymensing ot a much Iater
period.
It seems to ns to be an important point that in the fol of
Gargs, nlong with the Samhitas and Purans in
o, Beagnli raght fn » - Banskrit, ferosai songs, or those composed in
Bengali and sung to order and the baramashis
were tanght to young pupils. In the literature born of
Brahmanic Rennissance this would be quite impossille,
Bengali erept into o corner, supported by rustic favour only,
during the ascendancy of the Bralmin scholars and literally
pined in the cold shade of priestly disdain. It could never
have aspired to be a subject of studies in & {ol.
In fact, the Bengali of these songs is the pure country
dialect. Sanskrit hnsnosway over it. Those
tia Beakeit slomaas Who still labour under the misapprehension
::.mn;?:ﬂ':?::: " that the origin of Bengali is to be traced to
Sanskrit, observing a prependerance of Sans-
kritic words in some of the Renaissance-poems, should read
{hese ballads in order to be fully disillusioned. There are no
Sanskritic dead-blocks to obstruct the natural simplicity of
poetry in these, The Prakrit words, simpls, sweet, and full
of force and elegance, appeal straight to the hearl and the
verses in their limpid course move with the speed of a rivalet.
I have had, more than once, occasions to mention that the whele
of the Renaisssuce literature is permeated by Sanskrit meta-
phors and similes. The poets of this school never cared to
observe things with their own eyes. They committed to
memory certain passages from Sanskrit Poelics or from classical
poems of that language, and whenever a description of n man
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or a woman was to be given they reproduced them from memory.,
The same stercotyped and hackneyed comparison without one
word of original observation isto be met with everywhare.
The face was to be llke a lotus, the ears like those
of a vulture, the neck of the form of a conch; the gait
of a lady was compared to the grace of an elephant's
movement ; the lips were always like the bimda fruit in
the delicacies of their colour, the eye-brows like the bow
of Cupid or the rainbow and so forth, In the ease of
n man, his arms must reach the kuee, the eyes should be so
large as to streteh up W the ears, the nose to be like the beak
of Gajura—the King of birds, ete. What one poet writes, the
other poets repeat. 'I'ie clegant poets tell all this in an
attractive language; thosa who are not so gifted use a
commonplace and stale language; but the same thing
recurs in the desoriptions; awl so stereotyped the ae-
counts are that the readers might altogether omit many
passages without the risk of losing any poetical treat,
however great the poet whose work they might be reading.
This is the characteristic of all poets of the Rennissance School.
But in these ballads, as in folk-tales and other works of the
carlier poriod, we find the ecase to be completely diiferent.
The eyes of a lovely girl are compared in * Kamala' to the
beautiful eparajite flower. This flower grows abundantly
in the countryside and offers a striking likeness to the dark
eyes of Lhe Begali women. Tt is certainly curious that the
Bengali poets have so often stumbled over the huge blocks of
Sanskritic figures, when there was such a simple path open
to them near their own village-homes., The freshness of a
mahea flower, the emblem of health and undecayed charm,
which is u fumilinr sight here, never struck a Rennissance-
post who seemed to see reverything through the eye-glass
of classionl enlture, In these songs the face of n woman is
often compared to the makwa flower with a zreat effeot.
Jaydeva, the Sanskrit poet, who had a ereater knowledge of
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lis rural country than the poets who followed him, once
raforrad to thizs fRower and ealled it madhuka, and in the
¢ Krisnna-kictan ' of Ohanditlas, which is full of rural charm,
we find references to it. The blind poet Fukir Faizu, wha
wrote one of thess ballsds—' Adhua  Sundari and Surat-
Jamal ' beautifully deseribes the eyes of the heroing without
caring for the elassical metiphors. * He who has seen the
dark eyes of the maiden, will never care to glance at the dark
clouds of the sky or the dark waiers of the rviver, This at
once Dbrings the whole wealth of dark eolour of the oriental
woman’s eyes vividly before the mind.

There are many expressions in the songs which will at
once recall theie purallels found in Mainamati songs and other
poems of the same school. The *acer pankha’ or the fan of
mica is o familiar and common artiele of luxury in all these
works. In Malua wo find the line “ #1053 wre #7%3 =0 T wtfe
#m" (The girl does not even like to wear sadfi of silk), and
in the Mainamali song its parallel will be found in the line,
“ et #rfy tfe Ploe wncsa sl ”

In fact, though the Lalluds are not certainly very old,—
the ehronological datum is of no importance heve ; they owe
little to Sanskritic influence—yet there are abundant character-
istics in them to show that they belong to the pre-Renaissance:
school, As already noticed, they bear a striking likeness to the
poems of Mainamati, Gorakshavijaya, Sunya puran, the [olk=
tales, the Bratakuthas and oflier writings of the same school.
In points of rural charm and trae poetry, however, these ballads
are by far the best of all other poems, excepting some four or
five folk-tales of old Bengal, known ns the gitikathas, of
which the brightest gem is the story of Malanehumnala. '

An English pramelatiom af this shoms La 2o be fovanad b my = Folk-Tigortmnne of Bengal”
{ i EGA2E)
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VIiI

The Linguistic Peculiarities of the Songs.
The songs of Mymensing possess a unique philologieal in-
terest. They have been taken down by
Geanise ~ Besgali  Chandrakumar as they are sung. In most
Py, e asesthe language is what the purists would
sneeringly call patois. 1 will give here some
or the words of the popular dialect found in the ballad, which
will be interesting; they have not been Sanskritised when
reduced to the written form, as such words are generally done
in our literatare ; und it must be said to the credit of the
compiler of the songs that he altogether abstained from
giving to the words the usual classical shape which is familiar,
In some cases the Prakrit forms of Mywmensing are different
from those in use in western Bengal aswill be sesn from our list.
We find in Malua 35527 for A, A for 1393, =&, for
H(f¥a, *frs for <43, &1 for =ifd, (rice), fmiz for frate, = for
cars, Engm for EFIR,_ORMW for AW, At for stgd,
=ife sl for =atcrsl, amwwh for MR « 7, =tya for mitae, Wi
for warerue, cxa) for 2w, Frfi for 92, 29w for ciam, Yare for
farwm, =150 for =(5, == for s, 3BT for am, #B9 for Ay,
*rfErety for efsraty ; ot tor R, Bars for Teiw, rgfa
for s, spwifa for wmifys, 2agy for fa5s, sz for wigram,
*NEFS for *msts, =(fad) for afsdy, snfes, for eufess, gefam for

gosfam, otfe for atfe, csem for e, fafy for @, ote.

It isn noteworthy point that in this literature which i
full of the words of the -popular dinleet, none of the writers
use so many words of indigenous origin, current in {Le popular
speech, as does Fakir Paizu who was blind from birth, He
could not read any written literature and dictated his poem iy
the very language that he spoke, This accounts for the spoken
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forms of words being retained in his composition in sucha
considerable degree. In his* Adhua Sundari and Surat Jamal’
which is n remarkable ballad from mauy points of view, we
find words retaining the naked forms of Prakrit on almost
every page. For instance, we tind such words as %151 for 7w
( #%1 ), 6% for 5i%, cat®, for (=%, @ for 2iwy, T#Y for 7,
wtsEY for $ityrs, ete.  We ought to mention here that some of
the other ballad-makers, who were absolutely illiterate (such
as Mansur Baiyiti), have shewn themselves almost as good as
Shekh Faizu in this respect, owing to the simple reason that
those who could not read were no better than the blind in the
field of letters,

A large number of Prakrit words lies strewn all over
these songs. T give here some words of this kind from other
waorks at random. #gw for *m, g¥%A for czamem, fAuR for
%5 (‘fags ' is current in Eastern Bengal. In Chandidas
we find the word in the couplet, *wgars fAarw a5 arw =ife vy
fara s AP [ Ine WAt ) crgw for faww, =t for
fary, wikes for wam, sifF for sifFT (noon-beams) ;  3rsi for
01 =3, wifs for #1f3, =% 7413 for @@, (7A@ for AT, 7w
for %%, gays lor 'ﬂt&l‘ #ow for AT, #73y for oAy,
4% for *rav®l, #Arsca for AMNCA, WES for Itﬁi sife for Afe,
(basket) 8 for ¢s15, Zurz for Tarz, cas for taTs, ¥f2 for wtwd,
c=®| for @@ ( HWF—porcupine).

'The case-endings are diffevent from what obtain in other
parts of this Province. The nominative
singular is generally denoted by the word
Cote,—a word which formerly supplied the place of suffix
generally implying the singular number. This word is largely
to be found in the Ramayana of Krittibasha, It has been
reduced to ‘' in modern Bengali, a point which will be
estublished by observing the use of the word in the following
line, “asrs sfacs =es <5 ond 487 in Malua. The locative
is denoted by the suffix %A, as ¥WwHA=from the house.
The suffix is akin to and may have been derived from the

Tho coss-andings.
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Sanskrit 2fre. a theory which will no doubt lind a con-
fArmation from unother use of it in a slightly altered form as
“ w4y sate” (from where). In the dative for & we some-
times find *ors1’ as Bz (2%0%) @A Are,” ete. (Malua).

Tha use of participle hara is what we still find in the
spoken dinlect of Eastern Bungal. The forms =61 for gfem,
atun for Ay ; ==l for =ifem, a9 for A, a1y for aifem
and the like are numerous. The verbs in various tenses assume
forms, some of which are still in use in Mymensing, Sylhet
and other districts |of Eastern Bengal. ''he forms féara for
fea, af%amm for 517 are common, and S34(%F for w57, wEg for
4res shew the peculiarities of that dialect and prove its
greater affinity to Prakit. As some of the texts have been
published in this volume, my readers will have a direct access
to the origiual; so T need not give further examples,

One thing that T cannot help mentioning here is the

profuse usy of the word *=1 " with a meaning
senme op g T auite different from  the negative. It is
often used to nssert o thing wud to put

emphasis on a statement eabher than to negative it.  'he first
line of Malua, “®%i@ =E=aia =@ " shews such use of *= )
and there are many more in nlmost all of (hese poens ; they
are almost as thick as leaves of Vallombrosa, so woe nead
scarcely allude Lo the texts. Tu the preliminary hymn
attached to Kamala we have the fliest line “=m@  camra
39 WuE S, here FIF means 3% # and the F " here s
affirmative and not negative. This use of ‘=" is peculiar, it
may have been an ubbreviated lorm of the expression “is it
not # "'—which has an affirmative sense.  Gradually the other
parts of the sentence were dropped off and only the *31" re-
tained with an affirmative meaning,  Even in our current
dialect this *a1° sometimes ocours in the same sense, a8 in
the query *f & St® itz AT =" Here the *=1,' thoush
retaining the form of a query, bas practically un affiemative
meaning,
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Tu the old and modern literature of Benzal which hears

the oark of Sanskritic influence on it in

oentic and Pemlan o geking manmer we find Muhammadan
words, 4.0, words of Persian or Arabie origin,

serupulously avoided. The writers avoid these exotic words
even ns an orthodox Beahmin  aveids the touch of a
Muhammadan after his bath. This erim orthodoxy is ex-
tremely to be deplored, The Muhummudans form a very
considerable portion of the population of this provines, and
the majority by fur of this population belongs to Eastern
Bengal. These people arve hound by sacred ties of religion
with the people of Persia and Avabia and have to study theire
literature, theology, law and philosophy, The Muhammadans
of Bengul ure oblized to read their seriptures written in these
classical lungunges and in this way they get themselves
familiar with Arabic and Persion words,  Though as children
of Bengal, Bemgali is certuinly their mother-tongue, they
have as much rizht to impoart Arabie nnd Pessian words 1o it
as the Brahmins have to foutvoduce Sanskrit words.  The
elnssieal laneoanges of Arabia and Persia; no less than Sanskril,
have wards of peeuline fovee and approprinteness which may
b imported to our voealmlary with adviantage, amd thisis
the moest nasturnl conrse plso.  Though we try to wvoill. Arabie
and Persinn words in written Bengali, which wie huve made as
exelusive as a Hindu temple, we have nol lisen ably to exelude
stich words from our current speech  Unme nature cares
neither for theplogy nor for ovtliodoxy and  has wlwags her
unrestruined coupse,  [n our ourrent spovch oven the women
of orthodox Tralmin familjex, whsm we take to be (he
mosk fastidions ty pes of futolevance, use hesy words of sxolio
origin in their every-day conversation, yet curiously  we nvold
them scrupulously in our written hterature, anl thus sive
offence to onr Mohammadan brethren who by way of revine
fometimes tey to sliennte themeelves from all interest in the
liternture of Bengal which they brand as essentinlly Hindu in
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character. T must always say that such orthodoxy is suicidal
to the interests of Loth the sections of our population.

With what a sense of relief do we find in the ballads of
Mymensing the current Persian and Arabic words admitted
without auy ado. They were admitted because they had an
admission alveady, and no passporl was therefore necessary
to justify this admission. We find in the poems n profuse
use of such words as AFRE, cHAW, «@, Faw, g3, whHm,
wElE, welE, fagd, wwa, AW, wnwl, wEE, 9, cadss, ete,
Some of these words are used by orthodox Hindus in their
conversation every day,

While there are such words in these songs, there is, how-
ever, no <en of propagandism in the writers to give an
undus importance to them, as some Muhammedan writers are
trying to do now-n-days. The Battala works by Mubam-
madan writers, written in what is ecalled the * MHuselmani
Bangla,' ave so [ull of Urdu words that the literature created
by them has become as exclusive as the Sanskritic Bengali of
the Pundits of Fort William Collaze,  T'he songs of Mymensing
are. written i plain Bengali with only a small sprinkling of

Urdu words which, witlout giving them an
...’f_"" MR mtifivinl i, only svrve to peosntuste their
senee anl runder foree o the ideas. These
pieemia therofors will prave heiter than auy logie thut Bengali
it the Mogusgs of the Molsmmadans snd the Hindus alike
atild is as remnte from Sanskeil a0t = fr

om Persian or Arabig,
pat always peady  tooenrich hep vapalip

bty by fmportations
clhissieal langunges in o

gunrded w WV, RO LIET &l iy pat et overloaded or vitiated
I;Il_ tluln.

of wards feom wll i liroe
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The Political Condition of the Country.

The state of society disclosed by these poems is such as
to make one shudder at the political festures revealed. The
condition of the country under the Muhammadan rule, at
particular periods in our annals, especially towarids the hegin-
ning of the 18th century, practically verged on anarchy.
The Muhammadan chiefs often smployed people called 1he

= sindhnkis to give them information about

# aazy marechs

beautiful Hindu girls They could atany
moment call for & surrender of the fair ones from their
natural custodians. The najir mareehs or the tax levied om
marriage often proved so heavy that it practically ruined
many » family.  Chandeahumar says that it was introdaeed
in Mymensing by the Dewan Sahibs of Jangalbari, That is
however not true, This tux is still prevalent in many dis-
tricts of India. In Musshidabad in Hengal, the ryots still
pay the wayar marechn; it mny I ealled by » differvot name.
In some countries of Burope the suhi-lords under thy fendal
system, practically claimud the vight over the person of o
damsol who was mareied, nnd o tax liad 10 be paid by the
bride-groom iy order b polonse Jus bride fror «ueh oliligating.
The seignine had a vight oser sl heides o lis seigiiury on
the nuptial nighi<and the s was ealled * Tiroit de Seiginin.”
A referonce to this will he sounl in Prazers Folk-lore in
the Testament,'! Nojur worecha wis analogous to this tax,
It appears from the posin “Malus, * that the Muhammadan
chiefs had the power of rising this tax to any amount ul
their sweet will. Chand:akumar mentions an nistorical
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instance in which a whole Brahmin family was about to be
ruined by the impossible demand of the Muhammadan
Gavernor in whose jurisdiction he lived, and thay saved them-
selves by the most disbonournhle and humiliat ing condition of
offering the fair bride to the harem of the chief. It is raported
to me that the havems of the Mulammadan Governors
were  sometimes  filled  with Tai-looking Hindu  women
recruited in this process, and the children born of these
women were ealled “ vajarmnrechar shhdle” —or clildren of
" wajar mavecha"  They were allowed to inherit properties
and to assume the title of * Dewan’ by courtesy,  Ths
informersenjoyed great fuvours under some of the Muhammadan
Chiefs, and Chandraknmar wriles that the descondauts of
some of the sindhukis, as they weee callod, still enjoy rent-free
lands granted to theie ancestors in this manner.
There seems to e some spocial resson w hy some of the
Dowan Suhibs seemil to he zealous in- their
gt % e W nt nftar faie Flindu women. The family
wasariginndly wore Hindu than Mohwumadan
hy blaod, Tts foundar Kalidas via ) lani hoesme & Muhaminadan
convert Lyt pontrivincss of pringdss who loved him, His
son Ishus Khan soarvied Subiad e she is abeo known by hor other
name of Shonn), sister of Kelue Iav of Sripur, 6ns of the
reputed  twelve sublovds of Bengal known as the * fura
Bhwyans.” Subhadea had two sons nnmed Adam and Biram who
in lheir turn marrivd their consing, daughters of Kedur Roy.
So the history of this family is an aceonnt of love-romance from
the very beginning. Many of the Dawaus, both on their father’s
side and on their mother’s, had Hinlu blood running in their
veins, ILis not thovafore unnatural thist they shoald have n
predilsction for Hindn women. Of course [ write all this from
tha evidenea found in the ballads themsalves, which, though
they have certuinly a histovical basis, may nut always
stand the test of a serutinizing en (quiry,
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The persecution of Malua by the Muhammadau Kaji and
Fordble abteciig  1BHEMIY by Dewan Jahangirhas manys pacallel
of . woman i w in the history of India and specially in that
Hajpnd baliad ) .
of Rajputana. [ erave the indulgence of my
readers In quoting a shorl Rajput ballad, first brought to
light by Sir George Grierson, K.C.LE, and recdered into
English vorse by the illustrious post Sir Edwin Arnold. I
find this in nn article ecalled, * The Popular Literature of
Northern India® by Sir George Grierson and published in the
Baulletin of the School af Ocisntal Studies, Vol, T, Part ITI. Tt
will b= interesting to note that much of the trouble which befell
fair-looking Hindu women in those days had their origin in the
bathing ghat, which is the only place where an outsider puts
an opportunity of seeing them. 'This we find in some of the
Bengali poems such as Kamala and Malua as well as in the
Rajput ballad. Sir Georgw Grierson collected the original ballad
from Bihar. 1t runs thus:—

“Of vight great beams the boat was wrought,
With four red vow-pins ;— Hi-ri-jee |

When Mirja Sahib spied at the Ghau
Bhagabati bathing :— Hi-ricpoe !

" Oh, girl! that hither the chattios bring,
Who is this bathing *'— Iu-ri-jes !

‘The head of our village ix Horil Singh ;

“"Tis the Rajn’s sister !'—IHu-ri-jes !

“*Run thou, Barber! and, I'son ! run thou.
Bring hither that Rajput ! "—Hwri-jee !

*Oh, girls! who carry the chatties, now,
Which is his dwelling? "— Iu-pi jee |

“The dwelling of Horil Singl looks novth,

And porth of the door s a sandal tree,

With arms fast-hound they brought him forth ;
‘Balaam to the Mirea!'— Hu-ri-jee !
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“ Take, Horil Singh, this busket of gold,
And give me thy sister, sweel Bhagabatil!

* Fire burn thy basket!' he answered bold—
My sister's a Rajput!'— Hu-ri-jee

* Horail’s wife came down from her house.
She weeps in the court-yard : * cursed be,
Oh, sister-in-law, thy beautiful brows!
My husband is chained for them | "—Hu-ri-jee |

“ Now, sister-in-law | of the house keep charge,
And the duties therein: ' quoth Bhagabati ;
‘For Horil Bingh shall bie set at large,
I 2o to release him !'— Hu-riyjee.

“When Bhogabati eame to the Mirja's hall,
Low she salanmed to him :—Hu- ésjoe !
"The fetters of Horil Singh let fall,
I0 Mirja, ' she said, * thou desivest me.'

C1F Mirjn, ' she said, * thon wouldst have my love
Dye me s hride-cloth "— Hu-pijee !
*Saffron benenth nnd vermilion above
Fit tor s Rajput ! '—Hu-ri-jee !

“STF Mirga, " she said,“ I am fuir in thine eyes
And mine is thy heart, now "—Hu-ri-jee |
CCommund me jewels of rich deviee,
Fit foru Rajpul '—Hu-ri-jea |

“1f Mirja, " she said, * Tmust do this thing,
Wuitting my people "—Hi-ri-jee’
“The palanguin and benrer bring,
That | go not afoot from them ! '—Hw-riyee!

“i Smiling, he bade the dyers hnste
l'o dye her a bride-cloth ;—Ify-ri-jee !
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Weeping, weeping—around her waist
Bhagabati bound it ;—Ilu-ri-jee!

“ §miling, he bought from goldsmith's hest
Jewels unparalleled ;—Hut-rizjee |
Weeping, weeping on neck and breast
Bhagabati clasped them ;—ITt -ri-jee !

% Joyously smiling, * Bring forth," he oried,
i My gilded palanguin! *— Hu-ri-jee’
Bitterly sorrowing, entered the hride,
Beautiful Biuagabati,—Hu-ri-jee!

i A koss and hall a koss went they

And another koss after ;—H-pi-jee |

Then Bhagabsti thirsted: * Bearers atay |

[ would drink at the tank here! *— Hu-ri-jee!

“ +Take from my cup,’ the Mirzs said,

+Oh, not to-day will I take!" quoth she

' For this was my father's tank, who is dead
And it will soon be distant | '— Hu-ri-jee !

“ 8he quaffed one draught from her hollowed palm
And again she dipped it ;—Hu-risjes !

Then leaped in the water—dark and ealm

And wank from the sight of them j—Tuerizjee!

“ 8opely the Mirjs bewniled, and hid
His face in his cloth, for mge to be
8o mocked : ' See, now, in all sho did
Bhagabati fooled me! '— Hu-rizjee!

“ Grieving the Mirja cast a net,
Drageing the water,—fTu-pijee!
Only shells and weeds did ho get
Shells and bladder-weeds e I tt-ri-jre |
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* Laughing, a net cast Horil Singh
Dragging the water ;— Hu-pi-jee !
Lo! at the first sweep, up they bring
Dead, cold Bhagahati—fair to sce !

* Laughing homeward the Rajput wends,
Chewing his betel : * For now,'—quoth he,
“ In honour thi: leap of Bhagabati ends
Three genarations | "— Hy-ri-jee ! " |
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We need not comment on the inaccurate
of some lines of the text, though otherwise it is a very happy
translation. Evidently this ballad has many points of
similarity with that of “ Dewan Bhabna.”
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It is usual to give ajracial character to the oppressions
mentioned in some of the ballads, But I

ey mathe thae think the oppressions were indiscriminate
il and autocratic, rather than peculiar to
Mubammadan bigotry. In Malua we find the Muhammadan
Kaji sentenced to desath by impalement at the orders of
Dewan Jahangir. There is no difference, from the point of
view of justice, between this order and that of death passed
on Chandbinod by the Kaji. The Hindu karkoon's treat-
ment of Kamala in the ballad named after her is hy no
means less heinous than that of the Muhammadan Kaji to
Malus, In those days much depended on the will of the
antoorat : it was not safe to provoke him, and in this the
Muohammedan and Hindu subjects laboured under the same
disadvantage. One should be reminded of the Mindu Dewan
of Bhati, described in the Mainsmati songs,—of the treal-
ment received by Baja Gopichundra at the hands of Hira,
the harlot,—of the atrocities committed by Chand Roy
of Gourdwar as narrated in the Prembilas, of the manner in
which the Raja of Simhal is said to have punished Dhanapati,
described by Mukundaram, and of many instances of perfidious
villainy committed by the Hindu chiefs-in power, described in
the Dharmamangal poems,—in order to come to the eonclusion
that the Hindu and Muhammadan antocrats used to oppress
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people alike and that all such oppressions had mo hearing
on religious or racial considerations. Of course, as the Muham-
madan power became gradually established in the country,
they represented the autocratic element in a numerically
larger proportion. It was the fault of the ad ministrative
system of those days. The Dewans of Jungalbari were
sometimes very friendly to the Hindus who vlected them ns
judges and arbitrators even in their own social matters. Dewan
Thrahim Khan who died about a century ago, spent Rs. 50,000
at Mymensing for getting the whole of the Mahabharata
read and explained befors the public by competent Hindu
pundits. 'Phis will show the catholic views of the illustrious
family even in religious matters, The poels of Mymensing

have faithfully nareated the story of love
Lavws btwean yoahe d
:;ﬂ:wdw@:{:dm between the youthful men and women of

loth the communities and they found nothing
objectionable in it. The love hetween Mamine Khatun and
Kalidas, between Subhgdra and Isha Khan and that hetween
the daughters of Kedar Roy and the princes, Adnm and Biram,
have been described by the Mubnmmadan poet who wrote the
ballad of Isha Khan. The blind poet Fukir Faiju deseribes
the love of Adhua Sundari, the daughter of the Brahmin
Raja Dubaraj for the youthful Dewun of Baninchang. These
stories are in the form of songs which were sung by profes-
sional rhapsodists before the Hindus nnd Muhammadans of the
localities where the events actually happened. The poets
wrote the narratives without being influenved by bigotry,
henoe no one took objection to what they wrote, In
modern timés the minds of hoth the communities have been
embittered to a certain extent. We find that some of the
Muhammadan wrilers delight in giving pictures of Hindu
women in love with Muhammadans, us a retalistion for Bankim
Chatterji’s delineation of the churacter af Avesha, When the
story is written by a member of one community in an unbiased
mind, and not got-up with a motive to humiliate the other, it
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ean give no offence, as we find the case in thess ballads of
Mymeunsing. But malice, spite or bigotry should not inspire
a writer whether a Hindu or a Muhammadan. We should try
to bring amity and good feelings to both the sections of our
population—a state of things which, I am glad to find, existed
in this country in the days gone by,

The sorts of punishments given in those days were crude,
not to say that they were sometimes crusl and
inhumane to the extreme, People weze then
buried alive, and the treatment given to the prisoners was often
harrowing. These were, of course, not peculiar to Bengal
alone in the 17th and 18th centuries. In that age crude and
cruel systems of punishment were prevalent in all countries.
We find in the songs under review that the Muhammadan and
Hindu chiefs used to keep a prison in their capitals called,
‘ Khoon-shala’ or the murder-house. There the prisoners
were taken bound in chains, and stones of crusking weight wers
placed upon their breasts. One of the usual punishments
given by a Hindu Haja to 2 Muharamadan was to pluck his
beard by force in that cruel predicament. Ants were lat lose
to bite the unbappy man, and often his nose and ears were
cut off, A fire was made in the cell giving rise to volumes
of smoke which nearly suffocated the prisoner, Ohillies were
burnt there which tormented him all the while. From the
beginning of the 18th century the country presented a uni-
versal sceno of flagrant injustice which gradually developed
into what has been called in & copper-plate inseription * the
matsyanaya.” The oppressions on Zemindars by Mursidkuli
Eban reached a climax. The “ Buikuntha” into which the
Zemindars were thrown was a horrible place very naturally
dreaded by- the princely people of the country. In 1725
Krishnaprasad Nag, an oflicer of the Zemindar of Daskhahania
(Bherpar) was arrested for non-payment ol revenue and this
wad followed by the arrest of his master, Surya Naravan
Choudhury who was stripped of his clothes, till made entirely

Punishmenzs
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naked and cruelly flogzed. In fact, the eruelties inflicted on
him were so severe that he gave up all claims to his Zemindary
and thus made n miserable escape. The Zemindar of Kagmari,
Indra Narayan Choudhury, unable to bear sach oppressions,
gave. up Hinduism and became a Mubammadan under the
vame of Inatulla Choudhuri. The two Rajas of Susang,
mere children, were arrested for non-payment of revenue
and ordered to have twenty stripes of whip on their back
every day till they cleared their arrears. Their old servant
Bama Charan Nandi volunteered to bear this punishment on
himself and submitted to twenty stripes daily for a long time
till he was on the verge of death. But as the dues counld not
be still paid, it was ordered that the young children (the
Rajas) should be placed in the mouth of a cannon and blown
off.'  On the day fixed for the merciloss massaere of the lads,
the cannons of the British Raj were heard on the Bariganga,
roaring out their promise to save the country from anarchy.
* During the period (1765-1772)," writes Mr. Marshman in his
* History of Bengal,' “there could searcely be said to have
been any government at all.”

The favours of men in power were often as great as
their punishments. The Kaji or the Magistrate could give
redemption to a favoured individual from sll punishments
for all offences up to seven murders. The privileged person
could do almost whatever he liked in a particular locality.

But good rulers were not unknown, and the logalty
evoked by their kind and just admini.
stration i# feelingly described in these ballads,
and in the Dharmamangal and other old Bengali poems.
We find in the Sanskrit work Sriharsha Charit written by
Bun, that when the Raja died many of his nobles gave up
their lives in sorrow. Some flung themselves from the tops
of buildings and expired. Others took poison or drowned

Loxal Teelips.

Kwlarsnth Mujnmilar's Metory of Mrmeoskiph, pp 8158
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themselves, This reminds us of the general grief leading
to suicides in Japan on the death of a Mikado. The loyal
feelings evinced in this way are peculiarly oriental, shewing
that the kings and chiefs of the country, true to the tradi-
tions of a Ramchandra and an Asoka sometimes possessed
the talisman by which they could conquer the hearts of the
people as they could conquer enemies by their weapons. In
the Mainamati songs tha general grief of the people deseribed
at the adoption of the vows of s sannyas by Gopichandra,
though exaggerated, shows low a good Raja was loved by
his subjects. In these ballads we have such accounts again
and again. In the songof Surat Jamal and Adhua, the
grief of the people at the desertion of Baniachang by Dewan
Alal Khanand at the departure of young Jamal for meeting
a tragic death nt Delhi, recall the very language of the
Gopichandra ballad, The Raja sometimes loved their subjects
as their own chtldren and the subjects did not fail to
reciprocate this love with all the warmth of their souls.
The grief not only pervaded the men and women of the
whole country but it is said, “even the birds stopped
their songs, the rivalets ceased running their course and the
beasts would be refraining from grazing in the fields."” There
is no doubt much poetic exaggeration in all this, but the
extreme sentimentality of our people oftentimes inspires
poetic fancy. During the Russo-Japanese war the Mikado
was for some rasson or other sad for a day or two. The report
of this sadness of the king was received by the city with the
utmost eoncers, and one lady is said to have actually com-
mitted suicide, Inour country too, such loyal feelings are
quite possible as we find from the accounts given by Baa,
Tt at there was a limit to the people's power of suffering
_ oppressions by autocrats is evidenced by
e, " numerous episodes described in the ballads.
Here in Bengal the people elected Gopal as
their king in the 9th century at a time when the country
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was groaning under mnarchy. The abhichar performed by
the subjects of Manik Chandra, when his minister began to
maltreat them, was the result of a combined action on the
part of the people, showing a spirit of revolt against oppression.
''hat is, of course, a fable. But these fables oftentime
faithfully reflact actusl politics. When Gopi Chandra took
his sannyas, he wished that during his absence for twelve
years, Khetu, his half-brother, should reign in his stead.
But Khetu knew the popular mind and said to the Raja
that unless he announced his regency by a general pro-
clamation the people might not accept him as their ruler.
Raja Gopi Chandra did this ; but yet the subjects would not
agree to accept Khetu as their Raja. They said that he was
a low-born fellow and did menial service in the palace. How
could they submit to the ruls of such & man? One of the
principal ryots tauntingly said that he would keep the
payment of government revenue in abeyunce for the twelve
years and pay it to Gopi Chand on his return, but not
to the slave Khetu by any means. "Though in the
ballads of Mymensing we find instances of greal oppres-
sion Ly the chiefs, in most cases the people heing quite
powerless to vesist (hem, Lhere are oceasional descriptions of
pupuhtr unitlf l'itll.l W --ll-;-nnuurh:d ll'fn.lh Lo defeat lI.I.B Ohjl:l‘.:tl
uf the oppressors. When yonng Jawnl led the army of
Dakshinbhng against s unels Dewan Dulal of  Baniachong
whieh wos leing  toreibly oppressed by the Iatter, the
peoply ol the eity (lespetod their chief amd joined the young
pringe

Fro Malie we find some ryots so daring 25 to save their
reluntion froom conital sontence by attncking the police force
of the Kaxi employed in earrying oub his orders. In fhe
same ballad we find Malua's  kinswen  attacking  Deswan
Jabuneir himself in his bost and earrying  her awny by
mwsaalting the Dewan  and  his people.  Thess kinsimen
heloneed to the caste of Hete Kaieortas, who arve still powerful
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in Mymensing and known for their combined uction lo resist
oppressions from outside,

In fact, the spirit of revolt was in the air of Bengal.
The historical annals of this country have recorded the
valorous deeds of Pratapuditya and Sitaram as relels of the
first rank, Daud Khan, the eldest son of Kalidas Gajdini,
true to the Kshatriya spirit of his father, died fighting for
indespendence in 15756 A. 1. Kalidas's second son Isha Khan
also showed extraordinary courage aud martial skill in fight-
ing with Akbar though he was eventuslly won over by the
Emperor by gentle ways of love snd frieudship. But the
descendants of Kalidas Gajddni kept up the fiery spirit of revalt
for a long time and nowhers do we find this so powerfully
expressed as in the ballad of Firo] Khan., This ambitious
young man was ever alive to the glories of his ancestors and
thought of nothing else in the first yours of his rule exeept
us how to make himsell independent from the control of
Delhi. He stopped paying revenues to the Emperor and
fought against the foree o Delhi thut cooperated with
Omar Khan, the Dewan of Lajpur.

The ballads show it very elearly that the Emperors of

Delhi hiad zood many lough fights with not
Belatiwwwith ik only the Rulers of Bengal, but with her

smianller  chiefs sueh ns Kedar Roy und
Firoe Khan. There was always & demand made on the
rusources of Bengal i the BEwmperor required help from
outside in the wuarfare that constantly engaged him. We
find such a demand on Dewan Alal Khan for ten
thousand soldiers made by an urgent Imperial mandate
from Delhi.

Rulers of Bengal often went to the Court of Delli fo
lodge their complaints for just or imugined causes.  Kachy
Ray of Jessore, we know, wanted such help from Jahangir.
Omar Khan went to Delhi and brought a force from tlers
to fight sgainst Firor Klian of Jungalbari,
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Fighting women so often form the subject in Bengali
poems that 1 am inclined te believe that
there wasa real and historieal teadition in the
country, of females fighting in the battle. In some of the old
manuscripts of the Bengali Mahabharat we find Draupadi
fighting in the fleld of Kurukshetra. In the Bengali
Ramayana not only do we find the queen of Mahiravan
engaged in a hand-to-hand fight with Hanuman, but in some
of the Ramayanic songs Sita fights with the hydra-headed
Ravan of Svetadwip and overcomes him. These are, however,
purely mythological stories but we cannot say the same thing
of the fight waged by Kalingd, a daughter of Haripal, against
Lau Sen and of that of the Dom womnn Lakshyd against
the army of Gour, sent to take the fort of Mainagarh by
force,—described in the Dharmamangal poems: that hoth
Kalingd and Lakshys fought in the field seems to be historical
facts thongh the details of the narrative are no doubt
poetical inventions, Here in the hallads we find Sakbind fight-
ing against the Delhi army, sent in aid of Kelia Tajpur, and
the two daughters of Kedar Roy taking up arms in their
hands and killing men in order to save Adwm and Biram,
Thesa incidents refer to historical facts which happened in
comparatively recent times,

Flghiing wumen,

IX
Society—Arts, Culture and Sports.

"The state of society revealed in this litersture of hallads,
shows some of the exeellent fentires of the

Fdaoation of Wame wupal people of Bengal, The women especially
are endowed with power of enduranee, devubion to trath
and & spirit of renunciation which excites our sd tiration,
It is also noteworthy that though the characters are mostly
of agricultural and trading classes, women are always shiowan
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ns having received some degree of education, Women in the
Brabmin families used to read seriptures in Sanskrit, and
Chandrivati, whose learning and power as writer are historical
facts, was, T believe no exceptional case, Malus, though
woman of the Hélé Kaivarla easte, knew how to werite letters,
and Kamald and her aunt were fairly literate, From the
instanes of Khullann, the merchant’s wife in the Ohandi
Kavya, and similar characters in other poems we find it
established that the Hindus nover neglected to give an average
education to their girls in those days. Mr. Long in his
‘Deseriptive Catalogue of Bengali books’ wrote that from 1700
to 1850, the arithmetical formule of Subhankar, the Bengali
Cooker, were taught in forly thousand vernacular schools,
There was a system nsa comprehensive in its scope, as
conducive to culture, in which both wonien and men had
opportunities of receiving a workable knowledge of letters in
their childhood ; and the testimonies of these ballads confirm
this fact. In Knjalrekha we have & graphic account of the
training which the young women of noble families received in
the culinary art and in painting, (Canto XV.)
The Bengalis are now in the background in the matter of
Ak iy, art and industry. The old history is forgotten
and there s no means left to us to have a
full account of our culture in thess things. We onee dazzled
the world by our fine workmanship in cotton fabrics and in
silver and gold wares. Streamed with s hundred rivers,
Eastern Bengal is not the proper soil for the undertaking of
artistic masonry works on any large seale. Her rivers would
not allow her to build a Tajmahal. If #ny rich man ever
attempted to build a eity of palsces on the treacherous
banks of the Padma, the Brahmaputra or Dhaleswari, they
Pinssiing would assume the form of a Kirtinasha or
" Destroyer of fume " and make the rich man’s
dream in marble vanish by their ever aggressive altacks, But
with a less ambitions project the Bengali artist sat to build his



INTRODUCTION = Ixxxi

unmntched dungalows with eurvilinesr roofitigs, which, accord-
ing to Pergusson, have been imitated from Bengal all over
the world, There ars graphic descriptions of some of these
bungalows in the songs under reviaw, The ballad of Tsha Khan
particularly gives a very atteactive account. The pillars, we
understand, were made of erystals.  The interiors of the roofs
were covered with the feathers of the king-fishers, the oranes
or the pea-cocks. The doors were cnsed with gold in rich
men's houses, Thers was fine workmanship of gold on the
roofs. The windows and shutters wers protected and beauti-
fied with glass and mica of various designs. The walls, some-
times made of thatoh wronght into fine decorative designs
made of cane, were coversd by artistic mats of various colour,
The cane sundi, was partioularly good for this purpose and
employed for all fine works, Great labour and cost were
required for the complation of these bungalows which somstimes
looked like fairies touching the earth with their coloured wings,
represented by the eurvilinear roofs made of guy feathers of
the pea-cock and other birds, In the countryside this dream
of a dungalow, which the old artists of Bengal dreamt and
actually built with subtle art, has now va;:isilﬂd, but we may
still fiud in the interior of cur country the descendants of those
artists still sitting all day long and cutting and embellishing
the cane and bamboo-sticks for construction of their dungalows
which, when completed, look far more beautiful than the
crude and unshaped mass of the corrugated-iron structures
which have nearly driven the old traditional art of Bengal from
her field. The descriptions of ships in the hallad of Bhelua
are magnificent and give a fair idea of the artistic talent of
our people.
The sports and pastimes of the Hindu society have pyer
Sports and pastimes,  DPEN  B880ciated with religion, Thaf the
people were passionately fond of festivities
can no better be illustrated than by the faot that they
somatimes gave their babies as security to the money-lenders for
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loans in order to perform the Durgn Pujn in the house.
(Malus, Canto 1. L 8.) Boat-races wers a [avourite sport,
and men who could afford it, kept the long canoe-shaped honts
for racing in the rivers on which their houses stood.
(Malua, Canto VITL, 1L 48-30.) A reference to fighting bulls,
as a favourite pastime, iz also found in one of the poems
(Malua, Canto VIII, 1. 50).

Kord-hunting was by far the most favoured sport and also
nn avocation with many for earning their
livelihood. The hunting of Kord was greatly
encourazed by the artistoeracy, and there are even now many
people in the district of Mymensing, who enjoy rent-free
lands earned by their ancestors for their skill in hunting with
these birds. We find in Malua that the hero, who was an
expert Kord-hunter, obtained a grant of considerahle rent-
free lands from the Dewan Sahib of Jahangirpur for his
proficiency in the art, Trained Kords wers also the carriers
of letters. At a time when one village was separated from
another by forests infested with venomous snnkes and ferocious
animals, no less than with robbers, a trained Kord was very
valushle as a carrier of IMESSAZeS,

As Kord-hunting forms an interesting subject in some
of the ballads, T gzive a summary of the articles recently
published in two of the leading Bengali journals on the subject,
by writers who evidently speak from their own observation of
the game as prevalent in Eastern Bengal!

Kord-hunting wns at one time the craze of the
Mymensing people. This curious hird has many points in
common with the gallinule, though it does not belonz to that
species, Tt isgenerally of a large size, being one foot and a half
in height. From the back to the tail the bird measures fifteen
inches. [Iis leg is strong and thick as a two-anna silver piece.

Kovd-hunting-

v Eeegethi—an ertisle Tn the © Mouthly Vs anti™ P 1L Magh, 1320 B R, il
Pakbshi Tatws in the “Pratibhe” urtis, Agrmhayan and Pows (1Zth yeir) by Julindranath
Majnmdur, BL snd Paras Ohandrs Bhattackaryys, roapsctively.
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From kunwe-joint to [vot, the leg measures three to four inches
and above the joint five to six. It has four elaws in each fuot.
These are crooked, strong and sharp,

The beak is one and a half inches long and above it,
stretching to the forehead, is its fine crest—a thin piece of
protruding flesh of deep red which adorns the head. This
crest is more beautiful than that of a cock. 'Lhe eyes of
the hird are bright and plagful. It has a long neck,
resembling & erane's, though not so thin. The feathers near
the breast are black and on the sides ush-coloured. They
grow bright and glossy after winter. These birds are very
ferocious. The adage in the countryside is * Two Kords can
not live together in the same swamp.” If the boys are
pugnacious, the old men call them “bully Kords” If a
Kord hears the sound of another it gets angry and starts to
fight. The sound of the Kord is deep aud solemn; it s like
the roaring of a eloud. At the ndvent of the rains, it fills
the air, with its solemn cries which gradually get louder,
The sound is not at ull shrill. It rather resembles the eronking
of & raven. The raven’s sound is not pleasant to the ear,
but while the Kord's sound rises to u far higher point,
it has a majesty and swesp which bears no comparison
with the raven’s; it produces a solemn impression. The
roaring of thunder is inspiring to the bird, and makes it
send up those wild cries which are sometimes heard from a
distance of two miles, filling the hunter's soul with strange
excitement. From April to July, the Kord is in the hey-day of
its health and spirit, From August it begins to lose strength ;
its feathers fall off und the crest loses its deep red and
dwindles away leaving a faint trace like a yellow ribbon.

The cage of a trained Kord is kept coversd with a blue
cloth, Aord-hunting hasbeen a favourite spartin many countries,
The bird is trained by the hunters to decoy its fellows and
pursue game. The Kord-hunting is 8 most exciting spectacls,
Here is an account by an eye-witness, * It was August,



our canals and marshes were all flooded over by the rains; on
the north of our house was a road of the Distriet Board and closy
1o this road was s beauntiful swamp, TIts area was about one
square mile. In the middle of the swamp wers to be seen water-
lilies of all kinds in full bloom and surrounding it lay exten-
sive rige-fiells. The swamp was a resort of the geese, the
gallinule and various other water-fowls, As 1 walked over
the road-side with some friends, T saw o Mulammadan hunter
anter the swamp with cautious steps with a trained Kord
in his hand. This eaised our curiosity snd we stopped ihere
to observe his doings. The huntsman entered deep down
the swamp tillits water came up to his neck and then placed
the cage of the bird on the weeds and plants with which the
surface of the water was overgrown. Here ho let his trained
Kord fly up in the air, With the weeds and water-plants he
thoroughly coverad his hesd and remained unseen for some
time in that posture. The hunter always hides himself
in this way snd remains close to hiz own bird. The wild
Kord is far more powerful than the trained one. So if help
is not received in time, it runs the risk of being torn to pieces
by its adversary

“ Being free from the cage the trained Kord sent its deep
and far-reaching cry ' Gurir-dhop-dhop' in the air. Tt was
a challenge and like lightning flew a wild Kord from
the other side of the swamp and attacked the trained
bird. I remember distinetly the figure of the wild Kord as
it came roaring in great rage, with its head and neck bent to
the right side. And In a moment the terible fight began,
They held each other in close grip, causing wounds on each
other's body by their sharp and long claws and wounding
each other with their beaks. They whirled like Ay-shuttles on
the surface of the water in close contact, throwing up spray
on all sides. Just at that moment the hunter came out of
the water-plants— and held both the birds fast in his hands.
Then he brought them to the bank and extricated one from
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the other with great difficulty. We found that both the
Korag were more ot less wonnded during the short fight and the
hunter's body also bore signs of the contact with the sharp elaws
of the birds. T saw himcovered with big lecches and blood
gushing forth from his body. But indifferent to all physi-
eal pain, he looked trinmphant over the game he had secured.”

It is very difficult to sccure the young of Keora, The
hunter stealseggs from the nest of the birds and hatches
them in a curious manmner. He places four or five sgesin
a cocoanut shell, after having filled it with cotton. This
shell with eggs inside it, he tightly fits with a pleca of
cloth to his abdomen and keeps it in close contaet, The
eggs are hatched in this way [for twenty or twenty-five days,
and the great hardships which the hunter suffers may be
easily conceived, He seldom takes bath during all this time
only washing his head now and then wheu he feels giddy, Night
and day, sleeping or awake, the bandage is kept tight and often
the hunter is attacked with dysentery and other diseases, The
hunting by means of a kora is a dangerous game exposing une
to serpent-bite as the hirds mnke their nests in jungly places
near water fuil of weeds, infested by venomous snakes.
Wea have an instance of snake-hite in the cass of Chand
Binod engaged in kore-hunting, mentioned in the ballad of
Malua (Canto XVIII), and the writers of the articles here
refer to many poiuts besides which are substantinted by the
accounts in the ballads,

In the 16th and 17th centuries koras were frequently
engaged as carriers of messages. The trained koras were once
in great demand in the countryside. An ordinary kora is now
sold for twenty to twenty-five rupees. But in olden times,
when a passion for hunting by these birds wns the prevailing
fashion and when difficulties of sending messages to a
distant place were great, these hirds sometimes used to
be sold at enormous prices. One of the Dewans of Tina
lately made the gift of a rent-free property to & hunter as
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the price of a trained kora ; another Zemindar offered an
elephant to a hunter as the price of the bird.

In Malua, the kora comes frequently on the scene show-
ing itself as a trusted messenger in times of emergency, and at
others, with its shrieks aund cries from near the flowering
Kadamba plants, bringing in the inevitable poetic associations
of the rainy season.

Another important and fashionable pastime with the

higher classes of people in the 16th century
s T ™ was sporting with pigeons. Graphic and

vivid accounts of these occur in the second
part of the Chandi Kavya, where the merchant Dhanapati
appears ns the leader of the sportsmen. His party consists of
about two dozens of young lads, his friends, who all go, carried
on dolds or silver-palanquins borne on the shoulders of men.
They all get down on a plain and, keeping the female
pigeons in their hands, let loose the male ones, and the lads
make a deafening noise by clapping their hands, The loud noise
frightens the male pigeons and though their consorts are left
behind they cannot return for [fright. But sometimes love
proves o mors powerful factor, and that pigeon, which, inspite
of the clappings and the noise comes back to the female bird
first of ull is declared victor of the field, and its owner wins
the prize. Sometimes a trained pigeonis pursued by vultures, _'
and in that case the owner, inspite of the thorns and briers
of the forest path, goes running in great speed heedless of all
danger making signs to the bird to light on the earth. The
poet Mukundaram describes fifty-four birds engaged in these
sports of Dhanapati, each called by a different name, to which
the birds are trained to answer.

X

The Poetical and Ethical Value of the Songs.

When s Bengali poet, versed in Sauskrit lore, strives to
excel in his description of Nalure, we know too well from
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our Renaissance-literature what to expect from him ; long
and monotonous accounts of mornings and evenings with a
calalogue of flower-plants, not omitting the hutter-flies and
the bees sucking honey from them—stereotyped and hack-
neyed figures of speech, copied from the earlier writers or
what is worse, from Sanskrit classics—exhausting all resources
of culture and obstructing the course of the narrative by

wearisome diversions—these tax the patience
mﬂﬂmw “  of the readers to the utmost and ereate an

apprehension at the outset, as if the des-
eription was never coming to an end.

But when we come to these ballad-mongers, we are con-
vinead that commonsense is by no means the monopoly of the
learned ; in fact we somelimes find the exact contrary to be
the case. The rural bards do not sit down with the resolve
to describe Nature and say something fine; they never write
anything for the sake of display. In the eourse of 4 narrative
of human action, Nature serves the purpose of a background,
never made obtrusively prominent, but she often captures us
being revealed by fine touches, all suddenly, as if by lightning.
flash,—presenting a gay panorama of landscape views taken at
snapshot. So we see the sky of a summer day with streaks
of sun’s rays coming out of the clouds diffusing an intensified
heat, a phenomenon so common in our tropical climes,—the
faleon' by its wild cries breaking the mid-day sleep of a fatigued
wayfarer under the flowering Kadamba tree—the village
tanks with its transparent water, surrounded by fences of
thorny plants,—the bamboo-groves with sprouts shooting forth
from them and boughs of mango-trees bending under ripe
fruits and giving n resting place to the ravens and cuckoos
whose croakings and cooings offer their contrast alternately
like the voice of old men singing in chorus with young lads.

' In oar tranlation of ihe teit we bave for lbs sk of convmicsoes ssed e wonl
aicon for Emr, though ihe Keve diffess from tha [alosn ln eme poinis
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When a village-girl bathes in the river-ghat, the poet is
amazed at seeing her black syes and he knows not whether to
admire the black waters of the river, the black clouds of the
sky or the glance of her blnck eyes most,

Take for instance, the line In * Kanka and Lila,” in the
deseription of the rains : “sesre GiRE T W Go =
picturing the season as a fnir damsel with o golden vessel in
her hand ; the lightning is the gold that sparkles from her
pitcher of water, Nothing could be more indicative of the
force of September rains in this country than the line which
says that the flood of Siwean forcibly carries onwards the huge
blocks of stone in its way (o3 Sty A =t ).
There is o bird in this country ealled the * Bou-katha-kao *
or *Ob-bride-speak.” The poet suys, * Heedless of the
thunder-bolt overhead and wet with September-rain  does
the grief-stricken hird wander albout the way-side, crying
‘Oh bride speak’ to appease her wrath." ( wheGm| sz fra
= «RA B Fe Al FW MY A)  When apeak-
ing of a Iady in anger, the poct says, “it seems that a
garden of flowers was om fire It brings the whole glow of
purple on the brows and cheeks of a fair damsel vividly
to the mind’s eye. When a woman dies of her love, the
poel compares her to a lily killed - by November frost ; the
line “smq  affm =fn Jwwz EMA" has Al the elegance of
modern style (Liln and Kankn, Canto 22, p- 240.) The sweet
and gentle glance of n girl showad her innermost thought as
“the moon-heams of October show the very bottom of a
river " (" ¥ S 51 CTNA (W AT =M ") is a0 exquisite
instance of sparkling poetry. And the following passage in
Malua, written about 300 yenrs ago, is as fresh as a
composition of to-day.

“Sweet is sugar-candy and the sweet-meat, swest is nlso the
water of the Ganges,—sweeter than these is the milk in
the cocoanut, Sweetly comes the happy day after the hour of
sorrow and sweeter than all these js the lost treasurs found,
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and the coming of & baby to a lonely house. But sweetsr than
all and iscomparahly sweet is the union befween lovers after
parting "  (Malua, Canto XIV, Ll 108-112,) These poetio
idens were alrsady in the air; for long befors Malun was
written, similar sentiments hiad been expressed in the Muinn-
mati songs though in a crads and less slnborate style.  (Gopi-
chandra, Bujhdn Khanda, p. 87, Caleutta University),

Through all these narmtives, Bengal, with her vast rivers,
her dead pools nnd lier red Sandhya-malati and Jaco flowers,
her white Kunda and yellow dtashi, with faleons hovering
over her sky—with her evergreen shrnbs and flow of rains—
with her rastic women hailing their peasunt lords with festive
songs when the lafter returned home at the close of the
November day, with golden ears of new ripe erops hanging
down froms their heads,—the picturesgue Bengal, seen w
thousand times but never grown old. appears agnin nnd Again
with a new charm every time.

%o flower in her garden is, however, S0 lovely as the

figare of a Bengali woman. We find the
Yis fomate ciamctsin. woman of Bengal given to resigued eriel and
aecepting the austers vows of an ascetic in

Chapdrvati; we find her dying in silunt arief, shot by the
flower-arrows of Cupid, without a word, in Liln: we find her
again rising to a towering maze in Malua when tempted by a
devilish man, a rage that express itsell in postio fire and
anmatobed wealth of language. We find her aguinin Kamaln,
taking  review of her life in a speech which, for pathes,
elegance and guarded modesty is wonderful, addressed to an
assemhly of wise men who sat to give judgment over her. In
the * Dowan Bhabna * Sonai swallows her insult and unspeak-
able sorrows like the very poison which enis her life; nnd in
Kajalrekhn, she is like n status, doomed to sufferings bnt com-
manding admiration by her incomparable modesty and feminine
grace, Everywhere she is lovely, everywhere she is admirahle
by her martyr-like qualities and everywhere she is a strange

- » =
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figure too, a poetic vision and wonder. The reader, T am
afraid, will lose much of the beauty of the original in my
poor English renderings. 1 will finish this discourss by
quoting a passage from the ballads of Firoj Khan. Bukhina,
the wife of Firoj Khan, expects her hushand to return from
the battlefield—-a vietor. Shs speaks her mind to Darin,
B who, however, has already heard bad news
about him, hut keeps silent :

*“Go Daria, go fast, bring Champa flowers and roses from
our garden, I will weave a garland for my hushand who is
coming back as victor.”

" Go Daria, go fast, and bring water for aju; I will
reserve it in proper place for him when he returns home a
vietor.”

“ Go Daria, go fast and bring a fan of mica and place it on
his bed ; T will sit by and fan him when he returns & vietor,”

“ Go Daria, go fast, bring hottles full of atfar and other
scents made from rose for my husband. He will have need
of them after the fatigue of war,"

* Prepare, ol Daris, fine hetels wiih spices, and fill a
golden box with them for my husband.”

*“And go fast Daria, and bring dust from the mosques of
five saints. T will mark his forehead with it as a token of
their blessings, when he will return a vietor,”

“Go fast, oh Daria, go to the wives of the sainfs and

convey my salaam to them.”
L] - L] .

“ Why, oh Daria, why is it that there is no smile on
your lips to-day ?

* But taka heart, you will be happy, when you will ses
him & vietor, come home again.”

The tragedy and the sequel of this enthusiasm can be
better conceived than expressed.

TEanw cefem fafa sfecs aifum y
" wrm faiw Al 2a wfirs om
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Tmagination loves to dwell upon the picture of Sakhina
dying on horsa-back,—killed not by a hundred hullets which
fell powerless against the steel armour that protected her brave
heart rendered invulnemble by its love,—nothy a hundred
swords directed against her that flashed like funeral fires around
A sutdes,—hut by a eruel letter of divorce bearing the seal
and signatare of her own dea lord ! Sakhina dying on
horse-back is u symbol of nuptial love with all its old-world
charm—a thema of epio grandeur worthy to be painted by a
Raphael and sung by an Orpheus. She is a martyr fo that
love which is invilnerable azainst wll physical forces, nay,
trinmphant over them, yet s0 sensitive and delicate that it
cannot for & moment bear the loss of its supreme faith!

The fisld of Ketla Tajpur, holier in our wyes than Karbala
or Knrnkshetrs, is in the western limits of the sub-division of
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Netrokonu in Bengal. There one may perchance still hear in
the song of the cuckoo or Jark the fale of S8akhina’s wonderful
love, and perchance the air may be still found charged with
the fragrance of hor last hreath like that of a bad tory by n
wanton hand; and to the imaginative mind day-light may
still show the glitter of Sakhina's helmet over the heads of
her wondering enemies, and midnight unveil the portrait of
a divine woman, who fighting unwearied for three days on
horse-back to rescur her husband from the hands of the
enemies and baffling all their attempts, st the end turned
the battlefield into a bower of sorrows, dying without utter-
ing a word, of the shock at the proof of her husband’s
treachory, for he was reported to have bought peace with
the enemy by signing the letter of divores produced
before her!

The ballad of Sakhina will he published in the next
volume.

Alfter going through these narratives descriptive of the
sufferings of our women in their tenderest emotions, the reader
will judge for himself whether the much abused satfee was the
outcome of grim superstition as Ward and other missionaries
attempted to prove early in the 19th century or that she
offered herself of her own accord in many cases, as a mute
sacritice at the alter of love, [t will be seen tao from tha
ballads that the political atmosphere of the country before
the British rule was such that many young and besutiful
Hindu widows were drawn to this mad course to avoid a fate
which they drended more than entering the funeral pyres of
their hushands, The poems will at least clear up many points
better than all the statistics eollected hy Mr, Ward could do.

India-—the home of spirituality, mysticism, and tender
emotions—should be approached with love and not with
suspicion.

[ know of no rustic song, so highly appealing, and so
full of rugged and homely heauty as that of the beramashi in
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Dewana Madina. (Canto VI). Hers, the pathos of a poor
Muhsmmadan girl's tale shows that true poeiry sometimes
grows like n lovely flower in the flelds hy the side of the
plough and the seythe,

X1
The Singing of the Ballads.

These ballads are sung in the distriet of Mymensing
generally by Muhammadans and low-caste
Hindus—thoss belonging to the Namusudra,
the Hadi, the Dom, the Jelé (fisherman), the Pdtni (boatmen)
and other depressed castes, As & rule, they are illiterate,
their chief occupation is agriculture with other humble
avocations in which they are engaged in the day-time. At
night they assemble in some mneighbour's house as invited
guests to sing thesongs. Most of them are amateur parties.
There are some, however, who have made the singing of the
ballads, their occupation.

The minstrel or the chief singer is called the Gayan. He
is the main singer, adding interpretations and bringing
out the hidden meaning of the poetical ideas, assisted
by a chorus of vight or tem men who are called * Paile™
(probably derived from the word pdld-gayak). They play
on cymbals, tabors, and violins in course of singing.
The harmonium is now nnd then seen amongst the musical
{nstruments which is of courss a modern innovation. Some-
times, young lads are introduced attived in picturesque dresses
who sing and dance by way of diversion. The professionsl
singers charge Rupees five to Rupees ten pernight. Sometimes
they do not fix any remuneration but depend on the gifts doled
out by an appreciative audience, This is called ' pela " in
this part of Bengal and in Mymensing they call it * fira.
These gifts vary from As. 2 to As. 4 per head amongst the
cural audience, The amateur parties, of course, do not charge

The Cayaus
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anything, satisfied with betels and tobacco which are freely
offered by the host.

The ballads are mostly poetical records of those events
which had the greatest appeal for the people of the country-
side. The poets scquired the art of versification, in most cases,
without any knowledge of letters, and when their noble indig-
nation or sympathy was roused at the report of some act of
atrocity or renunciation they did not lack the power to
deseribe it in the tongue which they had acquired from their
mothers, The vivid pictures of actual scenes witnessed hy
them, or related to them first-hand by some eye-witness,
created impressions which they reproduced as vividly as they
were imaged in their minds without the least haziness about
them, because these poets did not labour under some of the
disadvantages from which the cultared historian of to-day can
hardly expect to free himsell, »iz., the restrictions of a con-
scious art and the biassed zeal of the propagandist. The rustic
poet laboured under no such limitations ; hence his accounts
are sometimes truer than the prejudiced writings of many a
historian. 'I'lhe rustic worshippers of Purnassus, however,
sometimes yielded to the convention of the rural doggerel-
mongers. The daramasis often made the narrative weak and
historically untrue, thongh now and then they were aglow with
excellent poetry. Secondly, nn element of folk-tales was often
mixed up with their songs, checking the easy flow of their
postry and weakening the truth of the narrative. Barring these,
the ballads may beaccepted as historical records of great value,

The *Bhats' in our country, like the * Charans' of
Rajputans kept up the memory of stirring historical
events in metrical ballads at a time when newspaper was
unknown. Sylhet was the recognised seat of these * Bhafs® in
Bengal in later times. And no place in that district was
as famous for the ballads as Baniachong, snd no Bhat

achieved there higher laurels than Makarands, the prince of
the ballad-makers of the age gone by,
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But the authors of the present hallads have scarcely con-
cerned themsalves with great historical episodes or other politi-
cal revolutions, unless there was also some act of renuneiation
or great domestic virtue, shedding lustre upon such events,
This will be seen in the historical ballads to be published in my
seeond volume. The noble sacrifices which men and women
made at the altar of love and devotion in the adjacent loca-
lities, proved to b2 a never-ceasing fountain of inspiration to
the raral bards, innocent of all political culture and acquired
ideas of nationality. The themes thay chose were not of high
ambition or valour, but pertained to the quister virtues of
home-life, which, with the intense human interesi they carry,
have a universal appeal.

Among those who distinguished (hemselves as singers of
these ballads in the past in the district of Mymensing, the
following names are the most noteworthy. Most of them
are dead now.

(1) Jigir Gayan of the village Jigatala in Pergana Susang.

(2) Sula Gayan of the village Kabichandrapur.

(3) Sibu Gayan (a Patni or bontman by caste) of Pergana
Asujia. [His ancestors were ll good singers, Names of some
of them are to be found in the preface to * Kanka and Lila.'

(4) Ramsankar Gayan (s washerman by caste) of Mashua
in the Sub-division of Kishoregan].

(5) Ravan Gsyan (a joln or a low-caste weaver) of
Sanchail in the Sub-division of Kishoreganj.

(6) Hari Gayan of Pathuria in Netrakona.

Amongst the modern singers we may name Hiramdn
Gayau (mali or swespur by ouste) of Jahangirpur, Bipin Gayan
(s Kanyastha) of Kaliks and Abdul Gayan of Basati.

Chandra Kumar says that these songs wre losing public

favour every day. Even n hundredtl part of
e @5 what was seen twenty yearsago does nol exist
to-day. In every village, there were singers,
and in fact, Mymensing was a veritable nest of singing birds
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inthose days. *“Itis difficult,” writes Chandra Kumar, “ to
get one singer in ten or fifteen villsges now-a-days, nad if by
chance you meet one he will sing five or six songs and then
stop, saying that he does not remember the rest. His memory
needs be rusty, when his songs have run ont of fashion and his
services are not required even once a year. Yettheold peasants
bemoan the loss of this treasure with tears in their eyes.”

The future historian of Bengnl muy profitably use this vast
material as Tod did the ballads of Rajputans and Kalhan
those of Kasmir.

The songs are generally sung in that indigenous mode of
music which is called the *&hatial." It is
the favourite mode of the rustics, especially
the boatmen. Its plaintive appeal has a peculiar power of
creating indescribable pathos, In the vast expanse of the East
Bengal rivers, in the foaming Padma, the white-crested
Dhaleswari, in the blue-tinted Brahmaputra and in the
marshes and mires run over by the flood, the boatmen, as
they ply their hoats keeping time with the sound of the oars
thal strike the waves, yicld to the irvesistible faseination of
their favourite * bhatial rag " which fills, so to speak, the whols
ragion of the sky, and in its sweet anl prolongel sound seems
to be in harmony with the wvast expanse, above and below,
forming a fitting and congeninl environment and background of
thesongs, Thewords are simple butthe tuneis lengthened to an
nlmost endless, though somewhat monotonous, span of sound,
moving the rustic heart with intense pathos and sweetness,

T} e Bhstial.

XII

Supplementary Notes, Acknowledgments and Concluding
Remarks,

In my preface to Malua, T ideniified Dhalikona #&il
with the Dhalni %! mentioned in the hallad, Oneof the
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reasons that led me to do it was that T could not find
any bil in the adjacent locality of the name of Dhalai,
*Dhalai, the name of the &l into which Dewan Jahangiv
was led by the stratagem of Malua, T thought to b2 the abbre-
viated from of ¢ Dhalai-kona." But while preparing a map of
Eastern Mymensing for this book, T found, on a closer exami-
nation, of the Survey of India map a fairly large bil named
Dhalai lying about eleven miles to the north-east of Tahangirpur
and nine miles to the north of Arulia, Tt hnd escaped me at
first. As we find the name of the il exactly ns mentioned
in the ballad, situated in a locality easily approachable
both from Arulia and Jshangivpur by following the
gourses of the river Dhanu, there seems to be no reason to
doubt that this Dhalai #il is the one spoken of in the
ballad. Tn the preface to the ballad of Kamalf, with some
hesitanoy T identified the village Hulia with Hulinra, as T had
always a doubt in my mind, that from the phonetic point of
view the sounds of the two names might not quite justify
this identification. But as Hulia was not to be found in
the map I hit on Huliara ns the nearest approach to the
name, the proximity of this place to Raghupur ( Raghurampur)
lending support to my conjecture. But since the printing
of the preface Mr. Kaliprasad Mallick of the Bengal Police,
who lived in Mymensing for twenty years, has informed
me that the village Hulia of the ballad appears to him to be
the same as Haluaghat in the Sadar Subdivision, not
only because the names are nearly the same,—the word ghat
being a mere suffix and not a part of the name,—but also
hecause close to this village are to be seen at & place called
Raghupur the ruins of n palace. This seems to have been
onee a fortified lown. The last owner of this place was one
Keshar Rai, whose widow, about two centuries ago; drowned
herself in a larze tank, after having thrown all the treasures
of the house into it, in order to escape [rom the hands of
a gang of robbers who had attacked the place, Mr. Mallick
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writes, “There is a village about three or four miles from
the Haluaghat Police Station in the district of Mymensing
in the Badar Bubdivision, where there is n big tank with
remains of puoca ghats, temples and big houses. The
villagers reported that the house and tank belonged to one
Keshar Rai who was a very wealthy man, aad that after
his death some dacoits came to attack the house, While
they were attempting to enter the house by breaking
open the main entrance, the widow of Keshar Rai threw all
the valaables into the tank and committed suicide by drowning
herself in it. Another rumour was also current that some
property lay hidden near the tank under some huge pieces of
stone. Mr., G. R. Maecdowel, Additional Superintendent of
Police, visited the place during the course of his thana
inspection in 1909 The existence of a village named
Raghupur with the ruins of palatial buildings in the vicinity
of Halun or Haluaghat, seems to suggzest that Keshnr Rai
might have been a descendant of TRaja Dayal mentioned
in the ballad as the lord of the place. The name of the
village where Chand Binod lived (Malua) is not olearly
indicated in.the ballad ; but the post mentions the village ns
being on the banks of the Butia. Accordingly in my preface
to Malua, I suggested three villages on the Sutia, one of which, T
said, might have been the home of the hero. There is, however,
a word in the ballad (in L. 86, Canto XVIIT) which may be
taken to bethe name of the village. The word is * Bangshnia.'
It may mean “in the clan or community " and I have given
it this meaning in my translation (p. 16, |. 24}, But more
probiably the word would imply the name of a villags, I
gonzht for & village * Bangshain® in the neighbourhood of the
Sutin but found none. There is, howaver, a village namad
Bakshais in that loeality. Mistakes in soripts in regared to
proper names are very common, and it will be no wonder if
Bakshsis has been changed into Bangshnain—a more familinr
word which the seribe is likely to have adopted by mistake.
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The difference lies only inone ortwo letters eiz., *ng* for * £,
There is an old kancha road as indicated in the map from
Bakshais to Arulis, T could not find any trace of the villazes
Kanchnnnagar on the Dhanu (Mahua), and Dighalbati (Malua
and Dewan Bhabna), though their geographical pasition is
clearly indicated in the bullads. These villages must have
totally disappeared and been veduced to mere mounds. Tt
is not improbable also that some of the villages Intterly adnpt-
ed other names than those mentioned in the ballads. The
mnaps issued by the Survey of India professing to give the
names of all the villages are found defective in certain
instances. Not only are the names of kaors and small rivers
omitted but even the names of villages are not infrequently
missed. The names of the well-known rivers like the Fules-
wari and Raji are not given. Unless, therefore, one is satisfied
by a loeal enquiry, one eannot he sure on these points,

In conclusion T leg to acknowledge my deep gratitude
to my esteemed friends Mrs. M. M Urquhart, the wife
of Dr. Urquhart, Prineipal, Scottish Churches College,
Captain Petavel, our University’s widely known Poverty
Prollem Lecturer, and Mr. C. 8. Paterson, the Secretary
of the Y. M. C. A, for carefully going through the proofs
of some of the ballads. The urgency of the press required
them often to do this work for me in great haste nnd at a
considerable sacrifice of their own valuable time. Still 1
carnot say that the book is free from errors, T had often
to réad the proofs myselfl without having the opportunity of
help from outside, and T am not at all a good proof reader.
Mr. A. C. Ghatnk, Superintendent of the [niversity Press,
took a lively interest in the ballads as they are the poetry
of his own native district, and the completion of the present
volume in two parts within less than three moaoths iy
entirely due to the great epergy with which he expedited
the work through the press. I am glad to note that
almost all my friends, European and Indian, who read .these
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ballads, have expressed their keen appreciation of their literary
and poetical value. Mrs. Urquhart, a gifted lady of high
rofinement and culture, was specially struck with the beauty of
these rural songs. I quote her remarks about Dewana Madinn.
*“It is a very charming story, full of right feeling and with
a very just appreciation of human motive, Shakespearian in
its directness and simplicity. I like the restraint of the action,
You have the possibilities of a great stage in India with your
insight into human motive and natural deamatic gifts.”

I had to labour very hard in connection with these ballads
for more than three years. Apart from the pains involved in
doing the literary portion of the work,—such as collating the
MS8S,, improving the arrangement of the original composition,
which in a few cases consisted of stray songs without much
order or sequence, wriling commentary on the texts, and
historical and linguistic notes for the Introduction and transiat-
ing the ballads into English—I had to keep up a steady
and lengthy correspondence with Chandra Kumar for all
these years defining his work and directing the course he
was to follow at every stage of his research, Though he
was actually in the field collecting the ballads, my anxious
eyes have always followed him with the utmost solicitude
in the performance of his task. I noted regularly in
my diary the names of the persons he approached, and
of the villages he visited in course of his tour, and suggested
to him other villages which T kuew of ‘by my private
enquiries. With his valuable help, and with a score of large
Survey of India maps of Eastern Mymensing I had to work
hard in identifying the places mentioned in the ballads, and
the present map, herelo nnnexed, is the result of this labour.

Our University funds, as everybody knows, are far from
satisfactory, I have spent some monsy from my own pocket
in performing this arduous task. Dr. Abanindra Nath
Tagore, O.LE., has contributed Rs. 100 towards the cost of the
map. Rai Babadur G. C. Ghosh, the founder of Stephanos
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Nirmalendu Ghosh Chair of our University, on receipt of a
present of one of my latest publications,sent me Rupees hundred
as a token of his appreciation. This amountand the small sum
of aboutfifty rupees received from Babu Kiran Chandra Dutta,
Secretary, the Bani Sevaka BSamiti of Caleutta, I have
used for the purposes of the illustrations given in this book.
The University has supplemented this money by a grant of
fifty rupees. My friend Mr, Satish Chandra Sinha, the well-
known painter and artist, has drawn the pen-and-ink sketches.
I should acknowledge with thanks that Mr. Sivha, Mr. D. N.
Dhar, who has prepared litho impressions of the map and
Mr. N. Chakravarty, who has made blocks of the illustrations,
have all done their work at a reduced rate out of a patriotic
motive.

I bad sent advance copies of a few printed ballads
to two illustrious men requesting them to favour me with
an expression of their opinion in two or three brief sentences,
%0 that, if they were favourable, I might use them as
mottos on the title page. One was sent to the Earl
of Ronaldshay, our late Governor, and another to Bir
George Grierson, the recognised authority on Indian Verna-
culars, Sir George Grierson wrote many complimentary
things about the ballads and felt greatly interested in their
collection. Iam indebted to him for tho suggestion of the
famous words of Andrew Fletcher which I have put in as
motto on the title page. Lord Ronaldshay wrote to me as
follows :—'" 1 have read Mahua with the greatest interest. After
reading Mahua I sat down to write a few words about the
ballads, I had intended merely to write two or three sentences
of appreciation. But when I thought over the special interest
and value of such a collection as the one which you have in
hand, I found that what I wanted to say, could nol be said ina
few words only,” THe has favoured me with an appreciation
which I have taken the liberty of using as foreword for Lhis
book. I felt gratified like one who wanted a penny but got
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a gold coin, Lord Ronaldshay is one of the greatest statesmen
that ever came to this province asits ruler. The glare of his
high administrative qualities and exalted rank has east his
fame as a scholar into comparative shade. Bot those who
have read his book on the Eastern Himalayas and heard his
addresses on Indian topics, especially Buddhism, know well
that he has studied Indian history not oaly with the diligence
of a student but with the enthusinsm of a lover.

In conclusion I offer my hearty gratitude to Sir Asutosh
Mookerjee. Fifteen years ago 1 had already established
some reputation ns a writer in the fleld of Bengali letters,
It was Sir Asutosh who drew me then from the seclusion of
my narrow scope of work to the cause of our Alma Mater
by engaging me to write a History of Bengali Language
and Literature in English. The numerous works I have
since written in English, which have elicited praise from the
Press and Orientalists all over Europe, are solely due to the
never-failing encouragement given me by that great Bengali.

We earnestly look forward to better days dawning on our
University in near future when all the difficulties that beset
her will have passed away, and we feel confident that under
our present Chancellor, the scion of a family with claims on
undying and universal fame in the world of letters, she will
flourish and steadily advance in the cause of enlightément
and culture. I sincevely believe that His Excellency will be
true to the great reputation of his noble ancestry. My own
regrel is, that with my shattered health, in fact with death in
sizght, I see no prospeets of living to hehold the glories of our
University in the coming years, T have worked hard all my
life to interpret my country to the world of learning. The true
history of our people in comparatively modern times is not
contained in the copper plate and rock inscriptions or in the
accounts left by the foreign travellers. Neither are they to he
found in the administrative sccounts of the Maoslem period
or even in the Sanskrit classics. The real history of our people
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lies buried in the Vernacular works of each province, hut
which have not received the attention they deserve from
scholars. 1 have tried all these years to draw attention
to this important find by my numerous publications, English
and Bengali. 1 feel myseli entitled to the wages of a
poar day-labourer engaged in eollecting materials for a great
purpose., The architect who is to huild the future Taj-
mahal of Bengal in the region of her annals, consecrated to
the recording of the tales of her illustrious heroes af the
past—the historian who will give shape to all this material
and construet @ glorious sccount of our national life, is
coming, and is not fur off. This I foresee and [am so sure
of it that T almost hewr the sound of his foot-steps. Buf
I may not live to see this achievement of my long-cherished
hope. Meantime as a reward for the unremitting labours
I have taken all my life 1 only wish to hear the words * well
done," sl the close of my caveer, il indeed it is to close now,
from Sir Asutesh, His Excellency the Chancellor, and the
Vice-Chancellor of our University, under whom I have heen
working.

I am afeaid that some scholars may considor my estimate
of the literary merits of the ballads to he bigher than they
really deserve.  All that T ean say is that 1 have written from
my strong conviction. A European critie while speaking
Intely of one of my recent publieations in terms of eculogy,
charged me with over-sstimating svery good thing of Bengal,
* which," he said, *is probably the outcome of ultra-modern
nationanlist enthusiasm,”  Even my kind friend Dr. Sylvain
Lovi referved zood-huamouredly to my * fanatic love™ for
Bengal in his foreword to my work * Chaitanya and his Age.”
If T have really loved Bengal overmuch, T have vo reason
to he ashamed of it. This love has Deen n great asset to
me. But for this love no one could work as hard as I have
done for a period of more than a quarter of a century in the
hitherto nnexploved field of old Bengali Literature which,



i MYMENSING BALLADS

only a little above a decade ago, was treated with contempt by
my own countrymen. All honour to Sir Asutosh who has re-
deemed our past literature in the estimation of our countrymen
by recognising it in the Post-Graduate Studies of the Calcutts
University,

I will deal with the ballads bearing on the political
history of Bengal in the second volume,

DINESH CHANDRA SEN,
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PREFACE

This ballad is more in the form of 3 melodrama than a
lyric poem and is complete in 755 lines; this odd number is
due to the omission of certain lines which could not be traced
by the compiler.

A tradition, prevalent throughout Eastern Mymensingh,
aseribes the suthorship of the drama to one Dvija Kanai,
a priest of the Nama Sudra caste, who lived ubout 300 years
ago. It iy said that he orzanised a party of players and
was the (irst to pnt the melodrama on the stage.  Dvija Kanai
is veputed to have fallen in love with a Nama Sudra woman of
a social status inferior to his own, It issaid that in the course
of his devoted love, Lhe poet himself experivnced some of the
sufferings ascribed to Nadercband, Tradition ssys that it is
for this reason that he wasable to portray the sentiments of
the Brahmin lord in such & life-like nnd vivid way. But no
details of this love-affair or indeed of nny other events of his
lifo ure knuwn to us.

The preliminary hymn of 16 lines, which 1 have not
translated but which i o Le found In the original text, was
ovidently composed by a Mahomedan Gyen or minstrel whe
sang it al @ later period,

Mahua was at one time very popular in  FEastern
Mymensingh. But the freedom and romance of love in the
melodrmma could not, for obvious rsasons, meet with the
approval of the orthodox community which grew more and
more rigid in later times as the Brahminio influence spread
throughont the district. It has, therefors, nnturally ceased to
hiuve sny popularity amongst the Hindus, and this once favourite
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ballad isnow almost forgotten. The pesants and other low-
class people, specially the Mahomedans who do not share the
scruples of the Hindus, oceasionally sing some of its songs,
and it was with great diffieulty that Babu Chandrm Kumar
was nhle to recover the whole of it. Yet the shaps in which it
was al liest compiled seemed to me to be faulty in many
respects.  Chandra Kumar tells me that owing to the opposi-
tion of the orthodox Beahmins who condemned the poerm #s
corrupting the morals of young women. the song is searcely
sung now in Hindu houses. He had to take infinite troubls to
gather seraps from peasants of different localities, none of
whom (excent Shek Ashakali) could give him more than one
or two songs, As I have nlready said, the shape in which
Chandra  Kumar sent me his collaction was [ar from
satisfactory, Tn many places [ found portions of some
earlier cantos dovetailed into the end of the song. Naderchand’s
sorrows at purting with the gipsy-girl, before he had 1oft his
palace, ware found incorporated with those he ex perienced in
course of his seavch for -her nt a wuch later period. The
romantic life of the pair in & far-off wilderness where thay
made a temporary residence is full of poetic situntions and
wonderfully  hnppy imagery, “Phe songs emhody ing these
were found strewn at random over the whole collsetion in 4
quife unconnected way. T had to (uke reat pains o
rearrange the posm by n elose and eareful study of the text.
The ineongruities of the original compilation have, T hope, now
heen almost entirely removed. The compiler has informed me
that the melodrama was intsrspersod with prose portions in the
form of dislogues, which he could not collect. 8o the p resent
text cannot he called perfoct or fanltless,

The subject of this ballad is & histarieal one, The places
mentioned in it,—Kanchanpur, Baman Kandi, the river Dhanu
(fit. bow), ete,, wre within the jurisdiction of the subdivision
of Natrakonn and under the poliee-station of Khaliajuri.
Fifteen miles to the north of Rahamatpur lies the vast marsh
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known as * Tular Howeor," To the east of this Hawoer lie
Baman Kandi, Baidar Dighi, Thakur Baric Bhita, Ulun Kandi
and other places reduced to mounds,—onee associnted with
the gipsies and the unfortunate hero of the tale —Naderchand.
These places nre now void of human habifation, but in the
adjoining low lnnds one may ses in their proper season, the
vich crops of shali ries hending low with their gold-colonred
ears—rpandy for the repper's seylhe,

The people relate many incidonts of the life of Naderchand
associnted with the locality, The Baidar Dighi is the tank
dug by the gipsy leader Homra in the purt of the town,
called e Kandi, and the Thaknr Barir Bhita represents
the spot where onee stood the pslace of the Brahmin Rajn.

People Turther north have, in eecent years, ndvanced a
claim oo the incidents of the play as having taken place in
their own locality. There isn Bamangaon in Susang Dergapur,
near the Garo Hills, Tt is within 6 miles of Jigatala—the
native village of the reputed song-master Azim Gayen. The
nearness ol this Bamangaon (o the river Kangsha and
to the Guaro Hiils has made some people imagine that the
dwelling place of the Brahmin lord once stoad here ; anid loeal
tradition, probubly of n much later ovigin, has tried to asso-
ciate the incidents of the Dallad with this plaee.  This teadi-
tion misy have got wlditionnl support from the desire of
some of the singers af Jizatala to leing the seone of the
melodrama nearer their own home,

But we find in the ballad itsell that Homra the gipsy-
chiel was a native of the Juinta Hills which is hut an
castern continuation of the ranges named the Goaro aod the
Khasin Wills, Tt is stated in this song that the gipsies look
ane full month to reach Baman Kandi from their native hills,
The Bamangaon of Durgapur is only 3 or 4 milex from the
Jaints Hills whereas the Bamnn Kandi near Zulor Hawor
is about 60 miles to the north of those hills. Naderchand
took some months to veach the Juinta IHillk in quest of
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Mahua. OFf course neither the gipsiss nor the Brahmin lord
made one continuons journey, halting as they did at several
stations,—the former in response to professional engngements
and the latter in course of his search. Nor are the accounts
given by the poet of time and space to be absolutely trusted,
though the story is founded on facts. Yet froma perusal of
the whole ballad it appears certain that the tradition which
came down to the poet was that the home of the gipsies was
far away from the village of Baman Kandi. It could hy
no means be ounly 2 or 3 miles. Besides the name of the
village as mentioned in the ballad is Baman Kaudi and not
Bamangaon.

The bullad is written in the unadorned dialect of the
rustics, but whether from the standpoint of supreme interest
aathered round n complicated plot, or of the simple grandeur
of the characters of the hero and the hercine, or from the
poiuts of view of freedom from all convention and a rapid
succession of thrilling but romantic dramatie situations, it has
a unique position in the whole range of Bengali Literature.
And we bail Dyviju Kanai for having vindieated the glory in
the domnin of poetry of the Namn Sudra community whom
we lave hranded as a depressed caste and maltreated for
centuries,

The drams  ovidently belongs to the romantie school,
but its romonce is tonmed down by a great many realistic
incidents. Is brevity more than earns the compliment of
the great poet who defings that gquality ns the sanl of wit"
—hy ft= striking contrast with the well-known verbosily of
the classical schonl of Bengali poetry.  The situations erented
often ronch the level of idealism, but they move with o drama-
tic spead, scarcely giving the readers an opportunity to
indulge in extravagant faney. It will indeod be diffienlt to
find another work in our literature which can approach the
excellence of Mahua in respect of perfection of plot,
yomantic situations, richness of realistic incidents, brevity,
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force and literary zeace. lIts language is cortainly erude, to
which objection may be taken in some quarters. Bub for
this crudencss, we wonld have sot moerely o string of glitter-
ing syllables, artificinl and true to convenlion, and not the
genuine expression of (he people's heart as disclosed in this
remarkable book. Couched in the coarse languuge of the
people, suveringly culled the pelois, this melodramn  carries
an intense poetie interest, shewing the fire that burns in
the heart of our people, holy as the light of a temple on
the bauks of the sacred river

In conclusion | take the liberly of quoting Lelow a lettor
written to me in appreciation of Malna by my extesmed friend
Dr, Stella Keamrisch, D, our well-known eritic of Indian
Art.

23 Towarus Huan,
o5tk Maveh. T425.
Dhisn Siw,

1 wanted to write ta yoi Ale very evening when 1 hal the great
ivilege of ligkening 1o vour rewding of the téanslation of " Muhua"
Ertl[urtumlul_r I wae scideil with fover on my return home.  All the time
Mahu, Naderchand; numd the gipsies oo vonnd me and keptoma in & worlil
hitherto anknown (o me, where emotions ae deep and yel ns simple 2
nursery thywes, where nature echoes the voice of the fnman heart wmid
man id spontancons.  Yet he fils into the plat ae the seasons, which
aceompany his happiness and yearmings, fit into the conrse of the year

Tho whole nelodramn is welilal together by o miasic of smatione and yot
svery charactar statids ot by sl Mabua's love sud hervie dealh are
not symbols of traneseodents] valoe. They have no other religion
that of the human heart in all it purity and strength. How dispassdonatel
is Homm, the gipsy leader, Maling's foster father, represented ! 1is m'lti
anl ernelly do it appear s <ubl, ey seem to be acts of subjoctive justics
—thal i 1 ssy even bita figyre his so moeh luman appeal that we are boumnd
to feel with lum. Awd so 1k i with evory one of thum.  Palanks, the
maiden, Malma's devotisd Tricl, redeems the stern Tervour of the astion by
o Irrienl tondarness, natiral and fresh like a Hlower and nevor sontimental.

Woman plays thu leuding part (o ode dnoans. Homed b tothing but
setting and feame for Malina®s actions, and Nadorehand, the youthful Beabmin
lord, is the objret whieh enables ber to realee Ler ddevation and greataness,

The plav—tmt it iz hallad—ouly it makes me wish to see it acted in
all ite dramatic poubisums—rishes an inone straizht hoe from leginning
L elimay nied thess iL beeaks down,  {lunudors anil situations are skotohed
with utmest economy, that makes them so distinet aod ut the sume time as
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elosely interwoven as the variegated melodies of n song.  Fash person has
u buneof Dia own ; cne need not know the vams nor see Lhe astor, yub one s
bound o vecognize hini,

The simple intensity of somposition and dietion remimied me of that
slapdard work oI medieval Furopean Litnralure—" Aucassin and Nieoletie';
thare too tho nareow prejmdices of sovicty do not soncern hero and beroine.
Al there ap to now wo koew of the convection awd similarity of folk-
literaturs in differeut countries and sour * Falk Litursture of Bengal *
fornieheld us with frstoband maleeial.  Bub we were uhable to witness the
affinitey of people’s pont ry ok on the verze where folklore and art hecome
ont,  Also ws far as my knowlalgo of Dilfan hitemdtome goea, I'do not know
of muyilhing similarely Fresh and fowalinte.  Every sentente of theamels-
drama. Mahus can stanid by itsolf il Is linal, T8 needs bo oroument and
ie explanation.  Bowggal voust be prowd to bmve recoversd soeh o treasure
of her own—aund vou told me that i konly s of many. 1 sinserel
bope your splendil tiscovery will fimd as much appreciation in Bengal ue
as it & bowmd to get From all connoiesones of fitemtum in Europo aml 1 am
ansioualy looking forwand 1o the piblicatim of all the ballads of Bongul,

Thanking you it mare for the zront plewsure of having come 10 know
of these unique pivecs of literature,

Yuurs sincerely,
Stents Enamiscin.

Chandrs Kumar collected this powm from several persons.
For the major portion of it he i< indebted to Umesh Chandra
De and to Shek Asakali of Mashkn, n villnge in Netrokann. The
Iatter was already 80 yoars old when Chandra Kumar approached
him for the song about two years ago. He alsogot great
help from Nashu Shek of Ghorali.  Both Masklia and Ghorali
ara near the postal town of Sandikonn in Enstern Mymensingh.
Some of the songs of the latter part of the ballad were taken
down by the compiler in penvil as a ploughman was singing
thera while engaged in fiell-wark. All these men are perfectly
illiterate. It is said that thers is'still o party of professional
singers at Mashka, who sing Mahua,

I received the poem of Muhua from Babu Chandra
Kumar De on the 9th of Mareh, 1921,

DINESH CHANDRA SEN,
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MAHUA THE GIPSY GIRL

1. Hosupa—rue Girsy-Lesug.

It takes six months to rench the Garo Hills by land.
Boyond these hills are the snowy ruges of the Himalsyas,
And far on the other side of thess ranges thoere are Seven
Sens,  The Sun and the Moon do nob illuminale these regions.
No linmnn form moves there. The impenstrable forests are
infested with tigers and beiars.

Close 1o these forests, there was, however, st one time a
stmull settlement of men.  Their leader was Hempei—a gipsy,
O my friends, Hindus and Mahomedans, listen to the story of
this gipsy-chief. He was a robber—the luder of o gang, and
had s younger brother named Mainks,  Thoy winndered about
in various places. T shall now relate to you af some length the
wonderful story of this band of zipsies.

Onee they travelled far and reached the banks of the
Dhanu (lit., the bow). There stood a village on its banks
culled Kanchanpur, in which dwelt au old Brahmin who had a
beautiful bahy-girl. The child was six months old, Towards
the end of the night Homra, the leader of the gipsies, stoie her
and fled sway.

The girl of six months grew to be one year old, and like a
bhird was thus caged and nurtured in the house of the gipsy—till
she came to be n damsel of sixteen years—an expert player ex-
celling chivfly in rope-dancing. Her beauty was so dazzling that
she looked like a gem on o serpent’s hood or a bright stone in a
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dark house, Whoever saw ler was charmed. When she
walked, her long-flowing tresses seemed to touch her very
ankles. One could see the ehampe Hower blooming, as it
were, on her cheeks, Her large and bright eyes were as lovely
ns evening stars. No one who saw her for a moment
ever forgot her, Even s saint would harbour thoughts of her
in his mind, forgetting his ascetic vows.

With this girl Homra wandered shout from place to place.
Delighted with her handsome looks, Homra's wife guve her
the name of * Mahuoa* (after that of a wilil flower that grows
in hilly places). L, 1-36.

2 Scexk: Tue Gano Hivws,

Homra addressed his brother Midiinka and said * Lot us,
O brother, 2o to some distant plsce Lo exhibit our leals.”

Mainkn said, " Very wall, let ns start on Friday noxt.”

On thy worning of Friday the gipsivs packed up their
things and got ready for the journey.

Homra, the leuder of the parly, went aluad of the othees,
followed by his brother Mainks, and behind  them their
wimerons  players, talking and shouting. They took with
them ocamps, rupes auild  bamboos, hesides  trained parrots,
jnekdaws, wold-beaked ®dagols’ and other birds in cuges.
Horses and asses they hind muny in their teain and took with
them also the charmaid bone of & Chandal—their talisman
of sueeess.  There were many  tained  dogs with them for
pursting and seizing foxes and  poreupines. Thus they
travellsd many & mils in jubilant spiriis.

With them went Mohua—the beatiful one.  Morrily
ditl she go talking gaily with her companion Pilanka. Many
dnys pesod on the way and at the el of the month they
penehied a villaze nemed Bamonkpndi, Ll 1-10.
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3. Tare Covnr of NADERCHAND,

The lord of the village was Naderchand —the Brahmin
youth. Sarvounded by his fricads and conrtiers he sat res-
plendent like the moon among the stars. The messenger
Langra approached him and said,  Hear me, O lord, a new band
of gipsivs hns arrived inour city. They want to show their
feats of skill. With them is & young woman. She is very
handsome. Tn Tact [ lave never seen n maiden ns beantifal as
this gipsy-girl.”

When Naularehnnd heard this, e rose up and went to the
inner apartment, and sluting his mother, said," A new band
of gipsies has come 10 anr town. They want to give a show,
If you have no ohjection, O mother, [ wish to engage
them.”

Maother,
“ What will be thi cost 2"

Naderchond,

“ A handred rupses,”

MHallier,

# Yas, you may engoge them, let thew have their show
in the outer court of vue palace.” Ll 1-18.

1. Tae Gresv Snaows,

Homra called his hrother MaAinka nnd said “ Take the
bows and the quiver full of arrows. Let us go to the house of
the young lord to exhibit our fests” Saying this Homra
beat his drum. At the sound the people of the town began to
run to the spot from all divections.
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One man said to auother, * Thera is going to be at the
house of our lord an exhibition hy the gipsies. TLet us
hurry on."”

People sat on nll sides and the young lord took his
place in the midst of them and began to peep this way and
that with curiosity.

As soon as the gipsy-girl appeared on the seene nnd
gracefully shook the long hamboo, Naderchand, who had sat
in the midst of Lis men, at once stood up steadily gazing
at her. But when the girl ascended the top of the bamhoo
and began to show her skill, the young lord nnxiously
cried out, * Ah me, she may [all down from that height
and die ! "

She stood at the top of the bamboo and sang beating the
tabor with her own hands, her bracelets making a jingling
sound as she did so. Smiling she said from her place of
eminence :—

“ I have shown my tricks, now [ must have some reward
from our young lord." But within her heart she thousht,
“May I win his heart, that will be my best reward."” Nader-
chand at onee presented his shawl, worth a thousand rupees, to
her, and besides gave her a great sum of money.

Homra prayed for a house to live in; the youth at once
made him a grant of a good plot of land, "Phe gift was made
by a regular document. He nlso gave sufficient rice and other
food-stufls to the party to last for many months,

Naderchand said, * Now you have got lands from me and
the documents are in your hands.  Go to the part of my town
ealled ¢ Ulvakdndi * where your Iand is and huild o good howuse
thers,”

A fine house was built on the. plot of land. But Mahua,
as she entared the houss, began to weep.

Her foster-father planted brinjal-plants and said, * Do not
weep, dear Mahua, I will sell brinjals and with the price buy
a necklace for you."
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In the new garden ho produced quantities of bean and
gently said to Mahua, “What good will there be with all these
if you, my desr girl, do not stay with me ¥ Say, that you will,
or T will cut my own throat.”

The edible roots grew plentifully in the garden and the old
gipsy promised Mahus a pair of hraeelets from the sale of these.
From the proceeds of the salv of banunas he said he would
buy her a beautiful chain.

The thatch-walls of the garden-house iwere decorated
with glass doors and it was protected on all sides by a fence
of plants.

One day he killed some pigeons, geese and parrols and
snid to the girl, * Cook a nice curry with these. Do not
forget to put into it spices, specially the tkalijira’ {cumin
seed),"

Thus did Homes, the gipsy, tey to please Mahus and
keep her engaged in the garden house, L. 1-38.

5. NADERCHANU AND MAnuUA AT THE RIvEa-GHAT,

One day Naderchand was passing that way. 1t was
evening and the lamps were newly lighted in the houses by
the way-side. Mahua was returning home having shown her
dancing in the town, ITe met her all alone and xaid softly,
“ Will you wait a little to hear me, 0 maiden * When the
moon-beams gently spread in the enstern horizon amd the
sun fades in the west, may 1 to-morrow at such an hour
expect you at the river-ghat ail alone? II the pitcher in your
arms proves too heavy after it is filled with water, T will be
there, desr ma iden, to help yoo in lifting it up.”

With the pitcher of water she went lo the river
side in the evening. Naderchand wns already thers waiting
for her.

¥ Nigebla bandie i
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Nuaderohand,

“You are so intent on filling your pitcher with water, do
you recollect, dear maiden, what | told you yesterday 2

Mahwe.

“But, O Prince, O stranger, not a word do T recollect
of what, you say, you have told me.”

Nadevehamd,

* 8o young, so fresh, and yet so forgetful | It is only one
night sinee thut [ told you.”

Aaxhvein.

“Bul you are a stranger, Prince, I feel greatly embar-
rassed in talking with you.”

=-Naderchand,

“You have pushed the pitcher into the water, maiden, and
gentle ripples have arisen.  How beantiful you look! Smile
on ma, maiden, and speak to me. There is none here to see
us, Who is your father and who your mother ¥ Where used
you to be, maiden, hefore you came to our town 3"

Mah Ha,

“1 have no parents, Prince, no, nor any heother to call
mine own, I am like a weed turned adrift in the stroam. [1l-
starred am I, O Prince, T have become a gipsy living among
the gipsies. With the fire in my heart T am inwardly
consumed. There is nome here to feel for me—to whom I
may open my heart! You have n beautiful wife, O Prince,
and happy are you at your home with her,”
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Naderehand,

“Hard s your heart like stone, O fair maiden, your words
are untrue, [ Bave no wile, T am still unmarried, Hard iz
vour heart and hand is the heart of your parents | They have
not yet given you n mate. You are allowing your youth to
pass in vain."”

Makn,

* Hard is your heart, and hard the heart of your parents!
No bride have they given you though you are w grown mun,
0 stranger.”

Naderehand,

“ True, dear girl, my heart is hard und hard is the heart of
my parents, but T assure yon il 1 eould win one like you, 1
would not remain hard but become s tender hushand,”

Mulwa (alfecting to be angry ).

*“You are o shameless youth to say so. Your words are
insulting. Get a pitcher and tie it round your neck and
(rown yoursell in the river,”

Nadderelhanid.

* Gladly do 1 take your sentenee, fair maiden. Do you bo
the strenm and [ will drown mysell thegein," Ll 1-44.

B, Pavasga asv Manua.
LPalanka,
* By my life hear me, O sister Mahua. Will yon not tell me
the secret of your heart 7 Why do you go to the river-ghat in

the evening allalone? You spend the whole night weeping ;
I can detect the traves of your tears on your checks. T'ell me
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in confidence the renson of all this, Why is it that you
often sigh and gazo in the direction of the Brahmin lord’s
palace 7 The rumour here is thst Naderchand has gota
faney for you and that he is charmed by your songs.”

Softly did Muhun well her story. ** How can I, O dear
Palankn, soothe the pain of my heart! Let us go away
from this country. 1 huve tried my liest but it is not possible
to change the mind's course, I cannot bring it to reason.
It will not listen to good counsel.”  (8he weeps,)

Pualanka,

* You should follow my advice, dear sister; for seven days
stop going to the river-ghut. 17 he comes here to enquire, 1
will tell bim, * Mahua, the beautiful one, died last night.’

Hahne (softly).

“Of Ido not see him for a day, that will itself kill me.
The sun and the moon and you, my dear companion, be my
witness. This Brahmin youth is the husband of my heart.
I may go with the gipsies wherever they may lead me, but,
belisve me thery is none amongst you who hias now the power
te bind me to this party. With him will T go, no matter
where he leads me, Unless I can do this, T will either
take poison or tie u rope round my neck and hang myself.”

7. Homaa A¥D MAINKEA TALK BETWEEN THEMSELVES,

Heomreeo,

“T tell you, hrother Mainks, we must leave this place nnd
go elsowhere.  What shall T do with this goodly looking house
and garden ?  Far better to live a-begging from door to
door. Have you not heard, dear brother, that my daughter
Mauhun is crazed about the Brahmin lord 1™
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Mainka.

“What wonsense you talk, O brother ? How can we
leave this beautiful place ? The landing steps of our tank
are made of stone, This lovely tank of ours is full of water
to the brim. Look there, our fields smile near the garden-
house, The *shali' crops are ripe; they nre gold-coloured,
When we grind these we shall have good * ehira * for our meal.
Do not, for goollness sake, leave this country.” L. 1-10.

8. Tae Sriir Hour or Nigur. Mauva axn
NADERCHAND MEET.

The month of March is about to pass and the smile of
April is already upon nature. From the bougls of the treesthe
gay note of the cuckoo is heard. It sings *coo-00." The crops
of *shali' rice with their flowering ears, full of ripe grain,
have spread a charm over the flelds. At midnight Nader-
chand rose from his sleep. He took up his flute nnd sig-
nalled to Mahua, TIn the sky the skylark was singing.

At the sound of the fAute the beautiful one awoke, The
houses were all newly huilt and the gipsies slept soundly
in them, She was maddened by the flute and came out of
the house. With slow steps the damsel advanced towards the
landing-ghat of the river and there met Naderchand, who
ahsorbed in his emotion, wae still plaging the flute. She
ran to hiz embrace and he said tenderly, 1 will leave my
parents, my palace and my riches, With you I will go to a
distant country.”

The gipsy-gir! wept and hung like & creeper on his neck
and said, *“1 am helpless like u bird kept in a cage. Were
you a flower, my love, I would hide you in my braids. I
swear by you I will put an end to my life. Let uy put, Go
back to your pulace and leave me. Do not, T pray you, for
my sake trouhle yourself.”

&
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She sobbed and ended here. Both were talking in this
way, bul a pair of piercing eyes pursued them all the while
without their knowledze. He was on the track, following
n little behind.

When the dawn peered through the east Naderchand
returneld to his palace. And with a pitcher in her arms
Mahun eame to the landing-ghat, Ll 1-28,

9. Twrik Lasr Meerive 1% 1ug Tows,
Mahe,

“To-night we are going to leave this town of YOurs, my
lord. I shall go with my foster-father and mother. This is
the end, we shall meet no more. Never again shall we see ench
other. O how cruel! How can I live without seeing you ?
I am a helpless woman and must think of honour and
caste. How oan I go against the will of my elders? T leave
my sweet garden-home and leave yow. Alns, how shall T
control my mad heart ? No more shall I hear, my lord,
your sweet flute calling me! No more shall 1 pass happy
nights, all-wakeful and happy in your company ! And no
more shall 1 wake from sleep to see your sweet face again !
No more shall T wander by the river-side in your company |

“Before I end, one word more, If ever you should feel
a desire to meet me after this, come, some dsys hence, to the
north (in the Garo Hills) and look for a house there fenced with
long veeds and with doors open to the south, There shall we
stay for some months before going on our wanderings again. If
you come to that house of oars, you will find its hospitable doors
open for you. How glad shall I be to spread a seat-for you and
serve  you with ‘chire" of the ‘shali’ rice, good bananas
and curd made from buffalo milk.

* But perbaps this is the last meeting, and we shall never
see each othor again.” L1, 1-27,






Flight with the Treasure

* The gipsics all Hed from the land of Naderchand,
the Bralman lord."”
Makwas p. 11
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10. Tur Grestes Desert TEE PrAce,

Homra to Mainka.

“«1 am confirmed in my suspicion, T will not stay bere &
moment more. Let the garden and the house go to hell
No mors do 1 care for the *shali® crops which are now ripe.
By my life, O brother, we should not stay in this place for a
day more."

They took their bamboos and ropes and ll the rest of their
possessions, In the dark night the gipsies all fled from the
land of Naderchand—the Brahman lornl.

They left the beautiful houses they hwl built, the crops
in the field and their garden of fruit-trecs. People were
nstonished at their sudden disappearance.

But when the young lord heard of it, hie had just sat down
toeat: the food he hud lifted to his mouth dropped [rom his baod;
his parents asked him many questions but b gave no reply.
People said the younz lord had lost his reason, Ll 1-12.

11. Napencuasp Resouves 10 Leave nis Taws.
Naderchand (slone).

“Phe house is falling down with the rool anrepiired.  The
bird is flown uway, the cage romains, Ilere ull alonw she
«wb in the courtyard and wove garlands of flowers cleverly
without a string.

“ Days and months have passed wnd no more shall we see
cach other, 1 was a good Brahmin but my luek has ordained it
otherwise,”

Naderchand lo his Mother,
“ Make my rice ready, mother, for dinner. 1o not stand

in my way. 1 am bound for distant lands, fo visit the
fur-off shrines. Give me permission, O mother.
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The Moiher,

“ Dear as the apple of my eyes are you my son! A moment
parted from you, I feel pangs of age-long separation. You
are my only son. There is none in this our palace for whom
to light the evening lamp. With you I would happily
share the fate of n beggar but not ihe plensures of a
palace without you. How many wintry nights, dear son,
did T not spend waking and watching you asn baby! What
pains and anxieties 1 passed through, covering vou with my
sadi, when my own uncovered back lay exposed o the
hiting cold! How can the pangs of a mother's heart be
expressed | If the son dies, far away in a foreign land,
before any one has known it, the notice comes first to the
mother's heart in a strange manner. No, I ean never recon-
cile myself to parting from you. If you leave (he palace,
dear son, I will die of broken heari.” Ll 1-25.

12 Naverosaso Leaves uis Hoxue.

It was the very depth of night. What did the hapless
Naderchand dot  He entered the room of his mothes silently
and bowed to hor,—sleeping. He called the sun and the moon
to witness and said, “To-day T leave this palace and everything
that 1 bave so long ecalled my own. T am now bound for
strange lands. T leave my parents and other inmates of the
house.  Though I had all that people wish for, | give up my
all of my own aceord,”

He bowed to the sky which gets lig

bt trom the sun,
the moon and the stars.  He howed to

his parents.
Ln that dark snd silent hour of night Naderchand hecime
homeless for the sake of the gipsy-girl, Ll 110
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13. NADERCHASD seanCcHEs MAHUA.

He is not looking for the shrines—Benares, Gys and
Brindaban. "What does he care for these? It is the gipsy-girl
whom he is seeking,

One month passed, then two months; three months passed
and no clue did he get as to where Mahua had gone,

Where are the Jaiter hills about which she spoke? Like
a madman did Naderchand wander about duy and night.
Travellers he saw going by the way ; and of them he enquired,
if they had sesn a parly of gipsies going. The cowhoys ran
in the fleld and played, and our young lord asked them, * Huve
you sesn & girl of the name of Mahun® Her eyes are
beautiful ns a pair of stars and  her hair like clouds.
Has my sweet parrol flown to these skies? The beantiful
one ascends the tall bamboos and dances on the rope. Her
curling hair gracefully bangs about her face, TIf she sits
in u dark room her dazzling colour shines like bright gold!
With such an one does the gipsy-leader wander from place
to place.  In the garden the flowers bloom and on the hills
bright stones sparkle ; bul none so beautiful us she: mad am
I ufter heet

* How lovely the landing steps of the river here!  Suvely
she filled her pitchor from these steps. Feign woald 1 be
drowned in this stream hallowed by (he toueh of my loye!

“This is the path she frod. How happy [ would have heen
to vateh a sight of her from the distance if T hud Leon here at
the time |

“Alns, how am I to meet you, Mshun? Did we not vow
to each other that sepuration even for n day would kil us !

“Ye birds that fly in the sky—ye ses things frem far.
Can ye tell me what path the gipsies hinvs takoy =

L] L] L] ] L]
He could tell from the signs the place where Mahua had
cooked her meal. He sat there und wept. He saw the signs
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of horses’ hoofs and the grass with bindes half-eaten by the
goats of the gipsies. He understood that they had been
there during March and April,

May and June passed in this way. The younz wanderer
trod the uneven paths of the waste-land, weeping,

Then came July and August in succession, The clouds
pussed from the castern horizon to the western, roaring. And
soalso passed September and October.  All these months Nader-
chand wandered about night ‘and day seeking the gipsy-girl
in every direction,

In the month of Ovlober the goddess Durga nsed to be
worshipped at liis home with great pomp.  Bul this year the
temple was without her image. The parents wept and the
kinsmen lay plunged in deep sorrow.

And he, alterustely burning in the rayz of the sun and
drenched in rin, passed his days and uights in agony
all alone.

In November the mothers of Bengal worshipped the
god Kartikeya praying for the welfare of their sons. But
the eyes of his poor mother were blinded by tears.

In December, however, when the cold had not yet become
severe on the banks of the Kangsha, he suddenly met Mahua.
It was as though the parched lips had found a drop of wuter
or the mad bee the scent of u full-blown lotus. Ll 1-45.

14 Tae Guest,

A stranger is the guest at the house to-day.

Mahua with a pitcher in hand goes o the river for water.

The people of the party whisperingly say, “ Ah, her
youthful charms have grown pale aud faded.”

“She oeither sleeps in the night nor takes her usual
meals. She says there &5 pain in her head which maddens
her and that her body aches continually and she spreads
her own av/i on the floor and lies down there and wesps.
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She seldom cooks, or plays with her comrades. Thus si:
months have passed—her life is despaired of,

“But what a strange change to-day! One, dead these six
months, is won over to the fresh vigour of life,”

She goes to the river-ghat and cooks her meal. The
guest partakes of it giring up his caste.

Homra,

* Brother Mainka, I will examine to-day what sort of ma
this stranger is.” (To the guest.) “ Live with me, O lad. Ou
avocation is to give acrobatic exhibitions with bamboos ani
ropes, Ishsll get you trained in our art. Carefully learn it
All the year round we travel in the country-side showing ou
feats.” LL 1-2(

15, Hosra oFrEns a KNTPE To MABUA.

It was s dark night and the stars sparkled in the sk
Homra, the gipsy leader, meditated long and resolved to d
something,

On the banks of the Kangsha there was a hijal tree
Nnderchand had made a bed of leaves under the tree an
was sleeping.

Mahua was sleeping quietly in her bed. Homra went nea
her and called aloud, ** Awake, O daughter. I have reare
you up these sixteen summers. You must obey me fo-da
that is the reward I ask for all my pains.”

Mahua had bLeen dreaming of her guest and the voice ¢
her father passed by lLer ears like the roaring of cloud
Bhe rose up from her bed, all startled. As she opened her eye
they met her foster-father's which burnt like flaming fire
He said, “Take this knife and go to the river-side. Nade
chand is sleeping there. You are to kill him at once and the
throw the blood-tinged knife into the river, What pains hav
I not taken to bring you up! Believe me, this stranger know
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hypnotism. He is our enemy, You must plunge this knife
into his heart straight.”

There was no moon, and the stars that had been
visible had disappeared. The lovely sky with the golden
moon-heams was now overcast with elonds and looked like &
sealed book.

She hesitated for a moment and then took the knife and
went where the Brahmin lord was sleeping. Her long tresses,
in their wavy dance, aspired to touch her very ankles, and fears
were falling from her eyes, She turned like one insane and
could not devise any means of escape. Ll 1-28,

16. Manva coes To THE River-cmar axp WEEPs.

She tried to turn her heart into steel and sat near the bed
of the sleaping Naderchand. O how handsome did he look !
1t was as though the moon had fallen from the sky down on
the river-banks. She lifted the knife once, lifted it twice
and then a third time. Each time she dropped it and then
softly said, * How long will you sleep, O youth? TLook and
see your unfortunate Mahua weeping, My father's heart is
made of stone ; his order is that I should kill yon. Bat how
enn 1 do so? Hard as stone is the heart of my father and
hard ns stone is my own heart. How can one think that 1
eould be n monster like that and return home after killing
you? Our lamp is lighted witn butter ; how can this light he
blown out by the breath of my mouth? The order of my
father is eruel as my death-sentence. But stop, I will ohey
my parents one way. Here see the knife, Its blade is
smeared with peisen. 1 will plunge it into my own heart,”

He had been dreaming of her in his sleep,  And now he
saw her resolved to put un end to herself.
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Malua,

" My parents aro cruel sod my own heart no less. They
have ordered me to kill you and T have come here for that
purpose. But that cannot be. If T kill myself, all your
trouble will ceasc. Go back home ss fast ns you ean and
return to the wrms of your mother, whose treasure you are,
Get a beautiful damsel for your bride, marry her and be
happy. You are a molile mun—n prince. 1 have been like
death to your happy home, 1 lost my senses and obeyed
an impulse without considering what was right and what was
wrong aud of the eonsequences.”

(She tries to thrnat the kuife into her heart,  Naderehand
ealehes kald of her hand and stops her.)

Naoderehand.

* Muhua, T have loft my father and mother and the honour
of my high easte, all for your sake. I am likea hee faseinated
by a charming MNower—Mahua. . For your sake have I
wandered all over the country like a madman. Were I to
leave you now, no more would I return home. How could I do
507 My caste is gone. Glad am 1 that 1 bave given it up
for your sake. If it is to he my cruel fate thut T shall not
win you, I pray, with thy tender hands lift up the knife
again and kill me."

Mahwa.

“No, my love, that cannot be. T will leave my puarents
and home to-day. T will have nothing more to do with them,
I will go with you to w distant land if you will take me in yonr
kindness. Where shall we 20 you ask 7—to where our eyes
will lead. We shall snter the depths of the hilly lands, full of
Jungles, to hide ourselves. My father hns fine steeds; there
on yonder bank of the river is his stalile ; let us mount two

3
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of them and flee. My parents will not know nor any one
else. Wae shall call the sun and the moon to witness and leave
the place.”

The thin clouds in the east showed the glamour of the
dawn over the banks of the river and they rode together by
the river-sile—happy in the thought of escape. They looked
glorious as the sun and the moon. They applied their whips,
and the steeds flew like hirds of the air—with the utmost speed.

Ll 1-54.

17. A RiIvEr StREAM—THEY STAXD PACING IT.
Mahue.

“O steeds of my father’s stall, go back to his home—
now far away. Say to my parents ' Your daughter Mahua has
been killed by a tiger.'”

She unbridled the horses and then slapped them affec:
tionately on their backs. They ran back swiftly by the way
they had come.

* Look, O Prince,” said Mshua, **at the furious waves of
the hilly stream. How can we cross thist *

She prayed to the stream saying, “ May there be some
shoals in you [or a little time, so that we may get over to
the other side."”

But they found no shoals underneath their feet, Instead
the waves rose Ligh as the wind was against the tide. Just
ot that moment they espied a boat approsching. * These are
not white birds but the sails of a boat. By this boat shall we
go whatever muy befall us,” They said and thanked their
stars.

He called out to the master of the boat, * Your boat
travels far and near. We two souls are hers and do not
know how lo get to the other side of the river. If you will

kindly help us to do so, we may be saved from perishing on
this lonely bank.”
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The merchant looked at Mahus and fult the intoxicating
influence of her beauty., He orderad the onrsmen to stay the
boat there.

Mahua and Naderchand stepped in. And the boat flew
with the speed of the wind. Ll 1-22.

18, Tue Traceny 1% o Mencaant's VesseL,

The merchant wondered as to how he could secure Mahua,
whose beauty had influmed his mind. Seeretly did he form a
plot with the boatmen. The boat waut against/the tide.

And Naderchand was seen in the deep waters, struggling.
The Dblack whirlpools at the edge of the tide forcibly
drowned whatever came in their way, and Naderchand fell
into one of these, * Adieu, my parents, never more shall I
¢ee you again | Adien, dear Mahus, remember me. We part
for ever Lo-day."

“The waves that have carried my Naderchand will also
carry me.” Baying this she tried to jump into the water; but
the hoatmen forcibly stopped her. O how cruel is the wicked
merchant |

The Merchant.

“ Youreyes are large and dark, your bair long and glossy,
fair maiden. Good luck has made me a gift of its choicest
flower to.day,

“ Do not, dear damsel, allow your precious youth to pass in
vain. HReturn my great love for you and make me happy.
Is it not strange, that though golden is the boat, there is
none to steer it on. If youth passes away, the world will not
hold you, maiden, in the same regard. Do not bud-like, O my
little treasure, conceal your sweetness, but like the full-blown
flower yield it to the air. DBelieve me, my life is in your
hands. You muny make it happy if you will.
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**Golden ornaments T shall give vou and & beautiful blue
‘sadi’ For your ears and nose golden flowerets will be
ordered. Scented will be your long tresses with oil. Many
servants and maids have I at home and they will vie with one
another in carrying out your least desire. They will' wash
your feet, dear maiden, nund muke for you the softest bed,
In winter T will get fine blankets of cotton and wrappers for
you and roaidservants will stand near you, awaiting orders,

“ Elephants and horses have 1 in my stall and also
men-at-arms.  You will be the mistress of them all. Goodly
tanks have I in my garden-house with landing steps of
stone. There we shall bathe, swim and sport like two happy
water-birds, Adjoining my home is a fine flower-garden.
Evening and morning shall we walk there plucking flowers
in full blossom.

“How pleasantly shall we pass our nights together | In
winter, fair maiden, you will be warmed by my bosom and feel
no cold. Should the bed seem hard for your tender body, on
my soft breast will you sleep, I will mysult prepare betels for
you and sweetly offer them to your mouth. We will be always
together, eat together and sleep entwined in each other's
wrms.  And when 1 shall travel in distant countries for trade
you will go with me visiting shores far and near. Dismonds
and precious stones 1 will collest by trade ; the treasure will be
thine. I will give you & necklucs worth o lakh of silyer.
coins, Many things more shinl] 1 present to you und you will
seg how I Tulill to the letter every word that I have said. Your
shell-bracelets will be plated with gold, the costly wdayatara sadi
—ils deep black, ull inlnid with precious stones and pearls—
shull T purchase for you for another lakh of silver coins, 1 will
give you besides a waist-helt adorned with stones, and in your
anklets golden pendants will make » merry Jingling sound—
“orunn runu, jhunw jhun’”

When she heard all his tempting words, what, think
you, did  Mahun do? Fine betels she prepared for the
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merchant who professed such love, With lime and catechu she
mixed venom of adder secured from the hills, which she
had kept concealed under her head-dress.! Smiling and play-
ful she put one of these into the mouth of the merchant.
He, charmed by her sweet smile, nsked her to come to his arms.
But she in the meantime had distributed her betels amongst
the boatmen as well. They yawned and fell into s deep sleep
a8 the venom spread swiftly through their veins. She had
been smiling all the while, but now she lauglied like a witeh,
The poisoned knife was with her, She out to pieces the ropes
of the anchors, Toe merchant Iny unconscious in his boat.
She took an axe in her hand and broke open the keel and
the lower planks. And then before tho boat sank, jumped into
the waters. Swimming over the waves she saw the boat with
its crew and cargo slowly sinking down. L\ 1-64.

19. A Fowesr ox tiE Ornek Siok or 1R Rivesn.
Mahuee looks around all alone,

Who taked notice of the flower that blooms and hides it-
self in a corner and of the dismond that sparkles in the mine ?
The maiden suffered her lot alone unheeded by any., * Where
has he been carried by the waves " She asks of the birds of
the air and of the beasts in the wilderness. “0 tigers and
bears, feast upon my body and satisfy your hunger ; hut first
let me have some tidings of him. 1 was the daughter of the
gipsy-leader but loving o stranger I left my home.”

The pescocks sal on the boughs of trees and she asks of
them information about her lover like u mudwoman. * Alas !
the precious necklace of my breast is lost in deep waters—un-
bappy that I am. God has no merey for me, to whom shall
I appeal ¢ LL 1-14.

¥ The ludinn gipsbes geseenlly ey puisinus drags suil vunom of adders will tham
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20, Tue BrORY OF A BTHANGE SANNYAST,

The trees yvislled no Fruit and the river lay at a distance.
She becams wenk and unable to walk for hunger and thirst.

The big bears of the forest passed by bul they did not
kill the unfortunate Mahus thouzh she longed for death. The
big reptiles that swallowed goats and deer took another path
as Lhey espiod the wretched girl.

“ How can I forget him who made himself so miserable
for me, giving up his vast riches and the comforts of home ?
All that a man would covet he had ; but he gave them up for
me. He beeame n wanderer in the foresls and on the river
banks for my love,

“The wicked merchant threw him lul the river and killed
him. I shall either drown mysell in the river or hang
myself on & tree. Life is unbearable.”” *“No she reflected
after a pause, *“ the search is not yet eomplete. I cannot
think of dying until I have exhausted every possible means to
find him out, But what is that feeble cry of agony in the
forest 7 ™

It was twilight and she espied a broken temple—the
abode of snakes. But she entered it fearless. In the dim
light she saw a figure reduced to skeleton. There was no
flesh—the bones were morely covered with skin. The figure
was just like n dead body. She could not recognise that
face, once so benutiful, but as she gnzed on it, her doubts
gradually gave way to a convietion that it was Naderchand
and none other,

Just at this moment there came a hermit. His face
looked grisly with moustache and beard and he had a long
stick in his hand. The hermit was amazed at the sight
of her beauty and said, ** What part of the country, fair
maiden, do you come from? What palace of a king did you
adorn and what crime have you committed to deserve an exile
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in this forest at this tender age? Your parents must be
very hard-hearted, how can they live, parted from you ?

These words of compassion made her eyes tearful, She
clasped the feet of the hermit and began to weep, His
knotted hair was a mixture of yellow and gray and his beard
and moustache looked faded brown. At the feet of the
bermit she lay prostrate weeping. From beginning to end
she related her whole story.

The hermit said, *ln the deep waters there is a water-
plant which I shall secure for you. Your husband will revive
if it is applied. A deadly fever lies buried in the very
bones of the youth, but heis living—nol yet dead, I assure
you. There lies the plant in the water, get it, fair damsel,
and bring a little water also, T will restore him to life, you
have my assurance,"

The medicine was applied. One, two, three days passed
away. On the fourth Naderchand opened his eyes.

The hermit said to Mahua, * Galher some flowers for me.
You are to enter the jungle every day and pluck flowers all
alone, These I will offer to the gods,”

She did asshe was bid. Alone she penetrated into the
depths of the woods and gathered flowers for the hermit in a
cane-basket. Meuntime Naderchand became able to sit on
his bed. He wanted rice. Mahna wept, Alas, where could
she get rice in that forest ?  That day she did not go to gather
flowers, but unable to get rice for Naderchand, she sat the
whole day weeping all alone,

But the hermit, thongh a grent sage he was, became
enamoured of bher beauly.  In the eane-hasket Iny the flowers,
gathered hy Mahun, still fresh. And in the depth of the night
he went to the temple and ealled her aloud, ** Arise, [air
damsel, if you want your hushanid to regain the full vigour of
health, come with me and get some medicinal herbs.” In
all hasta she followed the hermit and went to the river-laok.
The place was lonely and the hermit ssid to her, * I implore
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you, sweet woman, surrender to me your youth. Your
beauly is so great that though T struggled to control myself yet
I find myself quite unable to doso, A flower you are to be
adored and to be enjoved. 1 must nt all costs win you to
satisfy my love. My mind has altogether lost its balance and
there is nothing in it but your figure,”

As she heard the words of the hermit, it seemed as if a
sword had fallen on her head.

For x moment she meditited within herself and then
said, *“ First restore my husband to full health and put him
out of danger in every way. Then I shall do as you
will bid.”

The hermit turned pule at her words and said, * I
grant you two days.  Within this time you must poison your
hushand, This is my last word,”

She was within the clutches of & demon. She bezan to
devise some means of escape. She told all to Naderchand
and discussed the matter fully with him, How could ey
flee ¥ This was their one thought. He was still very
weak and il with fever. He could not even stand. So
how could he run away 2

After much thought she decided on her course. Slowly
did she place Naderchand on her shoulders. Tt was midnight,
She walked on, but glinced behind all the while to see
if the fiend of a hermit was following them.

LL 1-88,

21. Tar Escare a¥p Harsy Usios.

Time rolled on and six months passed. Naderchand
was perfectly cured.

From the hill-stream Mahua Lrought sweet water. The
trees of the lorest yielded them plenty of fruits, Naderchand's
strength returned.
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He was one day bound for market. The gipsy-girl
asked him to bring a nose-ornament for her.

Another day Naderchand was taking his meal. A fish-bone
stuck in his throst. The gipsy-girl vowed that if her lord
would be hetter ngnin, she would offer two goats, one black
and the other white, to the gods.

Onece when Naderchand got fever and his hend  ached, the
gipsy girl =t near him and gently tonched his forehead with
her soft hands.

“We have zofl nuo house to lve in, my love," she said, *hat
as we wander hore and there, wo vetire to some spot like hirds
of the air.”

With him she now erossed the hilly stream and with
light-hearted stops they teavelled together toa great distance.
They met a large rives on their way and swam across it and
veached the other bank. ‘T'here they found the cuckoo of the
jungle singing its gavest note from the bough of a tree, THe
liked the place and said, * Here, fair maiden, shall we build onr
home." A rivulet gaily flowed there with ils daneing
waves. ** Here, " said Naderchand, " shall we stay and pass
wr days” He pointed to the landseape around and said,
“There, see, Mahua, how flowers are laughing,—dressed in
purple ; and delicions fruits are hanging from the hranches
of the trees, The sweel water of yonder stremmn is  pleasant
to the eyes.”

The two lived on the fruitd the trees yielded in plenty.
On a heautiful stone  found there, they slept., The nights
they spent happily in one another’s arms. In the day-time
they wandered hand in hand through the lonely forest
enjoying the fruits they plucked here and there. They
forgot their parents, they forgot their friends and dear kins-

4
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men. It was s joyful life they passed oblivious to the rest
of the world.

But all of a sudden a thunder-bolt was hurled on their
heads by fate. L1.1-32.

22, Tuey wavwper IN THE Forrsr—rue DaxNern SIgNAL,

One evening Naderchand accompanied by Mahoa joy-
fully walked in the forest path. They entered into a
deep jungle, Msahua entwining him with her creeper-like
arms as they walked together. At a certain place they found
a beautiful large stone and together sat fon it gaily talking.
At a little distance from that spot, the ripples of a small river
were seem, but suddenly Mahua beard the sound of a
flute and began to tremble iu fear. He gently askel caressing
her, “ What is it, dear Mahua, that has made you start?
Why do you look pale? To-day you must tell me the
incidents of your life. 'Who are your parents? Why did you
live with the gipsies ? I have asked you this question times
without number, but to-day you must tell me the whole story.
Surely there is 0 mystery hanging about you ; for as often as 1
asked you, you said nothing but only wept. There is some pain
in your heart which you have concealed from me nll the time.
Last morning you told me a portion : Homra stole you when a
baby from your [stherls house. But stop, the flute is sounding.
Let us return to our house. Evening has passed away,"

“IL T live to-morrow, my dear lord,” said the gipsy girl, “1
will relate to you the whole story, but my head is full of
pain.”’

As a creeper bends low blown by the wind, so did Mahua
fall into Naderchand's arms.

“Is it a snake that has stung you, my love? Why are you
so pale and sad in spirit ? Tell me what trouble it is that you
are suffering from " asked Naderchand,
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The dry leaves broke under the feet of the pair as they
proceeded onward but suddenly she became seized, as it were,
with a terrible fever, and she could not walk but fell down
trembling. Naderchand in great fear made a bed of
leaves for her there, and ssid, * Wailt 4 moment, 1 will
bring water for you, you are so thirsty.” Mahua wept and
said, “To-day is my last day on the earth. T am not
bitten by a snake, hut our happiness is at an end to-day.
You heard the sound of the Hute from that distant forest.
The gipsies have come led by my foster-father. My friend,
Pslanka, the maiden, has by that flute signalled to me of
their approach and given me the warning. He will kill us
to-night, my lord, and only to-night shall we spend locked
in each other's arms. To-morrow this happiness will end and
we shall not ses each other any more. Our sweet forest-life
is going to be ended and we must be ready for éntering the
grim regions of death.”

The night was over. The stars disappeared from the sky.
They came to the door of their straw-hut and stepped outside.

Ll 148,

23. Houga's GANG,

On all sides they saw hunting dogs. With thuir help
Homra had at last traced them. The next moment they
saw the dreaded figure of Homra standing like death itself,
In his hand was a poisoned knife the blade of which sparkled.
Living fire came out of his angry wyes and his heavy breath
sounded like the roaring of & cloud.

Homra,

“1f you want to live, Mahus, bear me. Kill our enemy
with this knife, Sujan the player is my god-son; marry
him and come with us.
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Maki.

“But how can T kill my hushand * Stand, futher, where
vou are and see how 1 die," said she in n soft faltering
murmir.

Huovi o,

“ But Sujan is young, healthy and bandsome.  Him will
you get for your husbaml, Marry him and let us return
home, 1 bive soucht you all the country over. Do nol be
obstinate.”

Mahwa,

“1ow ean I kill my husband and return home, father?
Believe me, T will not nmery Sujun—-bhe  player. My
liusbund’s face shines like molied gold—like the moon and the
s, and Sujun’s is like that of.a glow-worm, He, my
hustsnd, is the haudsomest youth—like w tree mads of gold,
Look st him onee.  And see him, father, with mg syes. Your
uyes will be filled with his image.”

The black cloud rowred in furivus wage and bhaded over
the kuife to Mahua.

Onee only did she look at by friend Palanka—the maiden,
who was standing by, and once ounly did she look st the fuce
of her own dear Naderchiand. She said, * O my hushaud, dearer
than life, bid me farewell. Your ow: Mahua will no more be by
your side. O my dear friend Palanka, you will surely under-
stand wmy sufferings and feel for me,  And youmy father, Ido
not know whose little breasure you robbed, [ do nol remember
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ever laving seen my own parents,  Woe Lo me—to my stars,
Now let me die—thus."

(She plunyes the kuife in her owen losom and dies. The
mipsies kill Naderchand af Homra's order,) Ll 1-86,

24, Homea's LAMENTS AxD Parawka's Devoriow.

“T took her when she was a haby of six months and reared
her up all these years. Alas, who will adorn my house now—
,she is gone ? Will you not, Mahua, open your eyes hut once
to see me, nor open your lips but onee to speak to me ? 1 cunnot
return home after this. (Twrning to his followers.) You would
do well to return home, I shall go to some forest and spend
my days there.”

Turning to Muainka he said, “ No use my going home
again. Make s greave for the child, This Brahmin lord
gave up his home and riches for Mahua, They were maidly
attached to each other. Lot them be buried in one grave”

They did as their leader bade them and then dispersed
lesving the place lonely with its grave.

L] L] L] L]

The maiden Palanks did ol go but remsined theee.  2he
wiis the companion of Mahus's early years—the purtner of lier
joys and sorrows, There she spent her days und uights weeping.
8he gathered wild flowers from the forest and placed them on
the grave and muds its dust wet with hor tears  Somclimes

she sung songs in that forest-region wnd thede podlos 0000 the
air.  Sometimes like o mad woman she spolio thius o the grave
“Awake, desr soul, how lonz will you <Ly hern® 1 um your
friend, answer me,  The gipsios have woue home.  They will

no lmger come to distweh you. Awnke and el ones
more this place your sweet home. Noone will now  stand
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in your way. 'The wizked gipsies have shandoned their
pursuit of you. Bound in each others’ embrace we spent our
childhood and now both of us will weave fair garlands of
Howers for your lord.™

The tears of Palanks, the true friend, thus fell on the
grave uvery day. LL 1.8l



MALUA






IPREFACE.

‘Malua' is o vorruption of the wame of a well-known
fluwer—the “mallibe. In o certain passuge of this poem
the husbund of the lieroine endearingly ealls her * Mallu®
(Canto XV, L. 68), which is nearer to the original word., No
information, however, about the autlior of this remarkable
ballad has yet been traced, though Babu Chandra Kumar tried
his hest to arrive at definite facts on the point. The preli-
minary hymn attached to the poem is found subseribed by
Chandravati,—naturally leading to the vonjecture that the
gifted poetess herself composed the poem. Oune point in
support of this theory is that in the poem of * Kensram,'
she deseribes the country as grosning under the rule of the
Mahomedan Kazis (magistrates), and in the tals of Malua
also there is a practical illustration of the oppression of a
Kazi. Beyond this, however, we do not find any reason to
conneet Chandravati with this poem. [If she were its writer,
it should have been composed sometime letween 1575 and
1000 ; for her literary activities belonged to this period and
prohably she did not outlive the sixteenth century, IL was
at this period when Isha Khan Masnadali had just established
his power in Eastern Bengal. There is, however, no evidence
to show that any one of Isha Khan's immediate descendants,
legitimate or otherwise, who took the title of * Dewan' ever
made himsalf so notorious in the last decade of the sixteenth
céntury, as to commit atrocities of the sort described in the
hallud, though we know it for certain from Chandravati's poem
of Kenaram that the Kuzis very much oppressed the people
even at that period. My own beliel, however, is thut the song
was composed about s century later, when the children of

b
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* Nazar Movecha' ' became pleuty in the land, and made
themselves notorious by their heinous uppressions. The reason
why the name of the suthor is not found in the colophon is not
far to seek. A public exposure of the utrocities committed by
the Mahomedan aristorracy would make the life of the poet
positively unsafe in the country, and he had therefore
cogent reasons to hide his name, The hymn of (Chandravati,
found affixed to the poem, does not go a great way to establish
her authorship. The hymn might have been picked up [from
elsswhare and joived to the poem hy the rustic minstrels in order
to heighten its importanes, as Chundravati was already widely
known us u poetess of high ordor. There is nothing in the
Dallad itssll to wstablish its Inevitable conoeetion with  her,

Chandrs Kumar vollected this ballad from several persuns
of the district of Mymensingh, The main portion was obluined
from one Pashani Bewa, a prolessional singer, reputed for
her wonderful memory, It is said  that she ean recits from
memory whole episodes from the Rumsvan, the Muhabharat
and  the Blisgavat, besides o very considerable nwmber of the
Lallads of the auture of Sdsvonde songs,  She is a4 native of
the village Padamasri, near Jalisngirpue, the reputed seat
uf the Dewsn Suhab of this hadlad.  Amongst others to whom
the compiler is indebted for help in tha collection of the ballad
pay be mentioned the names of Sekh Kancha of Rajibpur
and Nidun Fakir of Mangalsiddhi, a village within & few miles
ol cadumnsei. e completed hix colleetion of the Dballad on
the 3rd of October, 1121,

The pos, s [l n]mu[]'\' slinbond, wis pm]min]}' wriltin
sutnetime in the 17th eentury, when some of the members
of the Mahomedan aristocracy had made thoie names dreeaded
in the countryside by their Torcible abduction of Deautiful
Hindu girls with the help of professional informers ealled the
S gindhukiv

There are ome places mentioned in the ballad in connec-
tion with the locality of the incidents deseribed. We fiud the

Beo Introdhaction.



PREFACE 34

the name of the village of Arulin and thatof an extensive
mire onlled the * Dhalair 4il," (Canto T1L, 1. 2) describied as
abounding in water lilies (Canto X1V, L 67). 'The dwelling
place of Chand Binod, the hero of Lhe tale, was, it is said, on
the banks of the river Sutin (/it. a thread) which is a branch
of the Dhanu, joining the Meghnu near Ajmiralgan] in
the ecast. Jahangirpar was founded hy Dewan Jahangir,
who enlled the town after his own name.  This town is in
the subdivision of Netrakona, and is alout nine miles to the
narth-west of Avalin, Jalangirpur stretches from  north th
sonth covering n wooded ares of wore than a square mile.
The villagn Aralia, which ote poet deseribes as possessed ol 4
romantic woodlund view, infestod not only with venomous
enakes but also with tigers and Dbenrs, is situnted on tha
Bahndair, & leanch of the Dhanu, in the subdivision of
Kisoregan| and is 22 miles to the yorth-east of its head-
quarters, The river Bihadair branchiog off from the Dhanu
pear Badln joins the original strenm again  four miles
further eust,  Avulia is still surrounded by bifs and marshes,
anil its position even now not only fully justifies Malua’s fears
that in the dark nizht it was unot safe for n wayfarer to walk
in that land, but also the anxieties of Chand Binod's mother
pxpressed i the lins, ¢ Who knows, my darling may fall »
viotim to snakes or tigera (Canto 1L, I 21), Chand Binod
started from his home in the morning and reached  Arulia
in the afternoon, after having stayed for a couple of hours
on the way in his sister’s house where he also returned in
the evening to spend the night. So his nntive village counld
not be very fur from Arulin  In the Surveyor-General's map
Rutin meels the Dhunuw at Dianpue which is nbout six miles
to the east of Arvulin. There are also three small villages in
the locality, riz., Gupalongar, Katar and Indua,—all on the
banks of the Sutis, snd within a mile of Dhanpur, One of
these must have been the native village of Chand Binod.
The village must have been of some importance as it was
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the seat of & Kazi (Mahomedan magistrate) in charge of the
administration of the locality, who was an officer of Dewan
Jaliangir,

There issome diffieulty in identifying the * Dhalair il
Dhalai is a well-known river in the Netrakona sub-division,
The natural sssumption would be that the *5il® of that
nawe was formed by a portion of that river separated from
the main chanoel. But the Surveyor-General’s map giving
the names of all the villages does not show any trace of this
‘hillt 1t i= mot, however, unlikely that o “4il" of that name
had existed somewhere near the river Dhalai and in course
of the last two centuries it was transformed into a dry Held
covered with gresn crops,

Bui there is nctually a *4il * named the * Dhalaikona Bl
only half n mile south of Arulis. Ttis quite nstural that
Dhalaikona should be abbrevinted into Dhalai in popular dialect,
We are inclined to believe that it was this * 4" into which the
Dewan was led to enter by the wily steutagem of Maloa, The
text shows that the “bil' was extensive in wrea; the word
‘fegz " means large.  The * Dhaluikona 4i1 ' is about a mile
in length from south to north and the widest part of its hreadth
is about half a mile towards the middle, There is one weighty
reason to suppose that this * Dhalsikonn &il* was the place
from which Mualua was rescued by her brothers. Tt isso
close to Arulin that she must lhave found it most suitable
for her purpose to mislead the Dewan and bring him
there in order to et him within easy reach of her brothers,
—at a distance from hizs own people.  The Dhalaikona
*Bil' is about ten miles to the south-east of dahangir-
pur; the town of Dewan Tnhansir, who must have come down
to the *Bil" hy following one of the nnmerous
Dhanu.

There is another village named Arudin in the sub-division
of Netrakona, six miles to the north-west of Kendua, But
this Arnlia is positively not the ane with which Chand Binod

coursez of the
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was concerned: for Arulin, where our lievo met Malua, was
only  few miles from his own villnge on the Sutin. This will
be apparvent from the incidents deseribed in the poem, The
Arulia on the Bhadair exactly answers this purposs, being
only five or six miles from the Sutin: whereas the Arulia
to the north-west of Kendua is about thirly miles from Sutin.
It would be impossible for Chund Binod to have travelled
this distanes within three or fonr hours ns mention=d in this
poem.

There is also another Jahangivpur abont four miles to
the west of Kisoreganj--twenty-eight miles from Arulia. We
o not believe that this Jabungivpur is veferred to in the hallad.
The Jabhangirpur, near the postal town of Sukhari which we
have already mentioned, serms to he the one mentioned in
the bullad. 1t is only nine miles to the north-west of Arulia,
whers the chiof ineidents of the scene were snaocted, A line
of the Dewans, berelt of all past =lory, is still living in the
place, and the neighbouring villages still resound with the
song of Malua,

The song of Malua, though it does not bring us face to
fuee with romantic scenery and dramatic situations as in
‘Mahua," and thongh it does not show much ingenuity in
the weaving of the plot like the other hallad, is nevertheless
possessed  of & very high order of lyric beauty, and it rises
toan almost epie grandeur in the Inst seene o hen Malua sacrifices
her life. Malun's chineneter does not indeed possess the simple
charm  and frank eandour of the gipsy girl, but it rises to a
dignity wverging on the majestic in grent moments of life.
8he appears like a queen in her flaming rage, and like the
statue of i queen in her silent sufferings

The balind daoes not, however, form an organic whole. Tt
breaks off after the wsrringe of Chand Rinod with Malua.
This portion may indeed be regarded as a prologue to the
main story which commenves from the ndvent of the Kazi
on the seene, The episodes of this Intter partion have given
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the story a homogeneous character heing woven round a plot
of high dramatic interest.

Malua is complete in 1,247 lines and is divided into 19
cantos. Besides, thera are thirty lines of the preliminary
song-tribute in it, composed by Chandravati.

DINESH CHANDRA SEN,

7, Biswakosn Laxe, BacBazan,

Caleutla, 5th Bareh, 1521,
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Tue 'npviMivary Hyux,

Fiest of all I should sing a hymu in praise of the one
God who is without & beginning. Among the Devas [ offer a
hymn to Siva, the great ascetic. Among the Devis I sing
praises of Durga and her two dsughters Lakshmi and Saras-
wati. By worshipping Lakshmi, one hecomes master of riches
and by singing u hymn in honour of Suraswati, one gets
acvess to the treasure of learning, [ horeby offer hymns to the
sky above, to the winds and to Gadurn—the Lord of birds,
Praises do I offer also to Seven Nether regions und to Busuki—
the great snike, My humble tribute of respect is due to
Manssa Devi, the mother of Astika and the oddess of snakes,
whose poison is dreaded by Brahma himsell. Amongst her
devotees, praises do T offer to the merchant king Chandeadhur
«nd to his son Lakshindara and his daughter-in-law Beula
(Behula). Amougst the rivers allow me to sing & hymn in
honour of the Ganges, brought down from heaven by Bhagi-
ratha. Amongst the woman-kind, all honour to Sita-—the
chaste wife., Amongst shrines I make my obeisance to Kashi
(Benares) and Gays. Most esteemed amongst the mortals of
the world are my parents by whose graca this wretched one
has seen the light. Amongst the sages, my respects are due
to Balmiki—the great saint, T also sing praises of all that
moves and hreathes in the world—the waters, ‘the lands, the
upper and the nether worlds. On the matted locks of Siva
ars Kdla and Mahakdls and 1 bow down to both, Tdo hereby
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Py my respocts, to the guwen who initisted me into the

sucrels of spivitual life, and last of all, T how down to the
square-shaped warth.

Thus dous Chandeuvati finish Lep offering of song-trilute,

Ll 1-30,

L Tug Froon axp tug Fasmixe,

Slowly did the flood subside in October in the low lands,
The mother of Chand Binod called aloud ‘Arise, my son,
from the bed, wash your face bright as the moon and go to the
fields. There the ridwos should by well made betwesn the
furrows fo preserve rain water. Remember that the harvest
time is Novembor when we expact our shali erops. Hoar the
rumblings of the clouds, they ssem like a call to the rain-
water to pour in.  Go to the fialds early. The black clouds
have covered the sky and they roar at intervals. How long
will you remain idle, sleeping in the house 7'

The rain came pouring and completely overflowed the
fields. All agricaltural oparations ware stoppad as the land
lay under the flood—ta the intanse d isippointmant of the pea-
sants who lost all their resources. Tt was the sesson for the
Duarga Puja. e rustic-folk in their pathusism to perform
the Puja at their houses, esllected money by giving away
their children as security to the moasy-lenders, In Novem-
ber all the fine crops of the season perishad under water,—to
the entire ruin of all the prospects of the peasants, The dews
of November brought au obstinste fuver on Chand Binod.
His mother wept to ses his condition and vowad to Durgu that
shie would .offer to Lhe goddess a pair of buffaloss as wacrifice
if Chand Binod recovered. 8o serious beeame his condition
that she apprehended his death snd wopt dsy aud night, By
the grace of Providence, Chand Binod pussed  the orisis.  Ti
was oow the midille of Novamber, tha mother protected her
son [rom the shivering vold by her tattored rage,
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Chand Binod now hecame completely curcd by the grace
of the Goddess of Fortane—Lakshmi, but there was not a grain
of rice left in the house wherewith to worship the deity. On
the day of worship the mother brought aseythe for reaping the
erops and handed it to Chand Binod asking him to go to the
field. He took five shoots of the plant bdtd (a sort of cane) in
his hand and went towards the field singing a baramashi song.
But to his utter dismay he fourd that the rain of October had
totally destroyed the erop. 1In deep despair he returned home
and informed his mother of the eatastrophe. The mother and
son were plunged in deep sorrow. The loss of this crop
meant starvation for the whole year. There was already
famine in the country and rice was selling at one-and-half aras *
per rupee. In the month of January when black mist covered
the land, the mother and the son anxiously thought over the
matter but could not devise any means for their sustenance.
The bulls were released from the yoke and sold. Five plots
of land he made over to the money-lender as security. Now
he had no lsnds—no bulls, How ecould he grow rice, pulses or
maustard ? January, Fehruary and a considerable part of March
he spent idly at home, [uiling to secure any work., Im the
month of April he took « cage in his hand and said to his
mother with n sweet smile, * Permit me, dear mother, to go to
bhunt falcons.” With the lelp of burning fuel he prepared n
silim nnd filling his dooks with water smoked a while. There
wis no eooked rice lalt of the night before ; nor was there even
auy rice-dust for w meal in the house. Chand Binod was
hungry and looked pale. He was going mwuy to hunt but
there was nothinz for his breakfast in the house, ) he

Avgins sheils ol goalu are Gl with the foge ol b & ahirw which are macked with
vermillon, and dedicated o itis harreat; goeddees on The fira day = hirn i pe e rewped n
mubumn by the poasinils

* (tne drd in equal to & mde R )] apis meins G mlda Thin wie callel  fsoioe-price
fn thome dayn. The tradition ol Exstern Mymensingh ot oos Hims wap S when rice salid
&k 2 mids, par Papes the rigour of Tainime whe o mevers that parenis wrns el led e eel]
their children,  Alas, the good ofd dars
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mother's tears flowed down without check while bidding him
farewell. She was maddened by grief, when her famished
son left the house with the burning rays of April sun over his
bare head in the paths whers no eool wind blew to soothe his
hody, scorched hy the heat of the season,

Ll 1-60

2. Ox R Way.

Thers as he went he saw in the fialds the crimson -coloured
ears of the shali crop drooping low in the ground. He
thought of payinz a flying visit to his sister's house that lay
on the way. e asked his sister ta cone out and said, * Dear
sister, [ am starting on a hunting excursion and T have come
to take leave of yon.'

She prepared nice shacki betels with lime and eatechu and
filled a bag with fried shali rice and sweet banana fruits.
Besides this she offered him a quantity of tobacoo. Taking
leave of his sister Chand Binod started again. His sister
strained her eyes and stood gazing at him as far as she could
see him. With the trained fulcon in his cage, Chand Binol
proceeded on in his journey.

It was June and the falcon sereamed nt short intervals,
glad at the prospect of rain. The sky was overcast with
clouds whose shadow darkened the land. They roared and
the flash of lightning duzzlel the eyes. At home the poor
molher wept for her son. The screams of the faleon indi-
eated the advent of a full monsoon. The mother and sister
passad their days in great anxisty for Chand Binod ‘Alns,
where has he zone in the forest lands in pursuit of faleons!*

The mother feared that hee doar son mizht be bitten by

snake or devoursd by a tiger. In her lonaly cottuge she had

not n wink of slewp and wept all night,

Ll 1-22;
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4. Tue Dawx oF Love.

Now hear, O my audience, the tale of Chand Binod’s
journey. It was the village of Arulia which he reached at
noon. At the extreme end of the village there was & blind
pond covered with weeds, The place was full of shrubs, and
on the four sides of the pond there were banana trees protected
by a fence of thorny mandar plants.  Arriving at that place,
the weary passenger pleasantly looked at the beauty of the
pond and its adjoining scenery. Near the landing ghat
there wans a kadamba tree covered with flowers in full bloom ;
he took his seat under the tree. The July nights are short and
sleep often lingers on one’s eyes in the day-time. As Chand
Binod sat under the kadamba tree during the hours of noon,
he dozed for a while till he fell fast asleep. It was a sound
sleap; cvening came and he still slept in that lonely place.

Malua, the maiden who had gone to fetch water from the
pond, wondered as to who could be the youth that slept on
the landing gha!. She placed her pitcher on the ground and
quickly came down to the last step of the ghat. As she
did so, she stopped now and then to see the youth. How
handsome was he and how soundly did he slesp ! The sun
hiad aleeady sunk on the western horizon and the evening
wiw ready 1o yield her place to night, Yet how long
would he stesp all alone in this place! If in the depth
of night he nwakes, whers will he go for shelter, a stranger
as ho is in this land ? ‘0O my traveller, you have no
howme, no parents here. Who will give you a place to
spendl the night in  this lonely forest #' Whence has
bt eome ¥ Where i3 his home 2 A maiden am I, how oan
I learn all  this ? Awnke, my travelles' was the
innudilile voion of the shy maiden's sonl. *Will he neat,
though! she, * respond to this silent call of my mind ¥ IHow
ean | stuy hore long near a steanger in this eveming ofl alone 7
I 1 had the power T wonld rouse him  from hic siwop
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and show him the way to my  [ather's home.  In the
dark night where will you 2o, O tyavellor, wnless some one
shows you the path # How stranga that at this hour such
a sountd sleep has come upon you! Awake, O traveller,
hasten to meet that one whose treasure of heart you are.’
She pushed the water with her pitcher and created therehy
small ripples and then thought agnin ' How ean 1 rouse
him from his sleep 2 T have no one else with me. Tf one
of my sisters-in-law were with me. somehow Doth  of us
might contrive to Dreak his sleep. Tf my mother had
come with me, T would lave asked lor o request the
traveller to ben guest at our house. T wm a holpless mniden
and am all alone.  For modesty's sake how can 1 talk to
a stranger 2 But still my heart 5 sad For hime He has
apparently lost his  way." The pitcher of hell-metal she
drew close to her breast and said * O my pitcher ! hreeak
his slvep by your sound,” saying this she slowly filled it
with water.

The sound awskensd Cland Binod, 1t also made the
faleun sand one of its shrill eries tothe sky." Now fully wake
Chand Binod espiud that heantiful maiden setnrning home with
her pitcher of water,  Her dishevelled laiv, black as elouds,
almost touched hor Teet—this hair aloue was worth s lakh of
rupees ! She looked like o Tresh madinve Hower in o desertud
gavden,  What a pairof lnvge eyes T Their elanie was viiough
to madden even a saint's hearl. I never saw o maiden so
heautiful ! Alus whose house da you liehiten, © lamp of
Denuty 7 murmavsd Le to imsell, s it really o dream
that 1 am dressming—thoueh wide nwike 2 Whose  treasuye
of henet net thon, O maiden®  You look like o water-lily that
hus: Bloomed b the land, —like n star of the sky that hias como
dovan fo the earth to gindden it by i Heht, O my faleon,
By ou your wings and  bring me the messnae, Whare does

[T T T P I ) vlewn sl p B elssils
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* How strange that at this hour such a sound sleep has

corae upon you "
Malra, p. 44
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the girl live? Who are her parents snd whose wife i
she?” Turning to the maiden he said within himsell, * Look
hehind, dear maiden, so that [ may once more have a sight
of your moou-like fics. Alas! 1 have lost my heart on this
landing ghat !  Are you married #  If you are, how can 1
covel another man’s wife? 11 vou are still o maiden, even
then where is the chance for me?' ‘l'roubled in his mind
with these queries which he could not solve, he whispered
agnin to his falcon * Fly away homeward, dear one, and tell
my mother that Chand Binod has been killed by o tiger.
Toll her that her dear son will not visit his home ugain, nud
fly away, O faleon, and give the same message to my denr
sister; and last, fly nway and meet this maiden on ber way
and convey to her my innermost thoughts,’

The sight of the stranger, bright as the moon, bronght e
crimson glow of shyness to the maiden on whom youth Tl
just dawned.  She did not stop these a moment, bub returs.
vl home,  And Chand Binod with the faleon in his hand «tartedd

for the house of his sister,
L1, 1-1H),

Lo Tog MAINEX TAKES 1O TASK AXNH HER EXFLadatio,

The live sistors-inslaw asked Malie * How Is 0L, sister,
that you went to the bathing phot yestorday all alone > Aud
will vou tell us why vour disordered vlothes Huttered in
the wind and your hwir hung ound your face —ul] dishavalled *
Half of your pitcher ic filled with wator amd the other half
empty, Surely we notice a clinuge in yoi,  Hut vestevday
you looked liken moere bud and tosday you ave o fall-blown
flowar. Do not deesive us, sister, do oot coneesl anything
Come to-duy with us to the bathing ghel. I'tke your pitcher, »
haircomb of mica and » bottle of seantad vil. We will comb
your eurling hair loosened in the night aund scent it Awnd
there all slone you will open your mind ad hide notlibne Fom
we. It is just the time, dear sister, when maidens seek the
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company of their husbands,  Vity it is, though you ure so fuir
eirl, you have still to live at your father’s home all alone! So
heautilul are you that your charms have the power to captivate
our mind, though women we ave.

Mulua,

‘I eanuot gzuess why you prevent my going to the
bathing ghaf nlone.

The sigtera-in-lae.

*You are like the moon, we fear lest the demon (rahs)
gets hold of you in solitude.’

MHalua,

*T hud fever lust night wnd there is pain in my limbs,
You ull zo to the bathing ghat to-day. Iam not going lo
necompany yoi'

The sisters-in-law  pussed  some remarks in  inaudible
whispiers wil startinl for the bathing ghaf,  Malus entered ber
sleeping rooni.

LI, 128,
G Ann asour Mawvax axu ger Favoew's Faviny,

Hiradhar, the father of Mulua, was w Ildld das (plough-
muu) by easte,  He was the head-man of the village, His
five sons  were welloff. <Their granaries were (illed with
flue crops.  There were ten milch-cows in the cowshsd und &
good number of bulls for plonghing. The Hélé das family was
far wbove want. God had granted Hiradhar the hoon of
half-u-dozen excellent children and worldly riches hesides.
He possessed 22 aras’ of agrienltural land which vielded shalf
and @uman crops only. The eeremonies of Durgs Puja and

Shatemi Lol wrabo wnard—24 s woold meke wlboue 18 Bighan
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Dol Utshava and other religious festivities were porformed at
his house and the Bralunins were fed well during the soadh
ceremony of his ancestors. His only daughter Maluy nnd
passed her twellth year and stepped into her fisst youth,  The
father becams anxions to get her married. Hirndhar wished
that ns she was the only davehter in the honse she should e
married to n youth of the status of a prince.  Many a bride-
eroom sought the hands of Malua, hut Hieadhae did not find
nny one saitable amongst them.  So he felt wneasy  about the
prospects of her marriage.

1.1 110,

fi. Ox e Batnoise GaT anars,

Lying on her hod Malwy violded horself 1o thonghts like
these :

* Whenee did the youth come, glovious #s the moon?  Oh
the indescvibable moment when L s<aw him in the bathing
ghat! He is surely a wanderer in these [forest-regions—
a-hunting faleons, Where did he spond the lost night and
where did he keep his faleon? Ol were | that  faleon
mysell T would have stayed with him nnd wandered with
him from forest to forest.  Ya elowls, whom do you eall alowd
from the sky abore? There the rains of July are falling in a
hundreed strawms, The rivers are swollen with flood, their
banks are under water. Not a plot of dry luml is fo he seen
all around.  Where did the hapless youth spend such a night
as this?  If he would come to our house as n guest T wonld,
with the permission of my {ather, give hin o seat to vest n while.
A fine mat would T spread for him and offer him s box
of betels,”  And then she thought, ‘'Ifsuch o weleonmw zuest
waoitll indeed come to our hame and wish it, feign would T offer
him mysell.’

The noon sho spent vexed with herown thoughts.
The after-noon she spent idly lying on hey Ded,
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But when the evening came, with the pitcher of bell-
metal in her hand she started towards the hathing ghat. She
did not inform her five sisters-in-law of her intention,

The obligne rays of the setting sun ol July peeping
through the clouds produced an unbearable heat in the body
and iz it for this that Malua went there all alone {o take her
evening bath !

Bui do not dissemble, On girl. Filling the pitcher with
water is really not your ohject; it iz a pretext. Neither
is hathing your object ; it is also n pretext. The truth is that
two hearts have been drawn to each other and this is the
course of love.

She came to the bathing ghat and she saw, as on the day
before, the youth asleep under the kadambe tree. The faleon
sereamed feom the eage, and Chand Binod opened his eyes
at the sound of his pet hird, He glanced st the landing steps
and there saw the beautiful girl filling her pitcher with water.

Chand Binod.

' Hear me, O maiden, [ wander from forest to forest,
hunting falcons. There is none here to listen to the tale of
my sorrows. My name is Chand Binod. My profession is
falcon-hunting. Who are you, O beautiful girl 7 Every day
you come to fill your piteher with water here. Whoss
danghter are you ? Are you married 7 1f you are another
man's wife, tell it, fair maiden, T will in that case behold your
sweet face for the last time and then go back home. T will
not in future coms to this land for hunting fsleons, I was
near you a little time yesterday but to-day 1 am waiting with
nn object.  Kimdly give an account of yourself.

Malua,

* My father’s nnme i= Hiradhar and mother's pame is
Ashamn.
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«] saw you yesterday also sleeping under the flower-tree.

w A stranger you sve and it ill becomes me to hold a
conversation here. Come to my father's home and be a
guest there.

“ With the faleon in your hand you wander about the
forest. How do you pass your nights in this wilderness ?
Tigers and bears infest the place. Are you not 4fraid of losing
your life? This pond is vovered with weeds and has deep
holes in its banks—the homes of black snakes, If one of them
bites you it will end your young life. My father and mother
are known for their saintly life all over the country. I
have {ive brothers in our home, and there are” many relations
and kinsmen besides. Weall live together. Come to our
home and spend the night with us, You had better not follow
the path by which T will go, Yonder lies the village path
haunted by men and women. As you will proceed by it
you will find there s big outer house, the doors are seen from
the path. At the front there is n pond, its landing steps
ave built of stone. The house faces the east and has glass-
doors. At its front and at the back you will find gardens full
of flowers nnd fraits, If you ask the neighbours, they will
say, * Itis the house of the hesd-man of the village.” Why
should you spend the might in fliis wilderness ? I you come
over to our house, we shall spread a cool mat for you ; my
five sisters-in-law  will prepare a vich variety of curries
for your dinner, Stay, good youth, stay with us this night."”

S0 saying Malun with the pitcher of waler went away and
Chand Binod with the oage in his hand took a different
path,

LL 1-T6.

7. T'ux WeicoMe GUEST.

A youth eame to the house in the evening. Hiradhar
enlled his five sons and asked them to uttend to the guest,
They hrought him cool walter to wash his hands and feet with.

T
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Their five wives cooked 0 good meal [or his entertainment,
The eseulent voots, the waw bache, were eut to pieces and
fried ; ool sawen was prepaed by elolite Truits,  Stew was
mde of the kai lish with spice—the fivae,  Thirty-six different
curries were cooked one by one, ol dejed Osh was Teied with
rice-paste,  With the five heothers Cland Biood sat down to
dine. He velished the meal very mucli; in fact Le lad pever
caten one so ngreeable to the palate, The subfe and the curries
he enjoyed well. The fried things had an execllont taste,
Sweet cakes with thickened milk put inside them—of every
variety—the puly. the puti, the chuudrapnli wnd the pou
put in ligonid sugar il flavoured —were served to Chand
Binod onw after suother and greatly velishod by him,

When the repust wus over e was shown a room in the
outer apavtment,  The five wives had propared shineki botels
with cloves and eardamom. On a Fne mat a good bed was
spread and & fan decornted with miea was plueed on one side
of the bad,

He had a sound sleep in the vicht, and in the marniny
he took farewell of Lis host. IIe bowed to Hiradhar nml o
his five sons and then started from the plies,

The hesutitul Malua Ly in hor eon all alone,

1J. 1-28.

B Tue Mugrosat,

Chand Binod paid a visit to his sivter nod related to
All thut bnd taken place. But lie nat wrally felt a delieacy in
expressing his desive to murry Malin, A sister’s heart could,
however, read the innermost thonght of a hrother without his
telling all.

He then came back home, It folt o great shyness in
letting his mother kuow of his foelings.  July and August
passed and it was September. He could no longer bear the
pain of his heart hat toll the whole story tn his comrdes,
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‘I'hus slowly the matter reached the ears of the mother. She
sent 0 match-maker to Hiradhar with a proposal,

When the eleventh year had passed and the maiden
liad stepped into her twellth, even from that time the parents
were looking for a suitable groom for her,

The clothes she had worn all these days now became too
short, and in vain did she struggle to cover her growing
charms with her sadi,

The neighbours whisperingly ent muny u pleasant joke.
Some of them said, * Behold there the hud of youth is
blooming."”

In the month of July, Hiradhar could not settle the
marriage anywhers,  August was held insuspicious. Behula,
the devoted bride, had become a widow having been married
in that month, In September no religious function could be
performed according to the custom of the country. So her
marriage had to be put off again. In the month of October
people became husy with the Pujas; so no attention conld ke
given to the question of her marriage. In the month of
November (Kartik) Hiradhar had expected for his daughter a
bridegroom handsome as the warrior-god Kartikeya. But
none of the proposals that had come was found equal to his
expectations. In December the fields looked glorious with
golden harvest. Hiradhar thought that in such s mouth a
bridegroom would be secured for his daughter, who would look
as glorious as the rich erops of the field. But none was found
of that description. In the month of January, the country lay
under thick mist, and the custom of the country would not
allow any marriags to take place in that month. In February
the mateh-makers came up with s list of likely parties, and the
father began to consider the proposals. The merchant
Sonadhar of Champatala had an only son handsome as the god
Kartikeyn, He was the master of two-and-n-half puras af
land. But Hirsdhar said, * ‘I'he family has no socinl sintns"
From Dighalbati another proposal had come, and thix was

6529
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discussed.  * The family is rich; there are many members in
it.  Their cowshed is full of cattle and their fields zrow
fine rice of all variety, which they weigh in Dbig scales
and gather in their granaries.”” Hiradbar, however, could
not give his assent to this proposal either. There was the
same difliculty, Their <ovial status was not suffiviently high
and there was besides some seandal about the fumily. From
Susung in the north there had come a proposal. They were
quite well off and their arrangement of the liouselold was
perfect.  The father traded it vice and his four sons Were
handsome s angels.  They had muny fashionalile boats for
racing—anchored at the lunding yhat of the river, sud kept four
lighting bulls besides.  The food zrain in the house was so
profuse that they cared not if mueh wias wasted,  But Hiradhar
kuit his  lrows and said, “Oue of their ancestors was a
leper—iny danghter cannot be marvied into that family.”
When the list was thus considerid and diseussed, there came
the proposal from Chand Bivod's mother. Hivadhar learnt
all purtieutars about the parentage of the lad and his home
from the wateli-maker. The Jad  was acenmplished il
bandsome.  His social status was high,  None amongst the
Hele Kailarias ranked higher in soeinl esteem.  His father
was o big o in the countey nud theve is wo seatidal sgainst
nuy one of the mily. *“But,” Hiradhbar shrugged his
shoulders and thought, “how ean | offer my duughter Lo
such s home 2 Not even an were of lsud has he to spread
the rice for dryinz. "here is only one room of which the
straw roofl is votten.  How will my daughter live in that room
during the rains?  She is the dinrling of her purents, and hoy
tive hrothers holl her dear as life, How will she bear this
wxtreme  poveety * I w0 haodfal of res e requited  for
warshipping the hirvest-goddess, they eannot sipply it from
their own store. My daughter i ot satistied aven with her
=ik gadiy hoy will she be able to wear s> No opo, this
cannut be, I ennnot wzvee to this propasal”
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"The wateh-maker returned and told wll o Chaud DBinod's
mother, She lecame sorry, * Providence,” she thought,
wwill not fulfil my son's desire. What can Le done 2"
Chand Binod came to kuow ol it from his friends, He now
yesolved to o to some foreign land to try his fortune.

Ll 1-82

9. The Tunxize oF tuE WHEELS OF Yot sk,

One morning Ne rose up und said to his muther, ** 10
dues not begome me, n henlthy youth, Lo sit jdly at home,
We hive no rice to eat and thepe is nothing earned.  How can
we preserve the honour of pur family i this way = Adlow me,
wood mother, to go nhroad i seek money. I am determined.”

Thers was some cooked riee of the night hefore. With
some green chilly he nte this meal, He tonched the [eet of
his mother to take leave of her and then started for home.
The trained falcon he took with him in n cage. He wenl hy
the path leading to the guest bouse, The unfortunate mother
stoot ut the gate pursuing his figure with hereyes through the
hamboo groves and the lealy Ieunches of troes which wently
touched his back, as he proceeded on his path; she wiped her
pyes wlter he had gone out of sight and roturned home with
slow steps.

Months passed after his departure and one vom plete year
WIS DOW OVer,

“ Your anxisties, (0 Chand Minod's mother, are now
over. Come out and behold, your dear son has come  lack.”
As she heard these words of & neighbour, she wis maddened
with joy and forthwith eame out andl stood in the path,
As she saw him back after o long Tull year, tears hagau 1o
fall from ler eves. Falcon-hunting had proved o very
profitalile husiness this time. e lnd acquired  Inrge plots
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of Innd and some houses, besides prizes and rewards in plenty.
The Dewan Saleb who was the lord of the surrounding
country had favoured him and made s grant of twenty aras of
land as rewnard for his skill. Chand Binod was a good architect
himself; he wow built with his own hands & nice house
un the hanks of the Shafie (fif, the thread). He built several
houses, some with four and others with eight pitehied roofs,
The outer house was built with particular care. He coverad
the thatched walls with very fine mats, and the roofs with
the steaw called the wie. He omploved his artistic tulents
in the door-ways which with decorations lovked bright as Lhe
moon. He decorated the walls with the wings of the king-
tishers (macidue venga). He now employed men to dig a pond.
Its transparent water became a delight to the wyes, People
said Lo one another, * Behold, the only son of his mother, how
rich has he become ! There is an elephant in his stall.  The
smile of Lakshmi is on his house.”

Ll 1-k4

L Tae Prorossl AcCEMIED—THE MARRIAGE.

Now the news of his turning rich spread in the country
and Hirndhar himself senut a mateh-rhaker this time with the
proposal (once rejected by him), The mateh-maker insisted
on having the marringe ceremony performed in March. The
details were settled and an astrologer was ecalled to fix the
auspicious fday. He consulted the almanae and diseussed the
position of the planets und settled a date. The marriage was
to take place in the lather-in-law’s house, Chand Binod
started for the mmringe with due pomp. He rode a horse.
Before and behind him sounded the tabor, the trumpet and
other musical instruments. ‘The young lads of the village
accompanied him.  Theo sky beeame lit np with honfires of
various kinds such as rockels, bombs and other fire-works.
They oll came to Hiradhar's place. ‘Ihe womenfolk wdvanced
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to receive the bridegroom with due honour. They offered
their Dlessings and sounded conch  shells, and sang and
played on musical instruments.

The mother of the bride with some elderly women went
from house to house hegging shohay, or blessings [rom their
good neighbours upon the DLride so that she might be loved
at her hushand’s home. The mother besides earried a flat-
shaped plate dediented Lo the (Goddess of Fortune on her
head and kept it covered with the wdge of hersadi. In that
plate there were these articles,—the paste of fiest class rice
of shali species, three pinches of dust picked up from the
compound of the house, pieces of turmeric and some oil and
vermilion. With these on the plate carried on the hend
shie went from house to house. Behind her went the maidens
of the village singing festive ongs. Then she filled a cup
with ehore pani' and reserved it for the bride who was
made to touch some coins: she dild so with a prayer for heyr
future fortune ; she also touched the sacred wood called the
mana, the prayer of the mother being that her daughter
might win her husband’s heart, The nandi-mukha (the sralh)
and other sacred rites were performed and  thus the marriage
eiame to an end.

The bride and the hridegroom now played at dice. Curious-
ly Chand Binod was defeated in the play hecause his mind was
not in it He prepared a el of fowers for the bride but hy
thes time the night was already over, and Chand Binod
became anxious to return to his home. The next night was the
kilratri or the *black night® when the hishand and wife
should not meet. 'Then came shura ratri or the auspicious
night, Binod went to the nuptial chamber. One small lsmp,
like one solitary star, spread its dim light and what & surprise
ta (he husband when just as his eyelids were closing under the

VWi el pand " e b reseryed um the alght ol mardape by the mother of ihn
VB, ik i e oomnesled sems s awil & ping to be fouwl ow hy whe Diade the
S — e (O L L g * {101 stenling wairrl piamme the maler libthen
e wrliilve
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spell of sleep, he saw the new bride standing hefore him !
Ihe sight of Malua took nway sloep from his eyes and
charmed them. He canght ler by her arm and spoke
endearingly. He removed the veil from her face. Oh what
hwonder ! How beautiful the face and how beautiful the
cnrve of her eye-brows ! What n happiness ! Tt appeared that
ina dark room one had suddenly come into the possession of
pure golil.  He was maddened by her heauty. Her long i
tonched her very ankles. With the nubenided loeks of her
luxuriant haiv Chand  Binod played  weghnrei (n kind of
sport), She said in whispers, * What sy you  doing, my
heart's Jord = The wives of my five brothers hnve known
na sleep in their curiosity and throngl the siaal] apenings
of the thatehed walls their dark eves are intent on Fazing
nt you. I will not move, lesi  my ornaments wmake a
sound.  They will make the whale house vine with thejy
laughter and jokes to-morron morning snd deal with me s if
I'wera a culprit.  Wait, dear lovd, come ot too close,”
The light was put out and they slept apart.  And ths
the * shobha ratei * or the auspicious night prssedd,
Ll 1.50.

1. Rerces flove,

I the morning Malua arese from her T and Chaml Binod
sabin the conrtyard and washed his hands and foet witlh
the cool witer veserved o the provions mightl fur (he T pose,

He was o start for his home that cvenitg  with  Hie
new bride.  Her mother, nunt aud ot livp relations wept af
parting with ber.  The mother  Lonented saying, “ 1 rook
care to bring yon up all these yenrs. 1t was o prepnee
you for this hour. You wre o leave us to-day and g0 to
another family to become theirs.”  ‘The fathey wopt lsmenting
in the same strain,  The neighbours came up and said, * Do
not waste lme in vain lunentines,  Pack up the articles
which shonll 2o with the pair. Many hoxes aml enskots
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were filled with things. Small bags were filled with spices;
fine fried rice of the binni species, oil and vermilion were placed
in vessels, When the final hour of depariure came the
mother wiped her eyes and said, *“We could not give you
any comfort in this louse. Much have you suffered here.
Now for good I coms to bid you farewell. Behave well in
your fathec-in-law's home. Lel the neighbours have no oppor-
tunity to blame you "

As an auspicions thing curd was served to Chand Binod
who partook of a portion. ITe bowed to his father-in-law
and mother-in-law and paid his respects 1o other elderly
relations of his wife wnl then started for his home with her,

“ What are you doing, O Chand Binods mother 7 Bestiv
yourselt and behold your son coming with his bride. And you,
Binod's aunt, unfurl the zolden umbrelln and hold it over thae
heads of the couple.”

The mother appronched in  all haste, And with riee
and fresh tufts of grass she bailed the new bride whose
face shone like the moon. Chand Binod touched the foet of
his mother with respect and she tenderly said, * Your beantiful
Pace, my son, has grown pale owing to the fatigue of the
journey.” And then she hastensd to weleome the new-comer,
whom she took to be the Goddess of Fortune herself. The
Indies of the house assumbled there and sang sangs of waleome,
A cup of saersd water of the Ganges was placed near the
couple and the women folk made presents of - gold and silver
to the hride,

Thus all the rites were performed and the mother’s
heart was filled with joy. Tenly is it said, * The beauty of
a house is the flower garden [acing it, The beauty of the
fumily is the new bride.”” She filled the gap in the mother's
heart and mude it overflow with joy.

The arrangements of the household were made anew
and there was now perfect happiness in the little family.

LL 1-4.
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12, Tue Orrressiox,

Now, my readers, yon mnst be prepared for another epoch
of Chand Binod's life which is full of suffaring.

The Kaziof that town was a very wicked and licentions
man. His powers were almost unlimited, He mnde (riends
with thieves and assassins and punished good men, There was
no justice in the land. Things good and bad were inextrieably
confused in his mind. Chaste women living with their hus-
bands were forcibly earried off hy him,

One day the Kazi was riding that way when Malun
happened to go to the pond to feteh water. The beauty
of the damssl bewildered the Kazi's mind, who wazed with
insatiate eyes on hor from horseback. The long hair of
Mulua fell behing her back aspiring to touch the eround.
Her face had a charm which reminded one of the makua
flower that grew on the hills, Her glances reminded one
of the dunce of the bird khenjen. The Kazi thenceforth
daily eamo and went by that path, Daily be saw her nnd
daily his desite to secare her inereused Il ho arew mad after
her. Like a bind that go away from the hand, his mind ran
out of his contral,

After much thinking he paid a visit to & woman named
Netai who always offored help to those wha wantsd to seduce
other men’s wives. She was & corrupt woman when youns,
always delighting in new conquests, Now after the passing
of her youth, she has last all occupation and searcely goes
out, Though she has lost her Youth she has not  lost her
habit. By her bud counsel many women e fud astray. Her
hair has grown grey and her testh have fallen out. It is hy
this wicked professign (of seducing women) that she earns her
livelihood. When the Kazi paid 4 visit to her house, she offared
him a seat mude of juckwood. She very humbly addressed liim
saying. * What is the business that has bronght Your Honour
to my house ¥ 1 do not know how I aequired such virtue as
to deserve this pisce of good fortuns” The Kazi s,



Cupid aims at the Devil

“ The besuty of the damee! bewildered the Kazi's mind,
wlio ‘:‘mﬂ.{] with insatinte eyes on her from horseback."”
Malua, p. 58
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“Dear womun, you will liave enouzh gold from me ns
reward, if you can help me to the attainment of my
object. T T suecsnd through your l'mlp, take my assurance
that T will give you full redomption from all punishments up
to seven murders. 1t will be u turning-point of youe luck, 1
will make you &s free us the wild horse in the forest. You
will be at liberty to do as you will wish, Your roof I shall
build anew with straw. Whatevor money you may require
will be supplied from my treasury. Now to tell you my
business, the other day I was going toa village near hy. Near
the landing steps of & poud 1 saw a beautiful damsel. She
is the wife of Chand Binod—a man whom T consider my
foe. Is there no bee inthe country that a dang-worm sits
on the lotue! Now on some pretext or other go to their house.
When you will find her all alone tell her my message.
Whatever money she may want I will gladly offer her. I
will adoen her neck with a golden necklace of star pattern.
I am really mad after her—tall her this. If she agrees to
marry me according to the *niks’ system, I will make all
uther wives of mine slaves to her wishes. Up to seven murders
L have the power to graul redemption from all punishments,
and this I will grant her. T will cover her whole person with
gold. Bhe will sleep on u golden couch on a right royal bed.
She will wear on her breast a string of gold coins. Her nose
ornament will sparkle with diamonds, and the pitcher that she
varries for water will ba plated with gold.”

S8aying this the Kazi went to his house. Now this witch
of an old woman began to devise some means to accomplish her
ohject. After much thin king Netai went to the house of Chand
Binod. The wicked hag said to Binod’s mother, “ What is it,
sister, that you are doing at this moment ? T have come to ses
you after n long time, I hear that Binod’s wife is marvel-
lowsly beautiful. 1 have neither had au opportunity of seeing
her nor of talking with her. Will you kindly bring her here
and introduce lier to me 2"
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In this way she called there frequently, One day she
found Malua all alone un the hathing ghof, She communi-
cated to her all that the Kazi had said. “You are a
good wife, bright to look at as o genuine piece of gold, you
do not know your own worth. The Kazi is the great judge of
the country and is foremost in rank. T will tell you all about
him and hide nothing. Your beauty has maddened him, He
will eover your body with golden ornaments. If you agree to
marry him according to the *1ike "' system, e will make all
other wives of his, slaves to your wishes. He will present
you with a string of goll colus to adorn your hreast. And
diamonds will spurkle from your nose ornsment.  Your pircher
of water will be plated with gold, On u royal Led spread upon
i golden couch you will steep.”

Ax she filled her pitcher with water she evidently got
frightened. She at onee returned to her home. Netai
followed her. Her mother-in-law was not at home at the
time. Vor some moments she hid her leclings and did not
say anything. But when the old woman resumed her speech
tempting her, she could no longer remain silent hut in great
anger said, *“ Hear me, you old woman, my hushand is not here.
What should T say: If he were here T wonld break my broom
on your white head. Your youth is gone und death is knocking
at your door. In your youth you lived a corrupt life. You
take all the women of the town to be like vou. Tell your
Kazi that 1 do not eare for him. My - busband is to me
the prince of princes. He is to me glorious as the summit of a
mountain and precious as & war-horse that wins the race. He
is to me like the moon that rises in glory in the sky. The
wicked Kazi has not the worth of my hushand's toe. Now
take this insult from me and go to your Kazi and tell him all.
I take him to be my foe and hold him as a dog. 1f he had
dared approach me directly I would have heaped upon him
insults with this broom of mine. May my hushand live a
hundred years, and I will erush the string of gold coins offered
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by the Kazi under my feet, My hushand is dearer far to me
than any gold. The Kazi's gold is false and hears no com-
parison. He speaks of marriage by *auike’ system; we are
indus and unused to such things. Let Kazi's wives, if they
have such longings, satisfy themselves by marrying seven times,
which would be perfectly in sccord with Muhammadan
customs, As that wicked man has dared hold me in such &
light I do hit his face with a broom from bere. You are an
old woman, older than my mother. Oul of respect for your
age T do not insult you. But 2o and never tread my thres-
hold again. "

Thus insulted Netai, the old woman, went to the Kazi and
relsted all. He burnt with rage at this insult and plotted
to take revenge, He served u warrant on Chand Binod
commanding him to pay his * wajer morache ' within seven
days. The order ran thus : * You married six months agn and
up to now have not paid the ‘wajar’ to the Dewan, due on
your marriage, This is my command that if you do not
puy the same to the Dewan within a week, your house and
property will be confiscated to the State” The notice was
duly served on Chand Binod and he knew not what to do at
the erisis. 1t was rupees five hundred that was demanded.
“How can 1 pay such s big amount ? Where can T get it?"
he thought. He could not secure the amount from anywheru
and was maddened with despair. [In the meantime the week
passed awny. Another warrant was then served, The Kazi's
fiag was planted on the humestead which along with other lands
and property of Chand Binod was confiscated to the State,

He had lived happily for all these months, and now it was
4s if a thunderbolt had fallen on his hare head. His granaries
were emptied of their store and immense sufferings - were
caused to the family., He first sold his bullocks with which be
wsed to drive his plough. Then he sold his milch cows. Chand
Binod's mother began to heat her breast in grief and lament.
The beautiful eight-roofed bungalow that be had built so
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artistically was next disposed of  Only one room remained.
That too he thought of seiling. Chand Binod began to
reflect thus, * Now are we ta live uuder some tree. But how
van my Malua dearer than life, live thepa? Wlhere shall [
keep ber 7 My mather has grown old.  Alas, how greatly does

she suffer | By fastings and other sufferings her face has
grown pale.”

One day Chand Binod said to Malus, * Go to your father's
place, Malua, with m v mother. You uare the only sister of
five brothers who dearly love you. Even if some one hits you
with & flower your tender body cannat bear it, Always scous-
tomed to live in comtort you hisve not the experiences of poverty.
How can you bear all this ¥ Your parents ure alive and your
brothers hold you so desr. You will live thers in happiness.
As for me, [ am s beggar and sccnstommd to a havd life, I will
live here. Bul you, dear Malua, eannot share my pain.” Softly
did Malua reply, “ All the happiness of my father's home has
ended sinoe the day of my marriags, Whether you live in a
forest, or under 4 straw roof, or under the shade of & tree, you
wre my stay aod nous other, Even if I fast for seven days,
the very sight of your face sssuages all my pain. If T drink
your charanamrita "—the water toughnld by your feet—it is to me
like the elixir of Jife, Malua does not like the life of s princess
in her father's home. 1T fasting the whole day I have only
one meal in the evening, consisting of mere rico and vegetahles
boiled in water, I forget all my sufferings seeing your face, I
cannol picture to mysell uny happiness greater than the privi-
lege of touching your fest. Leaving you here 1 ean by no
means go to my father's place,"

' Tho devool Hindus, mesand T,
the feet of thelr wislury delty Jn weshed
wered leaves moed 0 wordip

vary day drowk m few dvope ol watsr with ik
erecy ey mudh mhich i soemiod by Sewers und
Thinin called tha * eharansmriie * o * nectar of feei '
A plous Hisde soman wealil ot take any foml hefore difeking & Tow deops uf waler

tonched by ler limboud's lue  ‘This is shey ealbid * charynamrita. The cesboi ks faai
ilimg ppoarizy
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Chand Binod now phomed to 20 oaf 1o foreizn Innds
to earn money. Malua hocume wreatly depressed in spirit
when she heard this and apposed him saying, * No, that cannot
be, I cannot allow vou o ga, I eou leave e gl o, 1
will sturve mysell to deathe.  Voder the shade of n tree, with a
part ol gy sefi spread ke n bed, [ will sleep well, and will
travel with you in forests seeking fruits for you.  Thix T will

o and zhare your soreows ™"
11, 178

15 Mstuessivag Poverry.

They managed ta live during the month af July on the
price of ey et [pose ornnment) whichh Malun hnd  sold.
Even her pearl necklnce she sold aud they lived for some time
on it In the month of Anegnst she solil her anklets.  Oh,
what il luek ! "The Ffunily spent somehow the month of
Septamber, getting o loau on the seearity of Malun's bracelets
Her silken robes she sald dn Oetoher, and in the month of
November she sold her carvings which she specially liked.
The rvest of her gobl oenements were ndl i the eréditor's
house as  seeurity Tor lown. Now her elothes  were  all
tnttered and Tull of patehes anl vepairs, A pair of amulets
was all that was left. and her elothes all tnttered and rent,
hardly eovered her shame.  One Tull day she passad Tasting,
this was n severe- trial  There was not o handfl of rice in the
housa to offar to the larvest zolddoss  for daily warship.

The interest of the oreditors went on inereasing  from:
iy to day. Fortwo days they lived upon hinif-boiled grass
and plants. But when Malua saw the pale face of her has-
band, her Leart buest i <orrow,  She hersell went without her
menls and did not tell it to others : but she could not bear the
sight of her famished hushand and mother-in-law when she
could not serve them n menl.  8he conld no mors preserve the
honour of the family and thonght of hegging from door to door,

* Shvw wprpuens biis plen of hes galig whiend, frr e of dhe Hash, (bl she doss not
iy s
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And when Chand Binod perceived this, he did not divulge
his intention to his wife, neither said anything to his mother,
but in December he secretly left his home with the purpose
of earning money.

Ll 1-24,

14. Tue Frrars orF FouTUusE.

At this erisis the wicked Kazi sent the old woman Netai
again to her. The old woman said, O you, dsughter ofa big
man, why ehould you suffer so much for others ¥ If you go
to the Kazi's bouse, you will eat your meal off golden plates.
Wby do you starve yourself here? There is not & handful of
rice in your house. How long will your body bear all these
privations ¥ The Kazi has sent me again to you. Now fake
good counsel and consent to be his wifs. Does it becoma you,
daughter of & rich man, to husk rice and prepare yarns in hand-
looms ? Your beautiful body is ill-covered by the rags you
wear. 'There is no ornament in your nose, and your ears have
not their rings of flower pattern. Your body is dusty like
the white petals of the Dhutura flower. We will cover your
delicate body with golden ornaments. Murry the Kazi and go
to his house."”

Her eyes wore the flaming colour "of the jara flower. It
was like putting salt in n sore. She could not hear the insult.
My husband has gone abroad,” she said ; ** remembaering his
face T will liear all my sufferings, Better that T should husk
rice for others or go a-begging from door to door than seek
fortune from the Kazi's hands. T have five brothers who are
a tarror to wicked men.  They are like so many lords of death,
They will cut your nose and the gars of the wicked Kazi,
They will kill you by smashing your head on a stone, Whit
and let me send a letter to them.”

Disappointed the old witeh returned (o her home.

Alone she lived in the house after her husband’'s depar-
ture and this raised whispers amongst the neighhours,
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When the mother of Malua got a report of the distress that
she was in, she sent her five sons without delay.

They dressed themselves in all haste and paid a visit to
Malua’s home and requested her to accompany them to theirs.
When she saw them she began to weep. The brothers also
wept to see her condition. They lamented saying, * The only
sister among five brothers, you have been dear to us, Malua, as
life. 'We got for you a husband who seemed worthy in every
respect. Now all this trouble is surely due to bad luck. Our
wives have gold ornaments more than they need, and, what
a pity that our dear sister is without any. The cloth that
you have worn is tattered and full of patches and repairs. Your
bright colour is pale with dirt. Alas, you sleep here on
the bare ground ! Mother has kept in her store-room benutiful
mats for you. Such a place as this is full of gnsts. How
ean you sleep here in the night # Inour house there is n
room reserved for yor. Beautiful fans of mica and u curtain
adorned with beautiful laces are ready there for you. Plenty
of food is wasted there and you starve here; what an irony
of fate is this! At noon and in the evening strangers
come to our bouse and areserved with meals, and you, our
dear sister, go without a meal. flow cruel is the thought!
For full twelve years, sister, you were at your father's home
and lived there a free life; no one hiad ever asked you lo
do the least work in the house.

s Qweetmeats and other delicacies of rare sort hnave
been prepared and mo one has touched them,—mother has
kept them all for you. She has mot touched any food for
these three days on gelting the report of your condition, and
for three days no fire has been kindled in the hearth and
no evening lamps haye been lighted at our house. We will
gend a palanquin for you to-morrow morping, If you do
not go, mother will die of broken heart. Three nights
our mother has spent waeping, snd now waits for you with
all o mother’s longings.”

9
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Softly did Malua say to her hrothers, weeping all the
time -—

" How can I tell you my grief# my hesrt breaks. You
chose for me this house, and my good husband was after vour
own hearts in all respects, What fault s yours? Who ocan
avoid fate? 1 am, however, resolved to live in this house
To me, T tell you, dear lirothers, this house is the best of all the
shrines. Tt is my Benares,—my Brindshan. Go back and
look to the comforts of our dear parents, For me, my pri-
mary duly is fo minister to my distressed mother-in-law, Tell
mother that T cannot leave my old mother-in-law here sll
alone. Tell her I cannot go there now. Your wives are
there ; mother will be comforted in their company., If she
hexves a sigh recollecting me, ihe five wives will console her.
But my mother-in-law has none here. Her son has gone to
a distant place. How can she be comforted in this distress if
even I leave her and go 3"

The brothers raturned home and told all about her resolve
to their parents,

She prepared yarns on the spinning whesl and husked rica
with her old mother-in-law and in this way passad her days,
The months of January and Tebruary she spent, consiantly
thinking of what she should do next. During March and
April she looked forward to receiving some tidings of ker
busband. In the month of May the mangoes ripened and
crows and ravens croaked from the boughs of the trees all day
long. Alas, not a word from her husband to tell her where
ho was staying. In the month of June when showors fell
on all sides like tears, tho olouds roared and the lightnings
flashed, she sweetly recollectad her hushand’s face, and waited
with deep longings to meet him. In July people worshipped
Manasha Devi, When the whole country was astic on the
festive occasion, he will come, he will come—she still hoped.
But July passed also, and August came and went. It was
now the month of September. Peopls talked of the Pujns
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drawing near and of nothing else. Her hopes, however, were
not fulfilled ; he did not return even during the Pujas. How
misersble was the house at the time of this general festivity,
that did not ring with the voices of home-gomers !

But when the month of October eame he returned with
his earnings of the year. He stood near the room of his
mother and called her aloud. She hastensd to meet him.
Night and day she had wept. * At last, oh, dear one, hast
thou come to comfort thy wretched mother ! He placed his
purse containing all that he had earned before her, and
sending the outstanding * najor’ to the Dewan, released the
property that had been confiscated.

He again built a Bungalow with eight pitched roofs.'
Now lLe wus once more restored to his Malus, In the
night she told him all that she had suffered during his absence.

Sweet are sweetmeats and sugar, snd sweet is the water
of the Holy River! Bweeter than these is the water inside a
cocoanut, cool and refreshing. Sweeter still are bright
duys coming after the evil ones. But when a baby comes
to the mother's arms, the sweetness of it surpasses that of
the smile of fortuns, Sweeter perhaps than this is the lost one
found. But the sweetest of all is the meeting of the lovers

ufter separation !
LL 1-112.

15. Tae Grear Trian

Thus through these vicissitudes of fortune Chand Binod
went on. His sky, that had been cloudy, for a little while
brightened again.

But the inexorable, the terrible Kazi again plotted against
him and threw him into a fresh trouble.

A warrant was served on Chand Binod to the following
effect :

¥ Joined 1o one snother slsnsiigly to glee It the look of au oclugonel tower.
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** His Highuess the Dewau Saheb has learnt through a
secret messenger that you have in your house s damsel of
exceeding beauty. She is reported to be as handsome as o
fairy. I serve this warrant by his order. Within seven dnys
from to-day you must send your wife to the palace of His High-
ness.  If you do not do so your life will be at stake. [ you
sllow a week to pass without complying with the order of this
warrant, know that your death will be sure,”

His head sank fo his knees as Chand Binod read this
warrant, He looked like & deer f(allen within the claws of a
tiger. Denth, and men terrible as death, wers pulling him
from two sides, What a fale, alas, was reserved for poor
Chand Binod !

The week passed. Mridha, the police-officer of tho
Kauzi, came to the house of Chand Binod in due course, hound
him band and fool, and drazged him through the public rond

by a rope tied round his neck, and brought him to ¢he presence
of the Kazi.

The Kaxi said -

“ You rogue, you have not complied with my order. You
buve still kept the handsome womun in your house.”

Turning to the office peons he ordered them: * Take
Chand Binod to the waste land known as the ailakshar char?
and bury him alive there. You should also soize his wile wil
carry her to the palace of 1lis Highness the Dewan Jahangir
of Jahangirpue.”

The Mridhns and the peons did as they were bid,
Binod was taken by them to the wilabshar ehar, His
mother lamented saying, * 0 my denr son, if death would haye
earried you away in the usual eourse T wonld have howed to
the inscrutable decree of Providence, how cun T lear the
thought that you are goins to be killed by men in this

U Slstabar b " i ool wksinh wai s Neesguamee 1 g 1y
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way ? You are dearer than my life. Oh my pet-bird of the
cage, a rib, it seems, has been taken out of my breast.,”

Malua shed tears as she sat near her mother-in-law
teying to console her. But she stopped weeping a little while
after, and wrote a short epistle in two-snd-a-hall letters' to her
five brothers, In this short letter she wrote all about the
doings of the Kazi and how Chand Binod was taken away
for exescution.

Having written the letter she trusted it to her trained
falcon. A lare hint was sufficient for the faleon to under-
stand its mission, and it Aew at once to her Lither's home.

As soon as the brothers received the letter, they hurried
to the wilakshar char srmed with weapons. Just at the
moment when they reached the vast waste, they found the
men of the Kazi digging a grave for Chand Binod. The
Drothers at once fell upon the wmen and belaboured them
with their long sticks, Chand Binod was thus released.
Next they procesded towards his home, secking Malua.

When Chand Binod's mother saw them she began to
weep hitterly.  Alas, that home was now emptiod of its chief
treasure! The beautiful one was not there. Wicked Ravans
had absconded with Sita—the true bride of Rama. Alas,
the golden cage was there, but the sweet parrof was aone !
The five brothers lay benumbed with griel and it was a heart-
rending sight to see Chand Binod hewailing the loss of his
wife. One’s heart would break to hear his words.

Her pitcher was there but who would goto the river-
ghat with it? The house once shone bright, hut Malus who
was like the lampof it, was gone and it now looked dark. The
home with its garden—the fine mat on which she slept—the
doors and everything, were as they were hefore. It was she
alone—the golden treasure of that house that was gons, Like
& mad man Chand Binod went to his falcon and said, ** Brother

i % Two ol ikl Gettor 2 ere means & very wbon liti e
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falean, we have lived together for long years, now give me
informution shout my Malua."

With the cage in hand and with his mother he loft the
house, and wandered about from plses to place in that vast
country.

Ll 1-76.

16, Mavya 13 Deway Sanen's Harey.

Mulua sat in the drawing room of the Dewan’s palace and
wept. There was 4 bed spread on a stately couch in the hall,
but she sat on the bare floor. The attending maidens were
ready with splendid dishes to serve her, and His Highness the
Dewan Saheb himself stood near her, swearing by his life
‘that she must pariake of them. He said, Upon wy life, dear
girl, do not deceive me in this way and make me the most
wretched man amongst human beings, Partake of the meal and
sit on the couch. T will give youall the pleasures one can
expect in this world. From Delhi I will get for youa flame-
coloured sadi. With gold of the purest quality I will make
for you a nose ornament. There are numerous servants and
maid-servants in the palace,—know them all to be thine, They
will be ready to carry out your least wishes, On the couch
you will enjoy rest, whilst myself, your humble slave, will
await your pleasure, standing.”

Just like a deer within the claws of a tiger
Malua trembled in fear and weeping said to the Dewan
Saheh :

“T have taken a vow of abstinence and worship for twelve
months, of which nine months have passed. After three months
my vow will be fulfilled. My humble prayer to you is that you
should allow me to act according to these conditions of my vow,
viz,, T will not during this period take uny food touched by
others, nor will I drink any water from this place. T will cook
my own meal, and this will consist merely of rice boiled with
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potato in water. And T will take this without salt.! My bed
will be bat & portion of the sadi which T wear, spread on the
floor, 1 will do pensnce and will nol break any of these con-
ditions. I will in no case look ni the fiacs of a man uor shonld
any be allowed to come near me during the term of my vow,
Tor thess three months your [igliness must not enter my coln-
partment.  On the expiry of the fime 1 will consider your case,

“Tf you do otherwise T will consider you as my foe aund
destroy my life by poison.”

The first, the second, and the third months passed. On
the expiration of the third month His Highness the Dewau
with scented betel in his mouth and a handkerchiel lined
with gold in hand entered Malua's apartment with slow steps,

She trembled in fear us doth a deer in the elaws of a
tiger, The Dewan said, “ You have deceived me, fuir one, all
thase three long months. But never mind, I have respected
your vow. Now leave the floor and come up and sit on the
couch. Accept me as your mate with a glad heart. Your
presence is a delight to the cyes and now make me fully
happy. 1 will not keep any cause of yonr complaint. I will
release your hushand.”

Malua said, ** Great sorrows, sir, | have had at the hands
of the wicked Kazi. Unjustly he has killed my husband.
How can you release ome who was buried alive in the waste
of nilaksha? How can you expect me to give you my heart so
long as I am not avenged, and the Kazi is allowed to
live in pence? How can I forget the unnumbered woes which
the wicked Kazi hus cansed me "

Then the Dewan was wroth, He ordered the Prefect
of Police to stark ut once and see the Knzi executed. With
constahbles and Mridhas the Kotwal went to earry out the
arder., And Mulua after her long sufferings caused by the

b The peoison of (hils restriction is that dusing the: days of momming, » Hinils doss a5t
take sule. Thowe mny be mpoller reaeon ales, rid, arcerding o the wotions of Dmlinna,
it w & sweribegions: Aklng th o agnleat & s i loss wsll ome has tnken,
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Kazi was now glad to have this retaliation. Now she was
pleased and said to the Dewan, * Oaly twelve days are re-
maining of the three months, Patiently wait for this short
time. We shall go together to hunt fuleons. So kindly
order a pleasure-boat to he made ready, You are no doaht
aware that my husband was an expert hunter. For long
yenrs I lived with him and learnt the art of hunting falecons
mysell.  You will see that 1 shall secure n huundred falcons by
o single trap.”

The date of hunting, and the auspicious hour to start were
settled, and Molua in the meantime wrote a letter to her five
brothers with .uer own hand and she trusted it to her frained
faleon.

The five brothers started from their home on the pretext
of hunting. The Dewan Saheb too went one middsy to the
extensive swamp full of lilies and known ns the Dhaloir
Gil, With him went the beautiful Malua. The five
brothers with their light pinunsces surrounded the Dewan’s
hoat, The hrothers and their kinsmen belaboured the oars-
men and the captain of the Dewan's boat with theiy long
sticks and they fell into the swamp, with their
heads downwards. The boat on which the five brothers were
was beautiful to see and Malua stepped into it with u light
and brisk leap. The kinsmen of the hrothers rowed the pin-
naces which flew like birds, crushing the lillss with which
the bog ahounded under their keels. With her husband did
Malua come to her father’s home. Thus was she rescued as
was Sita by her hushand Rama from the clutches of the
enemy.

Ll 1-78,

17. Tue UNRenLexTING KINSMEN.

Now the kinsmen of Malun created frosh trouble hy their
wiockedness, One of them said, * Mulua hns lost lier chneacter,
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She has, besides, lost her casto as she took food in a Muham-
madan’s house. How eonld she live there without doing so?

The toaternal uncle of Chand Binod was o man of high
social status. He was the recognised head of the hele kaibartne.
He said, “ I, for myself, assure you, I see no way how 1 can
take mealsat the hands of Malua, Let Chsnd Binod do
penanee, aud we will admil him Lo caste again.’”’

Another kinsman who wis Chand Binod’s uncle on the
father's side came up and repested the same charge, For
\hree months,” he said, “ she was in the palace of the Dewan.
How could she live theve without food * ™

Chand Binod thought over this matter for some days
after this disoussion nnd then applied to the Brahmins.
Following their advice he did the necessary penance and
divoreed big wife. And iho beautiful one hid hersell in a dark
corner of the house and wepl.

w Alas] " she asked herself, * where am I togo and to whom
can 1 tell this tale of my griet? As he has divorced mo il is
hetter that T should die.”” The five hrothers said, “ Do not
weep, dear sister, we will take you with us. You will have
no trouble ahout yvour food and raiments at our house. We
pssure you that you will be happy there.” The father tried
ta soothe her and the brothers usad all the fores of their logie,
hut she was not canvineed,  She said weeping, “1 shall he a
maid-servant in this house, hat still live nenr my husband. In
the hours of the morning and evening will 1 do the washing of
the house. 1 will dir the work which devolves upon a servant
of the auter compounil.” Looking at her hushand she said,
«T shall not hs able to weok food for you or touch the
water thil you would drink. Take another wife and hie
lnppy.”

By hor life did she swear and request lier five brothers to
get a beautifal wife for Ohand  Binod,  * How  will my
mother-in-law who has grown deal and blind with age. live
without help, it my hushand does not marey sgain 7 "

10



The kinsmen insisted on the step and helped Chand
Binod to marry agnin. But she, as maid-servant, worked in
the outer courtyard and spent her duys in unhappiness. She
took great care of the new wife whom she sincerely loved.
Still did she not go to her father’s home. She served her
hushand sand mother-in-lnw so far as Iay in Loy power,

Li.1-42

18, Tar Deab sroveur 1o Lire Anarx,

The unfortunnte mother was sleaping in her reom and
was dreaming o bad dream. Chond Binod roused her from
sleep and wanted food. She regretted that the rice was not
husked so early. But Chand Binod insisted on her giving
him some meal us he was nbout to 2o ahunting, He could
not wait till rice was cooked. There was some conked rice in
the house of the night hefore mixed with water. He ate this
and howed to his mother and took leave. In his right hand
was the eage and in his left was the faleon. [t Was noon-
time when Chand Binod started from howe. His sister’s
house stood on the way and he puid & visit to her. She wept
over family matters whilst talking with her brother, Taking
leave of his sister, he entered a decp forest with the faleon in
his hand.

There were long veeds and grasses in a meadow where
he set the faleon free. He kept the enee in his hand and sat
under the shade of the benehhobra plants, Hiddex undep these
plants was a black snake which bit the toe of Chand Binod.
The poison at once beeame mixed with blood and rose up
uffecting the hrain, Chand Binod could not keep his head
steady, but reeled and fell on the ground

* O, ye hirds and heasts, carry the messige to my mother
that I die of snnke-hite in this forest. Alas, who will inform
my mother! Oh, what u pity! T shall not see my awn
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beautiful Malus once hefore I die! My house and all I
leave und I die here forlorn under the uncoversd sky and
not under a rool ! Who are vou, O traveller, carry the message
to my mother.”

In the evening a travellar brought the news to the poor
mother. * Your son Binod, Madam, lies dead in the deep
forest.” With her hair all dishevelled, she at once ran to
the spot where Binod lay, Thers was no breath in his
nostrils aud no word in his mounth. ‘The mother fell down on
the ground crying. The kinsmen sll hronght Chand Binod
to his home, unconscions—like one dead.  Malun's tears knew
no stop.  “0, my desr lord,” she eried, *“the whale treasure
of a poor woman's heart—how ean T live without thee?
Why did not the snike lite me instead of you? Alas! the
wretched life of a muid-servant whose lot is to work outside
the house, is, perhaps, too conts mytible even to serve as u meal
for n tiger or asnake! They too aveid it! T live outside, T
work outside, not Kaving liberty -to enter into the bed rooms
and the kitchen, vt T forget all my woss secing my hushand
day and night ! Even this pieve of Inck will not ceuel Provi-
dence vouchsafe unto me! T unolonger eovet Jife. T will
burn myself on the funeral pyre of my husband or enter
water and drown mysell or T shall tio a vope on the yonder
hijal trew and lnng myself.”

When she was Iunenting in this way, her five hrothues
came up to this spot having heard the od news They sat
penr Chand  Bined's body and foand his syes grown ilim,
salivi flowing from the cornes of his lips  They too lament-
ed saying, * How is ity dear hrothur, T wahl you eut the
tivs thal have bound s o you all these long yvars: Wa
gave you our dear sistor,  How will she live the harvd life of
a widow 2 Seandal has thrice cursed her life, bk still sho bl
one grent comfort.  How will she have th heart to hreak her
shell-lpaenlots plated with aold® How shall wie Dear the
stght of her sad Pave =7
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Marva,

Do wok wesp, my dear brothers,  But Hstee to what T am
goinz to =say.  Esamine well if theps is <till lite in him, There
an the landinge ghat of the river liss anchoved our bost mnde of
the wood wan puduie,  Corey this body swiftly 1o the house of
the physician of suKe<lite who Hves afar,

The tive brothers came up to the boat They becams
themselves its onrsmen.  Malun b with her hushand's ody
nenr her, It usuadly took seven days to rench the pliysician's
place, but so swiftly did they ply their wivs that they reschied
it in u day.

The physician exammined the beeath sd <tudied the face
with cave.  Then he slapped the head of Chand Binod with
some force. The poison eame down 1o the lieast of the
pativnt, then sradunlly it deseandisd to his kuees and last to
his foet, ‘The binck soake was in the nether worlil, it sueked
the poison from the feet.  When the poison was thus sucked,
the whole bady of Chand Hinod was soothed aud e opensd
his eyes.

Thus having vestored her hushaud to life, Malan  triame
phantly returned home. The whole town  piug with hep
prodse,  Soime i, * She < secoml Buhole,  She his mestored
her hashamd to Hiv s Behuln did jo Lakslminleg Ot hoes
aalll, = The cluste womnn has aehioved  this iy the diesct
e of Lhe wolds, Tl whole community of the fode duslios

bias Deen saanebifiol Ty this chiste woman, Lot us oifor Hower

wid Detel to Ber and et ber baok fo onste. She lias
brought Iier doesd hoshond ek to i, Why should we still
feel noy hesitunoy in wdwvitbine her to oste 2

Ll 101,
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19. Tk Last TraGIo Scexe.

The maternad unele of Chaud Binod, who was one of
the héewdmen of the community, sail * Ho that will dape do
this, will lose his easte.”  Another elderly  Kinsman gave the
matter o full considvration il delivered his judgment
*“We eannol give up ouy religion and easte for the wke of
Mialun. She most he where she is now."”

The unfortunate woman passed ler days in sorrow, Oh
how unlueky was she! As a child she had fived happily
with her parents for a shart period.  She was tho stur of her
mother's-eyes. I anybody would then hit her with a flower,
it would be too much lor her, The pavents prisd her more
than they did het five hrothers.  Darling she was of the whole
family. Aud behold her lot now !

She thouzht over her ot and coull not decide what to do.
Thenshe thoaghe, * So long ws [ <hadl Hive my boshomd will
hie unhappy on my nccount,  People will sprend seundul aid
hie will be the sailerer for it Then she resolved o die:

The aame hoat mads of mea pedios Iny wnchored st the
limding ghat of the river., One tuy at the hour of noon she
ciume up there And <tepped into the hoat with her light steps
The boat was alrsuly broken wml nscshe sat in it water came
pouring Fromr all sides. T do not know how fay down this
nether world may he. T will o down and see the bottom,  Lat
the water rise woil vise to the nwning over e boat™  *lhis
was hier resolve,

The sister of Chawd Binod como swiftly to the ghal,

Sualer,

O Laisten toome, dlewn sisler, e it Iaky hoat, snd come
back.”
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Faliia,

“ No, sister, that eannot be, my heart breaks at the sicht of
you all.  Let the water of the river rise and rise till the boat
is sunk. Onee for all look at Mulua whom you loved so
well and whom you will see no more,” d

The mother-in-law came running to the spot maddened
with grief and careless of her attire, her hair all dishevelled,—

Mother-in-ltuie,

0 my daughter, denrer than life, vou are the Goddess
Lakshmi of our house.  Come back | pray. Of my tottering
bouse you are the sole stay—you ave the moonheams of my
torn straw-roof and the light of my house.  Without you T
cannot live fora moment.”

Mt b,

“Let the wiater rise and vise. svermore till the leaky
boat is sunk, mother; bless me, I bid you farewell, and for
the lnst time bow Lo your feel,”

The water came splashing into the bout, und one-lialf of
it was alveady sunk, The molherin-daw stood on the bank
and wept.

One after anothor the tive brothers, enme there, The
kinsmen came one and all,  The five brothers ealled wlowl
nod  said, * Come out of that louky Lot awd veturn to your
father’s home. We will bhrine « solden pinnace for you to
take you there snid will protect you by onr lives"

Mudus bids furewell to her hrothers, “ Lot the wnter riso
and rise wnd the leaky bont be sonk.  Leave your Mulua Tusrss,
0 dear hrothers, and return houe,”
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The water now rose over the sides of the boat. * Runm
fast Chand Binod, if vou want to see her for the last
time."”

Running did he come und stand on the banks of the
river.

Chaund Binod.

“Qan it be that the light of my soul is to perish thus
before my eves? Let the sun and moon sink. I have
nothing more to do with the world. 1 no longer want my
kinsmen and friends. T! indeed you are to die in this way L
will accompany you. Tell e, dear Malua, but once, how 1
ean remove vour sulfering. [ will take you again into my
homae and if my community will outeaste me, 1 will not para
for my caste. Do not. T pray yow, do not drown yourself. By
the gads of heaven I do pray unto you,”

Malp.

“ My days have just approached their close.  What charm
has this world for me and why should I live? So longas I
shall live, there will e seandial and you will suffer for it. The
kinsmen and friends will worry you by their talk, This life
of sullied fame I will throw inte the waters. O my dear
hushand, do not wait to =ee the end, bt go from here. You
have now w fair Ludy For your wife at home. Live with her
and be happy. lLet the waters rise and rise and the broken
boat be sunk. Leave tho unfortunate one here and go back."

At that moment the wind earvied the boat away to the

mitl-river. She adilressed the kinsmen, and said i —

“ Eyen she whose erimes are zreat will not live to troulile
you for ever.

“The faults are all mine, my sorrows were ordained by
fate. How could 1 have avolded them? But do not, I
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pray you, blame my bushand. He is blameless. 0O my
mother-in-law ! May you be my mother in hundreds of lives
to come. From here in the mid stream, do I how to your
feol for the last time.”

She addressed her co-wife and said, * Live with your
hushand, dear sister, happily ; from to-day you will no more see
my Iace. If you feel any pain remembering me, look at the
face of our hushand, that will remove all your pain,”

In the eastern horizon n storm arose and the elowds roared.
The sen that faced her had no banks, nor any hisit to ferry n
pilgrim across. )

* Lot the waters vise and rize and let the boat sink, The
shores after all may not he far off. T will zo down nnd sea
the bottom of the stream.”

The clouds roared from the wasteen sky. The storm swept
clear everything in its mad,course.

Alas! Whers was the hesutiful one gone with her bonst
made of min peban |

TJI- I.q?”,
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PREFACE

Namyan Deb, one of the earlisst pocts of the Manasa-cult
was bor in theold eity of Magadha in the beginning of the
14th century.  When still youns the post came down and settled
in the small village of Baro' in the district of Mymensing.
He wrote his famous * Manasur Bhashan about six hundred
years ago,  His descendants still live at Baro and the adult
members of the family ave the twenty-first genuration in
descent from the poet.

The next poet of the samv eult in Mymensing, who
nearly selipsed the fame of Nurayan Deb, was Bangshi Das, who,
as | have stated elsewhere, belonged to the village of Patuari
on the Phulestiwari, in the subdivision of Kishorgung.
Bangshi Das's * Bhashan * was finished in the year 1575 with
the co-operation of his daughter Chandrivati, [n the earlier
manuscripts of the work, the name of Chandedvati  often
oceurs in the colophons of stray passages gomposed by her and
incorporated with the poenm of Bangshi Das, her father.
The Bat-tals Presses of Calentta following the practice of
the Iater manuseript-writers have deopped the names of the
lussur poots, retaining the name of {he most famous ony in
the colophon. We find this to be the case in regard (o the
posm of Bangshi Das also.

Bangshi Das's piety and faith arm best  illustrated
in the sueedote of his lite recounted by Chandredvati in her
poam of Kenaram. He wns not aon ly suintly in his character
* but a learned Sanskrit scholie and wrote three erwdito works

s i villngs ow’ bbe eiver Pttt alimid W0 bl L e wistii ol ol Wb
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besides the Munnsa Mangal.'  These are the * Ham Gita, '
the * Chandi” kud the " Kreisnn Gunarninya. '

Bangshi  Dis received o sound  teaining  from  his
futher Judavanands, himsell o scholar  of some  enowi.
Anjans, the mother of the poer. was an accomplished woman
known for her devotion and pure life, In the * Padmdpurana *
Bangshi  Das pays his trilmte of respect to his predecessor in
the field—Narayan Deb, in the preliminary vorses,

Chandrdvati, Banashi Das's danghter, was tho only issue
of the poet. He had vken eare to give hoe sosound oduestion.
Chandrt says 1 how down o my mother Sulochand and
futher Bangshi Das who took sreat pains in tenching me the
Puranas.”  With an wxnuisite eenee and tendernes she olfers
her praises to the river Phuleshwari (lie. mistrass of  lowers)
which, <he says, supplisl e with poetic inspimtion,

The story of her i-Fatod loveis saazall -over the pountry
hy prifessionn] minstrals even now,  Ohawded was Dorn in the
middle of the sixteonth contury. The dats eannot he vary fnr
from 1550 A.D., as she purtiehpatod b thy lnboues of cayposing
the * Mannss Mangnl ' with hor father—i work that was
finished in 1573,

The present ballad wis composed by the poct Nagan
Chand Ghosh, whose nnmaalso occurs in o few colophons of the
poem wamed * Liln and Konkn, " The style of e prosent song
is full of simply charm, and ofers 8 contrast to the elassionl
and somewhat pedantic Innguage adopted by the pout v thi
other poem which he wrole in conjunction with Raghusuta
pnd other pocts who [llourished in the beginnine of the
17th eantury.

Chandrt is the typical Hindu girl of the old school,—
spiritual almost to nusterity. Thers i wlso n touder side
to her charseter which, though hased on the solid rock of her
paticnee nmd resignntion, revexls the mentler human  grices.
Inspite of the rigidity of her vow, we do oot miss faor 4
moment i feminine sweetnsss and tenderness of heart.  This
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is very noticeabls in the necount of Sita ziven by her in Lhe
Ramayann which she wrote in complinnee with hor  father's
wishes.  That work, though very popular amongst the women-
folk of Eastern Mymaonsing who sing and recite it from
memory, has not yet heen published, 1 have, however, seeured
# manuscript of the poem for the Liliary of the University
of Caleutts. Her aceount of Kendram the Iobber and her
Ramnyann are fountains of uncensing pothos which no doubt
sprang from the grief-stricken recessos of her heart.

The villuge Patunri exists to the presant day on the bankys
of the Phiuleshwari—a branch of the river Narsunda, amd it is
said the relies of the old temple which Chundred had dedicated
to Siva are still to be seen theee.  Patuael is only & few  miles
to the north-sast of Kishorganj. No tree, however, of the
villaze Sundha, the home of Jaychandra, is to be found in the
Surveyor General's map.

The present ballad is divided into 12 cantos and ix
complete in 354 lines of verse all in the payer metre,

DINESII CHANDRA SEN
7. Bisnwakosu Laxe,
Baglazar, Catentla, {20k Morech, 1923,






CHANDRAVATI
1. Tur Pryckise oF FLowens

'
CHANDRA.

“There have hloomed the chawpa and wegeshoar  fowers
ou the four sides of the tank, Who are you, O youth, that
break the branches of the plants and rol them of their
flowers §

JAYCRANDRA.

“Youder river separates my home from yours, Why do
you, dear maiden, yoursell pluck these maelati flowars. "

Cuanna,

“Here have I come this morning to eather flowers:
my father will worship Siva in the temple with these”

They sclected the freshest ones among the flowers. The
searlet jara, the yellow echampa and the gandha of
various species,—white, yellow and red—were gathered 'w
Jaychandra in his cane-basket, The hlue aparajifa and
the crescent-shaped afashi were also gathered there. The
choicest mallika and the soft and fragrant malati were
not lost sight of. With gladsome hearts, did they finish their
pleasant morning task.

Days passed by in this way. At morning and evening, the
youth and the maiden plucked flowers from the sides of the
tank, and always they were all alone there. None knew

of their meetings.
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When from the high branches of the sweet wmalali
plants Chandrd wished to pluck Howers, Jaychandra caught
hold of n braneh nnd pulled it down so that his Inir companion
might hisve ensy access to its floral treasure,

Oune day she gathered Hlowers at dawn, but these were
ot mennt Tor her father. She strang them into u garland
mid hang it round the youth's neck,

Ll 1-15.

2. Tar LOVE-EPISTLE.

For the first tim= he wrote her a letter. It was an epistle
in * two and a half letters,"' written on the petals of a flower.
Into that letter, short though it was, he poured his whole
soul. * Do you know, maiden, how every day in solitude
I weep oveér the presents of garlands of flowers, plucked and
strung by your tender hands! The smiling garden of flowers
beeoies dark to my eves when you depart. It ill becomes
me to tell you the whole story. I have no power to
axpress it.  Your iather is a man of austere principles
and holds you dear as life. For myself, T have no
parents—they ave dead. Ilive in my uncle’s home. How ean
I say what 1 s feeling? From the day I saw your beautiful
face | have been liken mad man, Anxions am I to know
what vour own feelings aro for me. If thera be a chance
for me to zet you for my bride, 1 will surrender overything
T luave to your lovely feet. If not, from to-duy I will censs to
gather flowers 1T will 2o to strange lands, bidding vou n
last favewell. T1f good fortune smiles on me nud 1 get
favourable roply, know, dear giel, that | will be a slave to
your wishes for life."
L1, 1-20,

1 Wa Pl Freggneme mentbon ol "2) Jeteerm ™ of ot Bangall sipbnbet meed in o mystic
wismp 1n ol [lengnbi liepasare. In the Maypamat] Bongs, oomes sastoor e w=id to be
comjibrte b 2f letbere, pussssend of gt weeult wivtue, e the Biesslier ol Mymessing-
Lnlbiide b werls mbrely wiean ™ very bidel, " =—3cs Malua, Canto 15, line 43
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* Javehandm canght hiold of & bmnch amd palled it
down 20 that his falr companion might have easy

pocces to 1tx Moral freasure.”
F.'I:'H- rl'rltl‘lirtr_ l:. A
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2 Tar LAD HAXDS THE LITTLE NOTE T0 THE MAIDex,

The morning sun' appeared on the horizon robed in yellow.
His rays, half-hid in the thin clouds, sparkled like gold in
the firmament,

The night had departed; the maiden Chandrivali rose
in the morning and went ns usual with her hasket to
gather flowers.

First of all she mathered the searlet java flowers with
which her father would worship Siva. Next she plucked the
samall: white baknl and maleti fowers to  weave them
into a garland (for Jaychanden),

Just at that moment the youth approached her with
the short letter written on flower-petals.

JAYCHANDRA.

“ Busy are you, Oh mniden, plucking flowers and breaking
the hmnches of plants.. Will you allow me a little time to
speak to you. After I have finished, you may again
busy yourself with your chumpa and nageshvar flowers.”

CHANDRA

“1 have done now: [ have no need for more flowers.
Just look at the east. The sun shines high ahove the horizon,
Give me leave now, I cannot tarry. My father is waiting
for these flowers to worship Siva.”

JAVCHANDRA

“ Yeos mniden, T will zive you leave and hid you Inrewall,
it may be for life.”

b Tha bbb and hrilesmresn wesr a pellow deess colimred by tormerie al the  wedding
flae  The sad's gellow rolies have n aymbelical meaning Jore tnaplring the prospect of

ey b s
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Then he handed her the flower-petals and left the place
in all haste without anothey word,

LL 1-18,

b, Baxcsut Das praYs 70 Siva ror a BripreROOM
£
vour CHANDRA.

T the corner of her sadi she tied and hid the floral epistle.

To the temple she came nnd wished its floor with the
witer of the holy Ganges, Facing the god, she spread a
sent. for her fnther and then crushed the sandal on stone
and produced o scented paste,  In the flower vase—the puspa-
patro—earefully did she place the flowers,

Her father now came aml took his seat and prepared
for worship.

Bangshi Das worshipped Siva and prayed to the god
for » boon for his daughter. She was now grown up but
no suitable groom had yet been found for her,

v 0, Ever-lasting One, O Siva,” he prayed, * bless
the child. Every day I will worship thee with flowers of the
forest and with my piety and devotion which are like
the flowers of my mind, grant me this boon that Chandrd
may be blessed with a hushand after her own mind. T am a
poor man aml withont means to present s good dowry.
None is there in the world on whose help I ean rely
save thee,

He offered a flower to Siva praying that n match-maker
might bring a good proposal that very duy by the blessing of
the god.

Another flower he offered praying that the bridegroom
might be one of high family —" resplendent as the god Indrea
may he he nmongst men."

Another flower he offered praving that the hride-
groum’s  socinl  status might be worthy of his own,—of the
ill istrious family of tye Bhattacharyas of Patunri
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Then he prostrated himself on the grownd hefore the
wold and  prayed “May my daughter, O Jord, be happy in
marrinze.”

L1, 1-20,

5. 8ue weAvs Tue LETTER.

Doing her duties in the temple and secing her father
engamed in worship Chandra retired to her room all alone,
and with tender care opened Jaychandra’s floral  epistle.

As she read it tears hegan to flow from both hercyes, She
knew not what reply she should give.

Then she again read the letter and wept nunin,  * s,
why has my mind hecome like his 2" she thought, * Am I not
helpless as the bird sele in the cage? IL was enough for
me to see  his face—tu hear his voice and gather Howers
together. Why wish for more ?

“1 am now grown up, my father wanls to give me to
some one, How can [ tell him what [ feel? My father is
the muster, Yes, Joyehandra wathers Aower for me und
I love him. I lave held him dear ns my life even from
infancy; but how can I say thats "

She wrote a short reply. * Thers is my father io the
house, What do I know? How can I give n roply—I am
but a helpless girl 27

She bid all her feelings awd wrote the letter eautiously
in reserved lnnguage,

But retiring to her echamber she ealled the sun and moon
to bear witness to her feclings and prayved to the gods to zrant
Jaychandrn to her as n hosbund.,  She howed to Siva with
Folded hands with this prayer i ey mind, and sent the letter
to the youth,

But from that day <he ceased to go to gather Howers.
Thus did she pass ber diys, not altogether in sorrow, not
ultogether in joy.

LL 1-4.
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i, Her stuext Recirnocarios,

In the conrt-yard of her own house there had bloomed
the champa and wageshwar flowers. All alone she went
thither to gather flowers, but her mind was pot in them.

“1 shall ses you with my insatiate eyes, 1 shall yield
myself unto yvour nrms and eall vou my husband. These
small and sweet smelling Jaku! and walefi flowers have
bloomed here. 1 shall pluck the choicest of these for weav-
ing garlands for you. The searlel jurus are there, How 1
wish to offer these as my tribute of worship to your feet. The
mallika and the malati are  spreading  their fragrance, and 1
swear by them that T wish you to be my hushand not only for
this life but for all wy future lives to come, Yonder are
those thorny #fefadi plants,  Are such thorns in my way too ?
Who knows #"

Thus did she reflect and shed tears ull slone.  Now let us
revert to the topic of her marriage.

L. 1-14.

7. ToE ProrosaL AND 118 ACCEPTANCE.

A match-muaker suw Bangshi Das one day and said * You
have a beautiful daughter. Bright as the moon are your fuir
reputation and social honour. No family is there in this part
of the country claiming a higher status. Your daughter
is= now grown up, Why not get her married to » worthy
groom ¢ "

“Where is such an one to be had 2" psked Banshi,
“ Ready wm 1 to favour a really good proposal,™

The match-maker wid “In the villige of Sundha is
such an one.  His family is held in high esteem, They are
Chakraburties and Leafivg of the first order. The name of the
youth is Juychandra. Handsome isshe as the god Kurtikeya.
I truly think him to be worthy of yvur fair daugliter
in every way. A good scholar is he in varions branches of
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study,—the darling of his kinsmen, he looks glorious ns the sun,
Happy will your daughter be in this marringe and for myself
1 would have no hesitation about it.”

" The western wind now produces a shiver ns it blows,
There is an sbb-tide in the mid stream of the river which flows
slowly. The topsof the mango grovesare full of blossoms.
The season is a good one.  And if you wish, I see no reason why
the marriage should not take place during this very month,”

The horoscopes were consulted und the palms of the
bride and the bride-groom were examined, “ A happier
mateh was never indicuted by the plunets,” “said  the
astrologur.

Baxasur Das.

“ As the horoscopes have proved satisfactory, ready am 1
to offer my daughter to this youth,”

LL 1-26.

5 PREPARATIONS.

The negzotistions were complete and the day and hour of
the marringe settled. It seemed to be u brightand auspicious
duy, The southern wind was blowing and the ocuckoo’s gy
warblings were heard from far. The bees hummed round the
mango-blossoms. Merrily did the trees, surrounded as they were
by tender creepers, present anarmy of new leaves, Betels were
distributed smongst the kinsmen and the women-folk sang
murringe-songs and praises of the gods. The court-yards of
tlie house showed floral puintings of various design drawn
hy women. Various rites were performed snd the women sat
to worship the gods,

First of all pujas and offerings were made to Siva—
the Ever-lasting One—He that is uncreated and without «

beginning,
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Then they worshipped the other gods in suceession,—the
woildess  Syamn—the  Dark-blue One—Ekachura *OF One
crown * and Bana Durga or the divine mother who presides
over the forests.

The usuul ceremony of adhivas on the day previous to
marringe was observed by the bride, Pitchvrs were filled
with * clorapani’ (lit. stealing water).! They sang songs and
praises and anon the father of Chandri sat in the court-yard
of the temple to perform the *sradh® of his ancestors. The
*yajnaknudn ' or the sacrificial altar was dug by the women,
By the earth obtained in this way, bricks were made and
these were duly snointed with vil,

The mother of the bride went begging blessings for her
from the good neighbours and relations, She took a plate
filled with some auspicious thinzs on her head and went ahead
of her companions, while the aunt of the bride eavried a pitcher
and followed her, singing festive sonys.

[, 1-38,

9. Jaxcuaxpex axp tugE Mavosmepay GIrL.

They had first met on the banks of the Sundha, She
had gone there to fll her pitcher with water, Her gait was
plensant as that of the bivd Ahanjon and her words were
sweet as the cooings of the cuckoo. As she wpproached the
lnnding ghat of the river, the whole place became bright with
her presence.

“Who are you, fair woman, going to the river-ghat
with slow steps 2 Will you hut onee cast a sweel glince
at me? Tsee you here every diuy and my eves are still
insatinte,  Pray tell me whiat you feel. For myself I

cannot express my heart, but dear lo me you nre already
as life itsell"”

For explanmtbon of thy wond  sec Uee texg of Malin, Coute 1Y line 4%
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These were the thonghts of ithe youth, for delicacy he
could not speak them oul.

(3aing to the landing steps he peeped throogh the hran-
ches of a Aijal tres in all directions; and where its flowers
lung down and looked all erimson, he placed a love-letter
with eare. “8he is sure to glanee in this direction and this
will certainly attract her notice. Bear witness, O hijal tree—
the dweller of these banks,—1 have vightly put my thoughts
in this letter. When the handsome maiden will come np
lere, show my letter to her.  ‘Thou sun, who brightenest the
darkest spot of the world, kindly tell the fair one of the
colonr of the ehampaka Rower, how greatly 1T am suffering on
her account. She will surely come here and stand at the
landing ghat. T will slowly retire from here and  wateh
her hiding myself for & moment when, after her bath, she
will return to the landing stops softly like a wave that goes
onward to return to the bank.”

He went away and next day he visited the flower-garden
for & moment where the beantiful (fegara, the gem-like
bola and the white shefalike lined with red had all hloomed.
The youth with the filak mark on his forehead and the
flower-hasket in his lands stood there unmindful of his
plensant  task.  For  his heart was pieresd hy s thomn-
like pain.

L1 1-30.

10, Tur nine News,

The trampet and the tabor sounded high, nnd sweetly
were the festive songs sung; the women wove Howers into
garlinds and performed many a pleasant und auspicious rite,

At such an hour did the shadow of 1 great sin fall upon
the house anid clond its fair fame.  People whispered on all
<ides * What is the matter ° And thoy feared to helieve
the wossip that ran.
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Then arose a sound of lament in the hridal house and
Bangshi Das himself lost all control over his mind. Als, his
caste and family honour were going to be lost for ever.

“Why should Providence be hlamed 2 Rather blame our
own luck. The sages sometimes err, and such a steady
animal ns the elephant of entimes slips.  Even the merchant’s
ship that has crossed the seas from afar, sometimes sinks near
the landing ghat.”

Thus did the wneighbours talk amongst themselves and
aldidressing  the Brahmin said “ Siv, it i= not a tale worth
telling. A great danger has befallen us. The bridegroom
eleet has done n very beinous thing, e has married a
Mahiomedan girl and given up his easte.”

A thunder-bolt, as it were, fell hreaking the pinnacle of
a temple,  All joy, nll music were suspended in the house,

Bangshi Das sat benumbed on the ground ; there was
no elowd, no storm in the sky, but suddenly lightning
haudd fallen on his bead.

Ll 1-20.

i
11. Wuar vrn Coasbia bo 7

“What enn you, O Chanded, do now * " The attending
mnids queationed her in whispers.

They all lamented the lot of the unfortunate maiden,
But she became stiff, wordless and tearless. 8he neither
wept nor smiled, nor spoke to her maids. Soft as  clay
was the maiden, but now wns she turned into an imnge of
atone,

They all wepl and abusdd the bridegroom. But she
was severe and quiet, controlling hersell with ull her mizht,
The first, the second and the third day passed. Daily she
st to eat her menl hut not a morsel did she relish.

It was all abed of thorns and arrows in the night when she
was left quite alone,  She conld not sleep n moment, but wept
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all unseen. The pillow was wet with her silent tears,
She recolleted how both of them used to gather flowers on the
sides of the tank; how they swam together and sported in
the Phuleswari, His smile, his words constantly came to her
mind and for the whole night there was no sleep for
her eyes. In the morning the pallor of her cheeks showed
the agony of her despair.

The father could read her thoughts better than any one
alse. He fell a deep affection for her. Many proposals of
marriage came from different places, and he began to
consider these,

At this stage Chandri saw her father and told him that
she was determined not to marry. “T have dedicated my-
4slf to Siva” she said, *I will worship Him all my life.
O tather, be gracious unto your poor daughter and grant her
permission for this ™

The father sadly grauted her the permission she sought,
and ordered :

“ Dedicate your life to Siva, T will not stand in your way,
1 will give you u task, Write s Bamayana in Bengali."

L 1-24

12. Tug Traceoy oF THE TALR

A temple was erected and Siva in stons was established
{here. She exercised great control over her mind and
worshipped the great God. During leisure hours sha
composed the Ramayana in Bengali, One’s mind becomes
sinless as one reads this Ramayana written by the
saintly Chandri.

Thus did she live the life of a celitate all her days.
Devoted to Siva she surrendored Lo Him her life and all. If
any one spoke fo hur she was indifferent and scarcely gave a

18
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reply ; and no one ever saw her smile again. The bud had
become s full blown flower for a single night only to fade and
wither in the morning.

Another stirring event happened about this time.

Seated was she in the temple, concentrating her mind
on Siva. She uttered the mantras and performed holy rites
and was devout in her prayer.

It was the month of May. The Sun sent his burning
rays from the zenith. The mango trees smiled with their
treasures of ripe fruits that hung from the boughs in goodly
number,

A man came at such a time with a letter from Jay
Chandra who had begged in it an interview with Chandrd.
In that letter the young man had written his sad tale. Tt
ran thus:—

“0 my Chandrd, dear aslife, will you not bear with me
a moment when I tell you my story ? My whole mind and
body are on fire. 1 took poison thinking it to be nectar, The
garland of flowers on my breast has proved a poisonous snake,
I have myself invited death to my doors. I eschewed the
sacred fulasi plant favoured by the gods and have worshipped
the vile seora huunted by witches, T have myself placed a lond
of sorrow on my own head and whom can T acouse now ? T see
poison around me, poison in air, poison in water and every-
where. How can I make my escape from it ¥ Will you not,
O Chandré, forgivea wretch like me? I long to have a
sight of you for the last time—a sight of your playfal eyes
and their side-long glances ; I long to hear hut onece your ever
sweet words ; I long to wash but onee your tender feet with
my tears. I assure you, O maiden, O holy ons, T will not
touch you ; T will not come too close ; from a distance T will
look at your face beaming with holiness, and soothe myzell
by the sight. Companion of my childhood and the adored one
of my early youth, how eagerly do [ long to be near you! Tor
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a moment I will behold your face, and ufter that precious
moment, feign wonld T drown or hang myself or take poison.
Too well do I feel that you eannot have any love for a wratch
like me ; but for the st time T bag permission to how to your
fuet and bid you farewell. This interview will be the last ane
between us  Eves will meet eyes for the last time. There is
no peace, no happiness for me in this world. After 1 have
seen you I will march to moeet  death. For I'rovidance hns
ordained it, and it is inevitable,”

As she read the letter her cheeks were wet with tears
and a whale train of past nssocistions came to her mind. She
road the letter once, she read it twice, she read it u thied time.
The letters were washed away by her tears,

CHANDRA.

“ Hear me, O dear father, hear my sad story, You nlone
will feel for me and be able to sympathise with my sufferings,

Juy Chandra has written me a lotter, He requests an
interview for a moment,”

Baxasar Das,

“And how ecan you allow it now, fair daughter?
With a single-hearted devotion should you now worship
the great god Siva. Do not indulge inany other thought.
How ean you fayour him again ? Your life has heen
dreary as death for his sake. How ecan Siva be
worshipped with a flower soiled by an infidel's touch,
or with & fruit from which some one has already taken a
portion. Even so your heart will not be a fit offering to Siva
if you still give place in it to & thought of the unholy
one. He was a good youthand I knew his mind was pure
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as the Ganges' stream in his early years: but he has
defiled himself. Providence has ordained that you wounld
be unhappy in this way. How can the inevitable be
avoided 7 Pursue the path, my dear daughter, that you
have adopted. Do not allow your mind to be disturbed by
anything else.”

Chandrd did write a reply, but the interview prayed for by
Jay Chandra was refused.

With the offerings of flower ard blades of gruss she
again entered the temple to worship Siva.

She sat in the attitude of yoga shutting her eyes. Bhe
made offerings of flower and sacred bel leaves to Siva
with single-hearted devotion. Slowly did the tears dry up in
her eyes and slowly did her mind become free from all worldly
thoughts. With one soul, one mind, she yielded herself to
Biva—the God uncreated and without a beginning. Then
came A state of peace in her soul in which the thought
of this world, her home or even of her parents had no place.
Absorbed in the thought of Siva, she [forgot the tule of
her childbood that had caused her pain.  Jay Chandra
was nothing to her in her {rance-like, all-absarbing
devotion, but Siva was to her all and all. Bhe prayed
and prayed till her mind was restored to a state of complets
tranquillity.

At this moment Jay Chandra came thither and called
her.

“Open the door, O Chandrd, once for the last time T
want to see your face. A Inst interview I ask and after that
L shall not pray for it again. 71 long 1o hear from your lips
but once that you have forgiven me."

He knocked at the door and then smote his

own
breast in a frantic manner,

Bul she was ahsorbed in yoga, lost in & mystie trance,
no sound from outside entered her enrs.
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Then like one mad, he cast his glances round hut saw
no one there. The door was not opened, no sound came there
word from within the temple.

His heart broke at this. Like a mad man Jay Chandra
again called out:

*“ Open the door, Chandrd. Show thyself only once. You
are like a flower dedicated to God, you are like the Ganges holy
hy nature. My touch will defile you; I know it very well;
but for one moment 1 want to see your heautiful eyes, for
one moment with insatiaie gaze [ want to have a sight of your
face. From this distaves I will see and not enter the temple,
Once for life, dear Chandrd, give me a reply.”

She did not speak n word, nor open the door; for there

she lay in the temple lost in her mystic trance, her outward
senses all shut.

Glancing on all sides the youth saw nothing. But near
him he saw the red hlossoms of the flower-plant, known as
the * Malati of the Evening.' Sadly did he pluck some flowers
from these and with the red juiee write the following
inscription on the temple door :

“ O Chandrd, playmate of my childhood and companion
of early youth, forgive me—you did not allow me an interview
as 1 am wicked. DBut here ends all. No more would I come
to you with a request. Farewell,”

Her trnnee was  broken and she looked around and saw
no ope there, The place was lonely, She opened the door
and came out. The lines written on the door met her eyes,
With a pitcher she went to the river for water to wash the
temple, Tears flowed from her eyes. Just then she saw
the river swollen hy the inflowing tide. There was none
nenr and on the waves was floating the dead body of
Jay Chandra.

How handsome did he Jook, though dead; it seemed as
if moon-beams played on the waves. His eyes were
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half-closed nnd tho mouth had lost for ever the power
of speech.
Maddened with grief Chandrd saw this woeful sight.

“ Our smiles and tears,” saye the poet Nayanchand, *“are
verily like dreams,
“Hard it is for a poet to convey the pathos of a story to
others, over which he sheds tears himself,”
Li. 1-126.
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PREFACE

The author of this ballad is Dvija Ishan ; but beyond his
name we have not been able to ascertain anything more about
him, ‘I'lie first portion of the ballad is commonplace, almost
frivolous, bhut ernduslly its interest increases and the pathes
of the last sgene is remarkable. It is complete in 1,320 lines,
all in the payar metre, and divided into 17 eantos,

The soeiety which the ballad reveals is scarcely found
ta conform to the rules of the orthodox Hindu eommunity
of to-day. A maiden could not only move the courtofa
Raja to compassion by her public address, but heroically
make a confession of her love. The Bengali maidens
in those days coull open their lips when necessary, and
show their innermost feelings without s blush, not because
they wera less shy or more forward than now, but because
they were guileless and did unot consider pure love to be
asin, The control shown by Kamald over her feelings is
striking. Even when she knew that her father and brother
wera going to he sacrificed at the altar of Kali, she did not
rend the air by her lamentations as an ordinary woman would
do. While her mind was torn by agony, she retained an
outward ealm, did hor duties quistly and when the prince
came and relsted who the vietims were that were going to be
sacriticed, she simply turned aside her face for a moment to
hie a tear, and then talked with him without betraying any
sign of emotion. Hor ealm and dignified, modest but heroio
sttitude invests her with a quiet beauly which leaves an
impression on the mind not to be quickly effaced,
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We find in this poem reference to the fact that the barbers
of Navadwipa were at one time expert in their profession
and had n fame all over Bengal and that the Kochas had
the monopoly of beating drums during the Kali Puja.

When a prince fell in love with a woman, he never cared
to know to what caste she belonged. The state of society
indicates a stage when following the canon of a well-known
sloka, one could marry a woman from a low caste, if he
liked. '

Unlike most of the ballads of this clnss; its end is happy.

It seems to us that the ballad had a historical origin,
though the imagination of the poet has no doubt played an
important part in shaping the material.

* Hulia * seems to be an abbreviation of * Haliurn." If so,
there is a village of that name about ten miles to the south-
west of Nandail in Mymensing, Raghupur (Raghurampur)
is seven miles to the north of a Haliura.

The song of Kamald was like most of the other ballads of
Mymensing, probably composed in the 17th Centary. It was
collected by Babu Chandra Kumar D¢ from 3 or 4 women
living near Kendua, He sent me the song on the 19ih
Ashar 1328 B.E.

DINESH CHANDRA SEN
7, Bisuwaxosn Lase,

Bagbagar, Calontla, 12th March, 1925
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1. Maxik CHARLADAR.

The village of Hulia was one of the most hesutiful in the
country-side. Every house had a Hower garden surronnding
it. Manik Chakladar lived in that village. He flourished in
prosparity and enjoyed the affection of his kinsmen and
followers. He had fine straw-built houses, some with four
and others with eight pitched roofs, The walls looked gay
with workmaship in fine suadhi cane and the roofs were of
a species of steaw called the wew. There were five comparl-
ments snd altogether twenty spueious rooms, itlis retinue
consisted of  thousand soliliers who belonzed to the Gabhur
and Dihangor classes. Forty puras of land Le had under the
plough. There were ten elaphants and thirty horses in his
siables. The mneighbouring pastures weee filled with his
cows. In his mews thera were innumerable goats and
buffaloes His granaries wers loaded with corn. Hundreds
of men had their meals in his house every day, and if a guest
came to his house he nuver went awny disappointed. If a
Fakir or o Vaishuav kuoocked at his doors for alma he
received Ties weiched in scales until he was quite sntisfied, nnd
it & cooked menl was ready at the time he was sumptuously
fod : he lesiles received s present of new clothes. If the guest
huppened to be-a Brahwmin he got a few for duigning to eat st
his host’s houss. ‘There were thirteen religious  festivities
performed with great pomp at his house every year, and by
the favour of the gods tho family flourished in every way.

He had a son mamnd Sadhan, who was as handsomeas
Madan (the god of love)—the husband of Rati. A very
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handsome daughter had heen previously born tohim. Ttseemed
that the Goddess Saraswati had deseonded from heaven and was
born there as the dsughter of Manik Clisklndar, In ler the
astrologer could discover signs of great luck, and her gentls
charms like moon-beams hrightened the house,

Momnik Chakladar hnd an officer named Nidan who looked
after his estate, collected vents and bnd  the charge of
aceounts,

Ll 1-30.

2  CHikaX—rne MiLk-woMAx,

In that villuse lived a milk-woman nnmed Chikan. In
her youth she was fall of mirth and humour, sud her
pleasantries were as enjoyalle Lo youni mon as the stignved
banans frait.  Her profession wis Lo sell milk, She mixed
thres parts of water with ong purt ol milk wmd thus muada
ap lier seer. She was wver jolly. and smiled at the snd of
the little speech she nude every time, 1o fuot, her words were
sweeter than the milk or eurd that she sold, and she msde
s better bariain becauso of the former.  Tu her younger dnys
lovers szathered round her ss the bees ound o Hower,
Merrily dill she puss her duys in theic company.  The very
name of Chikan—the milk-maid—was o sauce to conversation,
and the villogers took a great imtvrest o her.

Youth lad  faded away bt she still dressed herself
gnily, lrue, her  hair hd tumed geey, but that was because
ghe vould not helpit.  Some of Ler teeth had alveady fullen out
and others were nhout to fall  Though ber husband had died
long agzo, she did not dispense with lee sholl-bracelets (the
signs of u wifo), Her house was Tuusted by licentions and
dissolute fellows. For it was widely known that the milk-
woman knew sorcery, and the charmed betels given by her had
the power of seducing cven the most faithful wife; they
were held infallible, Her charmed oil was also an efficncious
thing which made devoted wives give up their hushands.






“The Karkoon hid hinyesl[ behiwd o Awidemda
to have a full view of her dazzling beauty."”

tree

Kownda, p. 100
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She had another charm prepared from the ears of the vulture,
the flesh of the owl and the kelapuna fish, These three
things she pressed together on a stone and then made
very small pills with them, These she dried in the sun.
Each of the pills she sold for five fhubis of cowries. It
had to be taken with cool water preserved from a day
or two before: the inevitable result was that if any lover
could make n woman swillow only oneof them she would
think no more of her husband, however chaste she might

have been.
L1, 1-23,

3. EKaMAana sTeErs 1370 ves YOUTH.

The beauty of the Chakladar's daughter is a topie well
worth n deseription in detail.  Her voiee was like the cooings
of the cuckoo. Black as the olouds of August hung down
her profuse liair sometimes in braids and st others in curling
locks. ‘The dark blue aparajite flower was no mateh for her
two benatiful eyes, When she wore clothes of the colour of
flaming fire, her beauty surpussed that of the heavenly stars,

One day she went to bathe necompanied with: her maids,
Seated on the landing steps she washed her hands and feet.
There the Kurkoon (her father's officer) huppened to see her.
And then when she plunged herself into the water, her facs
rested on it like & full-blown lily. Hiding himself behind
the flowwring branches of a Dokwl tree, the Karkoon gazed
at her with insatinte eyes. Then when after her bath she
returned home with slow steps, the Karkoon changed his posi-
tion ond hid himself behind a boadombe tves to have a full
view of her dnzzling beauty.

He did not, however, express his thoughts but sup-
pressed the fire of his soul and planned as to how he could
aHay his burning desire.

Ll 1-22,
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4, Tue Kargoon ASD THE MILKMALID,

The old milk-woman was a frequent visitor to the Chakla-
dar's bouse. 8he sold thickened milk, butter and curd at
that place and was intimately known to Kamali They
spent many n sweet hour in talk when they met.

The Karkoon came to'learn of this intimacy betwesn the
two and of the wonderful charms of the milk-womap. He
heard of her magical powers. He had already put u betel
into his mouth ; but he forgot to take a little lime (without
which the betel loses all tuste), He went with slow steps to
the milk - woman's cottage. She asked him the reason of his
kind visit. * 1 took betel, but there was no lime at my house, I
have come to you for a little lime "—said the Karkoon. “But,”
he added, ** I have no money with ms to offer you." She
smiled and said, I am not » dealer in betels or lime, and do
not charge anything if T offer them to any one—pravided, of
course, I find that one niter my mind." The Karkoon good-
humonredly replied. “ You have grown old now. What a fine
stock of humour did your milkman give you—it is not
exhausted though your bair has tumned grey!"  She retorted,
“The chilly grows the more tasty and hot the riper it
becomes. One’s jollity need not go beeause ane has grown old.
People like me for my words. But have you not in sooth leard
of my magic powers? I can get the moon down from the sky
by my spell. Now tell me, Karkoon, what is it in reality
that has brought you here?™ 8he offered him a seat. She
prepared a betel with catechu of the keya (serew) plant with her
own hands. She then brought a hoola and offered him a smoke,
He pleasantly smoked and slowly spoke his mind. *“You
were once a young woman—uone in whom the maidenly charms
were full like the flow-tide. You know surely how the
desires of youth torment the mind. 1 will tell yon what
I have come for. 1 have seen Kamnidi—ihe Chakladar's
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daughter. Since seeing her T have been ill at ease. By my
life, I pray you, dear milk-woman, secure for me the girl.
If you do not do so, T will kill myself here. Striks me
it you wish but do uot forsake me.” And saying this
he entreatingly caught hold of the milk-woman’s hands and
looked at her imploringly.

e milk-woman assumed & grave air and said, “ I warn
you, do not say again what you have said. If the Chakladar
hears it, your head will be blown off. What s mad idea ¥
Why should you lose your life for nothing when you are so
young in a foolish pursuit like this? "

Tha Kurkoon at this stage bowed low at the milk-woman’s
feet and said, “ T know the wonderful magical powers that you
possess, Do not deprive me of your help in this way. If
you be kind my life will be saved. Strike or even kill me
it you like, but help me " Saying so he offered her n purse

containing a hundred rupees.
L. 1-74.

5. Tug RewAsp or THE MessioE-BEARER.

And from that time forward the Karkoon called frequently
an the milk-woman who often got some monuy for her advice.
Then one day he wrote n letter to Knmalf to this effect.

“ Dear maiden, you cannot imagine how greatly I, »
stranger, feel for you. One kind glwnce from your eyes is
enough to revive my drooping spirits. Is it too much for
me to expeet an offer of your youth! I hereby agree to
give unto you all that I have. For you [ am ready to give
up my life itself, You sre my religion, my life, my ail. You
are the flower-garland of my breast. 1f 1do not ses you
for & day, my mind becomes restess.  The weight of my grief
presses my soul, Even the trees show their sympathy for me,
when I weep, by dropping their leaves. Will you not be moved

to compassion ?

18
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The milk-woman went to Kumald with the letter. She
tied it in the corner of her sadi and went straightway to the
Chakladur's place.

Kamald was seated on a golden couch. She wns chewing
a scented betel. She hid her growing charms under her blie
saefi as the lily plant hides its flower in September lest the
bees should see it, When she smiled it seemed that the
white mallika flowers bloomed on lier lips. When she went
to bathe at the landing gha! and threw the wihole wealth of
her unbraided hair all loose on her back, it touched her
very ankles. The wind played with her red veil removing it
from her face for a little time, Then would the bees leave the
lily of the water for the more beautiful lily of the lind.

A gavland of the sweel malafi flower adorned her
breast. And as the milk-woman npproached her. she said
in feigned anger, *The eurd you supply to our house,
milk-woman, is sour. The butter is not fresh. [ will tell

my father all this, e will drive you from this village of
ours.”

Ming-woMan.

It is all the faull of my age and of my bad luck. When
I was a young woman my curd and buiter tasted sweet.
Evenit I had mixed soven seers of water with one seer of
milk, people then praised me for supplying senuine curd.
My butter and curd were in high demaml. Cike the Dbees
humming round & hive, these people gathered at my house
to sing my praise. My sour curd lad then a sweet taste.
But now my youth is gone; though 1 prepare my onrd
with nothing but pure milk they find fanlt with my prepara-
tiom. What a greal care do T now take in preparing my
butter yet they huve not one word to sayin praise of my
ways | I shall never, O maiden, henceforth sell eurd and
butter, whatever may befall me in this old age."
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Ishan, the poet, regrets * O, whatan evil day ! From now
the milk-woman’s cup will go empty."”

Turk Mirg-woMax,

“Youth has dawned on you, fair damsel, but you live
the stern life of & nun. When the flower blooms, the bees
gather, but no bee visits & withered flower. Very sorry
indeed am 1 for you. You weave a garland yourself to adorn
your youth, Where is the pleasura? (Some one else ought
to doit for yon.) Many are the hees that have heen maddened
by you, my adored flower; why do you keep voursell con-
cealed from them ?  Tf you were married T would have given
the groom the best eurd that 1 ean prepare and how overjoyed
he would be to taste it!"

As Kamald heard her words she came close to the milk-
woman and softly said, “1 will tell you a wonderful story, O
milk-woman, concerning my marriage.

“In this world, T assure you, there is none who is my
peer. To whom, shall I offer my garland® T will tell you
the story of my previous life, In heaven T was Rati (the
queen of Kama, the God of Love). My hushand Kama and
myself eame down to share the world's woes under a curse.
Behold my figure. Does it not shine brighter than the moon ?
What mortal youth is there who enn be a worthy groom for
me? But there is another reason ton why 1 should not
marry. If 1 elect some one else as my husband and perchance
my lord Kama visits me some day, how shall I explain my
conduct tohim ? [ have therefore tuken the vow of remaining
unmarried all my life, I will steer the boat of my youth
slowly on this sea of life with the flag of Kama unfurled and
remnin troe to the end.”

The milk-woman was delighted with Kamald’s wit and
jolly worls.  Andl she laughed till she grew nervous and her
Lir fell dishevelled roand her face.
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Tag MiLK-woMAx,

“T will also tell you a true story, if you will only belieye
it. Some days ago I mude 4 trip to heaven. Thither T want
tosell curd. On the path T met your Kama. Separated from
you he looked pale. He was overjoyed at seeing me there.
He approached me and said, * You have come from the
earth. Your ealling is to sell milk and cund, and you pay
visits to the palaces of the Nujes: Did you, O milk-woman,
meet my Ratl (bere ¥ You must tell me the truth.' T told
him as eagerly, ‘ Yes I know her, sho is born in the house of a
rich landlord and her beauty is like the lamp of that house.
Her name on the earth is Kamald." And then [ told him all
about your parents.

“He was stauding, but when he heard all that I told
him he bent low and bowed down to we; and then with
great care bie wrote a letter to you, T have hrought it here for
you. Just read the conlents of the letter and you will see
how intensely he is suffering from the pangs of separation.”

“Imagine what a trouble I have taken for you. I went
all the way from earth to heaven for your sake. [ had to
mount thousands of steps,—for the staircase to heaven is many
miles long. O what a pain ! 1 got lumbago in my attempts
to ascend the steps. It is only from a person of my resolute
temper and devotion to you that you could expect such
services,”

The poet Ishan says, * Yes, milk-woman, you deserve a

good reward for your pains. But fisst the letter should be
E I l‘ll

As she read the letter her whale frame Luent in rage,
8he looked like n flower-garden on fire, Blood rose to her
bead and her heart palpitated. But suppressing lier feeling
she said with a forced smile, " Yus, my dear milk-woman, you
have suffered much for my sake ; yoo travelled all the way to
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heaven for me, and eertainly von deserve a rich rewnrd for
your pains. Parted from my Kamu, 1 puss my days in great
sorrow  But it seems, through your halp a change will come
over my life, How is the god—Kamn —to look at 7 1 have not
seen him for many days.™

Tue Mirx-wosmax.

“ He is handsome as the cod Kartikeya. SBurrounded is he
by s halo like the moon-besms. He saw you when you were
bathing. He was then standing under a baksl tree. When
he tries to speak of you his emotions overpower him and the
words * Alas, alas |’ come from his lips. His eyes, if you could
but once see their glance, would charm you, as they have done
many a woman. He is an officer under your father, Kamala."

“What can I give you as reward for your pains? But
take something, " saying this Kamald held up her neoklace as il
wishing to present ii to the milk-woman. She approached her,
and Kamald snddenly caught her by her locks and gave her
some slaps on her cheeks. The few teeth she had were already
shaky nnd she was troubled with chronic tooth.ache. The
slaps caused them to fall out. Some blows also fell on her
back as additional reward

The milk-woman clasped the feet of Knmald and piteously
implored her to desist, She could not ery aloud lest peaple
should know of her wickedness.

KAMALA,

* You, wicked woman, you have pussed already through
the three periods of life and nre in the fourth or last stage.
You have lived a lile of vile lust and you want others also to
do the same. [ would have told all to my father and in that
case your death would luwve been certain.  But T desist from
doing so; there is nocredit in blackening one’s hand by killing



116 MYMENSING BALLADS

such a gnat as youare. But take the warning ; do not come to
my place any more. If you do so, your life will be ab stake,
Tell that rogue of the Karkoon all this. How audacious is he,
being our servant | Like & frog aspiring to the lotus is he. A
slave wants a place on the head. The sentence of desth
would be his just punishment. But if n mad dog bites, no
sane man would bite it in return.”

With slow steps did the milk-woman leave the room;
Blood was falling from her gums, When on the way some
people isked her as to what was the matter with her, she said
it was chronic tooth-nche that troubled her. IF still some
putsiders pressed for further details she grew angry and abused
them. When she returned home she did nol speak to anybody
put wept all alone. Says Dyija Ishan, it is better to swallow
an insult without noise.”

Ll, 1-264,

6. Tinr RevexaE,

The Karkoon had spent « restless dny ; and now when the
day was coming to a close, he hurried to the house of the
milk-woman. On the way he was feeling a greal agitation
in his heart thinking what the maiden would say in reply to
his letter. But as soon as he crossed the threshold of the
milk-womuan's house and entered it, she came upon him with &
ferocious look and before he could address her she poured
forth a shower of abuse ina wild manner. ** You rogue, if you
come here again I will break my broom on your back. Yon
will be punished with death if you atlempt again what you
have done once. Had [ been a man instend of being the weak
woman that [ am, I would have eut ofl both your ears.”

The Karkoon was greatly depressed in spirit, nnd without
replying to the abuse of the milkswoman, retinened lisme with
a determination to avenge the weong.  “ 1 will within seven
dinys destroy all the proporty and wll the wealth of this
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Chakladar who is o mere suli-lord, holding & lease under thu
Zomindar. I will anyhow avenge myself of this insult™

He wrote ulotter (o the Zamindar. The Zamindar's
uame  was  Dayal and his town was called Raghupur,
Manik Chakladar, under whom the Karkoon held his office,
was but & sub-lord under the Zumindar, The letter of the
Karkoon ran as follows:

“1 bow to Yeur Hichness as Justice Incarnate. Be
pleased to read my humble potition, The Chakladar has got
immense riches underground. He has got seven large jars
full of gold coins. They rightfully belong to the Zumindar,
But the Chakladar has appropriated them to his treasury.”

Ll 1-32.

7. (OFprirssiox.

As soon as the Zamindar got this letter he ordered the
Chakladar to be brought to his presence at once, Thousands of
men surrounded the Chakladar's house. He was bound hand
and  foot and hrought hefore the Znmindar, who asked him
* How much money have you got underground #

The Chukladar was surprised at this query and said, * Who
told this lie to Your Highness? 1 have not got a cowrie,
Why should 1 be treated like o eriminal for nothing 7"

The Zamindar was angey at this reply and ordered the
Chukladar to be thrown into one of his prisons ealled the
Elwnshala (the murder-houss).

In the meantime the Kuarkoon's plans matuped further.
A thiel crosses o fence to get inlo a house und then attempts
the uext one. “The first fence,” thought ths Karkoon,
**hus been erossed.  Now the secamd one shouid be got over,
It is the Chakladar's son, Sadhan, who should Le removed
now."

He came up before the youth and said, * It is s great pity
that your father is in such a cruel predicament. We hear
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that he has been bound hand and foot and n heavy stone has
been placed on his breast. On his bed thorny plants hisve been
spread. Now it is no good spending your time in vain griel.
You must ut once go to save him from this danger. The
Purans tell us that the princes Ram and Lakshmana went to
the forests and lived like begzaes for fourteen years fora
pledge to their father, Parashuram killed his mother at the
bidding of his father. And Srimanta went nway to a great
distance from home seeking his father, It is not becoming of
you to stay at home at this eritical moment. I'ry to get
your father released. See the Zumindar and present him with
some gold eoins,”

By such crafty words he made Sudhsn leave the house
aad start for the Zamindar's eity. Now when all obstrue-
tions were thus removed he paid 4 visit to the Chakladar's
house.

Sadhan reached the Zamindar's place and made obeisance
to him. He presented him with a purse of gold mohars.

The Zamindar asked Sadhan the reason of his visit,
Sadhan referred to the unjust imprisonment of his father,

ZAMINDAUL.

“ You must it once give me all'the gold mohars that your
father has got undergronnd and misapproprinted ; and then
only can I think of relensing him.  Uhe money that he has
got is legally mine, it he lins valibed me ofit

w1t is n false charge,” sald Sadhon and  plesded his cose
with all humility,

The Zamindar did not argne Lut at anee ordered Sadhan
to be sent to the same prison wheps his fother lny, and  there
 heavy stone was placed on his hreast,

The order was * All the goli coins must be given me.
And then, and then only ean the father and son expect to I}
released.”

L 1-32,
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8. Tar KARKOON STEPS INTO THE SHOES OF THE
CHAKLADAR,

Meantime the Karkoon was right glad at all that had
happened, He collected all the outstanding revennes from
the rayats with great enorgy and submitted them to the
Zamindar praying for the post of the Chakladar now vacant,
The Zamindar was pleased with his promptitude snd issued
i Sanad appointing the Karkoon to the Chakladar's post.

When he thus obtained the Sanad he paid a visit to
Kamali and addressed her thus :—

“ Oh beautiful one, T have got the Chakladarship to-day.
IT you would now agree to marey me, there would e perfect
happiness on the part of both. 1 shall carry out your least
wish like your loyal servant in that case. If you do mnot
agree, your lot will be miserable. Even the trees will drop
their leaves at your sorrow, Now consider the matter well,
If youdo uot agres to my prayer, you must go out of this
house whieh is no longer your father’s, but mine by virtne
ol my office.”

Indignantly did Kamald reply, * Who has heard that one
ever married a devil v human form! Yon have esten the
salt of my father «ll your lifo. For that your heart did not
feol n throb in bringing about his ruin in this way. Dear ns
life is my brother whom you have treated so! 1t is a kick on
the face that you deserve for all these, Tt is better for me
to live in the wilderness infestod with bensts rather than seek
shelter under the roof of such a devil s you nve. [ would
eather beg alms from door to door than stuy s moment
in this house. If my father and bhrother were present
here to-day, you wonld be bound to a triangle and seourged
to death,.”

There were two palanguin-learers, Andhi and Sandhi,
devoted to the family of Mauik Chaklndar,  And Kamald sent

10
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for them. They carried Kamalf and her mother hy palanquin
to the house of Kamald's maternal uncle.

LL 144

. THE SCANDAL

The Karkoon, now raised to the position of Chakladar,
got information as to the whereabouts of the mother and the
daughter. He at once wrote o lotter to the uncle of Kamald
who was then living in u foreign land, The letter ran thus:—

“Your uniece, Dear Sir, has lost ler chamcter. I you
permit her to remain at your village home, the Panchayet
(village-judges) will surely outeaste your family, The barbers
will not shave in your home and the priests will not perform
any religious function there. You will be excommunieated,
and there will be no escape from this. She is madly in love
with a Chandal youth ; for him she has given up all social
ties. She has no place in her father’s house and has gone to
your house to damm it. You must give peremptory orders to
drive her out of your home. Another point, The Zamindar
has issued an order that whoever will give her a place in
his house shall be punished with denth."

The uncle, as already stated, was living in a foreign coun-
try. As soon as he received this letter he wrote to his wife
at home. * From this distance | have learnt that Kamald
with her mother, my sister, is living at my hounse, She is
yet & maiden and what a shame that there js such a seandal
against her name ! 1 am told that she is secretly in love with
Bharai, the Chandal youth. You must af onee drive her off,
For il you allow her to remain at my house we shall be all
outcasted. Do not let & moment pass on receiving this letter,
but at once drive her from our home. If she attempts to stay,
seize her by her locks and pull her out of the house by force.”

The aunt was sad at heart at receiving this note from her
hushand and reflected, “ Kamald’s mother is my husband’s own
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sister and she (s our nivee. How can [ drive her off ¥ Where
will Kamali go and how ‘preserve her honour ¥ Oh what
misery | When learning all this the mother and daughter
will begin to cry, how shall T bear to see the sight ? They
are very tender-hearted. How ean 1 give them paint "

Ll 1-44.

[}
10. Kasmars vesears uen Uscie’s House.

The aunt for a long time thought over the matter and
then all alone went to Kamald's room when she and her mother
were mot there, and placed her husband’s letter on the
bed.

Kamald in the evening entered the room and found the
letter lying on her bed. As she read it her face was suffused
with tears, * What ill-luck is mine!™ she said to herself,
“ My father and brother are prisoners and God knows what
evil fate hashfoughit me to my uncle’s house | All the wealth
that we had has heen plundered hy robhers.” She remembered
the cruel insult received from the Karkoon and then resolved
“ 0 what a terrible sky from above is staring me in the face |
There is no sun no moon there, But no matter. Not a
moment shall T stay here. If I am a true daughter of my
parents, whether I drown myself or drink poison or cut my
throat with a knife, whataver may befall me—not s moment
shall I stay here, Let Bana Durga, the goddess, decide my
fate any way.”

Not once did the maiden wish nn interview with her
mother ; nor did she stop a moment to bid farewell to her
aunt ; she hesitated not to think of the grief it would cansa
to her mother; mor how a solitary and youthful way-farer,
she would save her honour in the hour of peril snd get over
the dangers that Leset her way; she cared not to ask any one
of the path she should follow, nor enquired buat once as to
whera she should go seeking shelter. [In that quiet hour
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when the stars were just beginning to twinkle in the sky aod the
sun sank in the furthest boundary of the horizon,—she offered
her silent prayers to Bana Durga, the sylvan deity, and then
left home all alone.  She proceeded onward where her two
eyes flooded with tears feebly espied the path. Again and
again tears blinded her eyes and she could not see the path
at all.

Ll 1-32,

11. Bur seers & Herpsyayw,

She wiped her cyes ngain and again ; lier tender trame un-
used to walking trembled at every step; she walked a fow paces
and then took s little rest and again proceeded on,  Just then a
deep jungle called the Aower nppenred in sight. There was
no habitution of men nor was any traveller seen who trod that
region at that hour. Here perhaps the Almishty God lheard
that ery for help which came from her innermest soul. In
that grim loneliness a worn-out old traveller, » herdsman,
appeared with a buffalo. Kamald approached him.

KaMALA.

1 take you, O hordsman, s the help of the lialpless ;
allow mo to call you *father. A great mishap has fallen upon
me obliging me to leave my home. What ill-luck it is for
me! But T pey you, O herdsman, that you may kindly
give me a littlo shelter in o corner of your cowshed so that 1
may spend the pight there. I will neither want food nor
water ; only peemit me, O father, to spread a part of my sadi
that T may lie down in & corner of your cowslied.™

The herdsmun was tuken by surprise at the dazzling beauty
of Kamald and thought that the Goddessof Fortune, Lakshmi,
herself had appeared to him in disguise to try his devotion.
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Henrpayax,

“ Deign to come to my house, O goddess, 1 assure you
I will wership you by my soul. Yon must for ever stay with
me at my humble cot and never leave me. And grant me
this boon that my fortune may go on flourishing. Another
boon that T seek is that through your grace no danger or
mishap may cross my threshold, and may my huffaloes yield
milk three times more.”

Baying this he led her to his home. She lightwd the
evening lamp and did all the work of the house. For three
days she stayed there  After lizghting the lamp in the even-
ing, she made u fire in the shed of the animals to drive the
gnats and insecls awny by the smoke. Spreading the straw
with her delicate lands she made a bed for the old man every
night, and cooked his menls three times avery day, Thus
she looked after the honsehold in all matters. The herdsman
returned every day from the pastures after his day’s work
and was greatly delighted to find his meals ready. Curd of
excullent quality did she make with milk and fine fried rice
of the wla species. This she served to her foster-father and
waited standing near him when he took his meals. The old
man felt the joy of n new life, and thiugs at his house took
altogether & new and a Dbefter turn.

Ll 1-32,

12. 8uE GOES WITH THE STHANGER,

One day & young man came (o that part of the country
to hunt faleons. Nobody know feom what place he came
or what home hs adarned, bt secomplished and handsome he
was like & god. Flis coloar shone as hright gold, and he wore
a golden dress.  He looked like'a prince inall respects, ‘The
herdsman returned home from the field in the evening and
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found the young man standing near his cottage, bright as the
warrior god Kartikeya.

Tue Husten.

“1 am very weary, I passed through great trouble and
worry in the forest and am thirsty. Will you give me a cup
of water ? "

Kamald offered him a cup of water and he Felt his fatigus
gone after the drink.

Tar Huxien.

“1 am here, O old man, much fatigued and wearied.
I cannot make out who this girl is at your house that offered
me water., Quiet as the evening star and beautiful as the
young moon in the blue sky is she. It seems the Goddess of
Fortune Lakshmi, i3 no malch [ge her in beauty. Who is
she 7 Who are her parents ¥ I take her to be a princess;
or is it possible that by some special favour of the gods you,
old man, havae got this daughter born in your own house ?
Is she married or is she still & maiden ? You must tell me
the whole truth about her.”

Tae Oup Max,

* O thou, Justice Incarnate, deign to listen to me. I
myself do not know who her parents are, neither car® &
tell you where her house is. 1 know her to be the Goddess
Lakshmi herself. She has, out of her great merey for me,
condescended to be a guest at my house. From the day she
has been here my fortune has improved 1 have got un-
expected sums of money by the sale of my milk and a
buffalo, long given up as barren, has conceived, Better days,
it seems, have dawned on me by her grace."
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Thae Hrswee

“ Now hear me, O herdsman, give this girl tome; 1
will take her to my home, 1 will weigh a basketful of pearls
and gold and give it to you as reward. 1 will with the
sanclion of my father, make vou a gift of fourteen puras
of land hesides.”

The herdsman said wesping : —

“ No, that cannot be, T do not want riches, I have
already known her ns my danghter, [ cannot now live without
her. T will worship her lotus-feet all my life. She is the
Goddess Lakshmi herself, and can be no-other. Within this
short time she has grown dearer to me than everything.
The world would seem dark and void to me without her.”

All that the young man pleaded proved unavailing, The
herdsman was deeply distressed by the proposal and would by
no means be persunded to consent.

One full day passed in discussion. And on the next
day it was settled, the young hunter wounld take her with
him to his home.

The herdsman said to Kamald, “ You were in great
disecomfort in my poor house, but fosgive all the trouhle
and ineonvenience you suffered here, and remember me with
kindness, I do not want riches nor fourteen pures of land,
May your lotus-feet shower their heavenly grace on me
at the hour of my death.”

The tears of the herdsman fell on the straw and grass
that grew in his compound,

The prince in the meantime took her with him to his
homae.

LL 1-156.

i,
13. Pamce Puanier KuMar AND KAMaLa,

As she lighted the lamp in her room in the evening she
wept b the recollection of her mother. At that hour prince
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Pradip Kumar slowly entered her room. Seated on a couch
she was thinking of her mother who was now far away and
the prince approached her at the time.

Tae Puixce,

** Not to-day but to-morrow " in this way, dear maiden,
you have been deceiving me, ever since you have been a guest
here. [ want from you this information only., Where is
your home and whose daughter are you? I am maddened by
your beauty, but such is my lot that I see you always weeping.
The more you wipe away your lears the more they increase.
What is your paint* Will you not marry me and make me
happy# From the day I saw you first in the house of the old
herdsman, 1 have dedieated my life und all to you. I have lost
my passion for hunting fulcons from that day and you see that
I seldom go out. 1am now careless about everything else.
The blooming flowers of my garden, all purple and white,
have lost their charm for me. Por your love, dear, T have
became like oue mind.  Yon are to me more weleoms than
any gold, you are the precious dinmond necklace of my breast,
If you leave me I will never leave you. 1 will cling to your
feet even like your sweet nuklets, humming your praises all
day long."

Tshan; the poet, says, ** 1t is Lhe shaft of the god of love
that has surely pierced Lthe hearts of both,”

In the morning the prince goes to Knmald's room and
re-entars it in the evening; and thriee every day Be aske
imploringly * Tell me, O maiden, who you are? "

'l
Kamara,

“T will tell you, O prince, who 1 am, when the proper
time will come, but not now. Meantime bear in mind that
you have given the word of honour to the herdsman that you

will not apply anything like force to extort a reply from
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me. You will surely koow everything about me and you
ought to know it, but you should patiently wait for the right
moment.”

So did the prince call on the maiden many a time every
day. But as often, returned to his own chamber, disappointed.
Love secretly burnt his heart, but for shyness he could not
speak much. Like a bee flying away unwillingly from the
beloved flower that gives it a nod of refusal, and ever returning
to it in hope,—did he come and go.

And thus passed three months,
Ll 1-42,

14, Tag Huuiy SACRIFICE.

One day at the palace loud heatings of drums were heard.
“ What is this noisy music of drums for in the palace 7 4
“The Raja will worship the goddess Raksha Kali by
human sacrifice.”

The maiden gradually came to learn who the persons wera
who were to be sacrificed before Kali and how the function

was to be performed.
It was her father and brother who were to be sacrificed.

She wept and at her tears even the trees dropped their flowers
and leaves ns a token of sympathy.

At this hour of her grief came to her room prinee Pradip
Kumar,

The Prince.

Have you heard, O dear maid, a strange story ¢ My
father will worship Kali by buman sacrifices, Let us both go
to the temple and see the wonderful sight,

8he sally asked, * Who are these wretehed men who have
been brought for sacrifice¥ At what price did your father
getl them ?

17
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The prince thercupon related the story of these two
victims, and as the maiden heard it, her heart burst in
grief,

She wiped away her growing tears and hid her face from
the prince and turning sside, said, © To-day, O prince, you
will hear from me wmy whole story. I will no more hide it
from you. Before your royal father’s full court, the place of
justice, shall T reveal the enuse of my grief. But [ have a
request to make to you. In the village of Hulia there lives
the Karkoou, now made the Chikladar of the pluce. You must
send for him and bring him up here. There are besides the
two palanquin-bearers Andhi and Sandhi in that village.
They know a part of the story and they should be made to
appear before your royal father's court, In that village
there is also a milk-woman called Chikan. She is an imper-
tant witness, Then she told the names of her unclc and
aunt, without referring to her own relationship with them,
and wanted that they also should be produced. She next
said that the herdsman at whose house she had been found
should not be forgotten. All these persons should be present
before the court. And until this was done she would not
tell her story.

The court sits. The parties appear. Prince Pradip Kumar
takes his seat near his father. The maiden tells her story,

LL 1-38.

15. Tur Barisasn

“It is the month of Baisakl, O wise men of the court,
hear the sad tale of the unfortunate one.

* O sun and moon, bear witness ! The gods of heaven, the
trees and plants, T ecall on you nll as my witnesses, [Tere
the temple of the Divine Mother stands facing me. I pray
unto ber to be my wiiness. Fire, Water,—Indra, the god
of the sky, and Yama, the god of death, all bear Witness,
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And thou, O mother earth, avow the truth of what 1 am
going to say. Inthe forest T have worshipped the forest-deity,
Bana Durga many years. And her I eall upon as my witness.
Ye that fly in the air and wander in the land, 1 sppeal to you
all for the verification of my tale.

“ My first witnesses are my parents. And to their feet
I bow a hundred times. Highand estesmed are they to me
as God Himsell. My own dear brother is hers; he will be
my witness. Here is the Karkoon; b must speak the truth.
And the milk-woman Chikan must confirm my tale, My
ancle and aunt are my important witnesses. There is the
evening star that shines in the sky, I call upon it to bear
witness. And my own tears are the witnesses of my sorrows
proving my sincerity, Hereis a piece of evidence (she produces
nletter). This letter my uncle wrote to my aunt, The herds-
man who gave me shelter like a father and his kinsmen are
oll my witnesses, My last witness is the prince himself who
saved me from the great distress T was in. e is the lord
of my heart and T will hide nothing, Sirs, from you.

It was the month of May, black clouds darkened the
sky; towards the end of the night this unfortunate one was
born. My mother affectionately gave me the name of Kamals.'
When three years had passed after my hirth, a brother was
born in our home, Bright as the moon 1 saw the baby
in my mother's arms, and my hearl was soothed at the
sight. I took him in my arms, played with him and
swung him in the cradle. Thus pussed my childhood
in play and joy. My brother was as the light of my
eyes and the affection of my parent was the most prized
thing in my life. When thirfeen years of my life had passed, 1
heard father talking about my marringe. T will here tell you
some private incidents of my life and T pray that Your High-
ness may justly deal with my case. Youth dawned on me

+ & name of ithe Goddess of Fortunn
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and brought on the crimson glow in my colour. Mother said,
‘Do not go to the river-ghat alone.' I clothed myself richly
snd adorned my body with ornaments. My long braids I every-
day bound with garlands of champa flower. My tresses wers
scented by my atiendant maids at the time of the bath, and with
hair-combs beautifully decorated with mien, they combed and
arranged my dishevelled hair, T used to go to the hathing
ghat every day with my maids, and no one dared come too near.

It was the month of December, when the day was the
shortest. Of her eleven sisters she (December) wns the
Youngest, and one saw the world already filled with light as
one awoke from sleep, 1 rose up one morning and worship-
ped the forest-zoddess Bana Durga, When the mid-day came
I scented my body with oil and took off the big diamend
necklace from my breast; then with a golden pitcher in hand
I went to the river-gha! with my maids. They sang merrily,
and some of them danced ; and happily did we all walk to the
landing steps. But as we started, my feet struck o brick,
which was a bad omen, T trembled in fear as to what would
happen. Had I known that a biack snake lay in my path,
never would I have thought of coming out ! She stopped in
emotion and pointing to the Karkoon asked the ecourt fo
enquire of him as to what he knew of the incident.

" Now passed Junuary and February. It was biting eold,
The poor suffered from want of clothes and the long nights
tarricd, and hesituted, as if, unwilling to depart. One day
this milk-woman Chikan came to our house to sell curds,
Here is the letter she brought to me." (She produces the
letter and says.)

“I need not say what is written in it, [ pray the court
to read it through.

“Then came sweet April. The creepers and flower-piants
displayed their wealth of colour, The God of Love lurked, it
seemed, behind each plant with his flow er-uerows; nnd those,
parted from their dear ones, felt a pang.  The humming of
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the bees made the gardens gay and the cuckoo sang all day
long, In the compound of the house danced the playful
khangane. 1 heard that my parents whispered hetween them-
selves something about my marriage. Just at this time came
n messenger from Your IHighness ordering my [ather to pay
you a visit. The elephants and the horses were made ready;
and accompanied by his body-guards and retainers he left home
to coms to Your Highness's capital, © At the hour of starting
he came to me and said, * 1 do not know, dear danghter, how
many days I may have to stay abroad. Take proper care of
yourself during my absence.' My eyes became tearful at
parting with him. The whole house looked dark when my
father went away.

“Then came June, People worshipped Baua Durga with
pomp. The tahor sounded and the drums made s noisy din.
In the courtyard of temples the cymbals and Larfals sounded
merrily. The temples were beautifully decorated, and children
and women gaily dressed took part in the general festivity
under roofs made of canopies. I and my mother wept
in solitude fearing what evil might have bappened to my
father. At this time we received information from Your
Highness's palace that my father had been imprisoned. Here
is the letter conveying the eruel news,” (She produces the
letter and says.)

*Now Your Highness, O Justice Incarnate, may T ask
you for what fault my father was punished ¥

" The Karkoon—our officer, explained to my hrother that
it wus his duty to go and save our father from the danger. Thus
my brother, an innocent lad who knew not the wicked ways
of the world, was made to leave us ; T and my mnother sat down
on the bare ground and cried. How could I take part in the
worship of Bana Durga? Suspending the upper part of our
sadi from the neck on bothsides as a sign of humility, we
offered one prayer of our heart to the goddess, and that was for
the boon of the returu of my father and brother to our home.
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“The mouth of June advanced. The mango hlossoms
ripened into green fruits on the branches of the mango trees.
The merry swinging of men and women on floral cradles
went on in the country, A letter came to us informing us that
both my father and brother had leen put into the prison.
What could we, helpless as we were, do, but weep the whole
day | Who is the god, we thought, whom we should propitiate
to have them hack 2 'The black snake was in the office room.
We could not ery aloud for fear.

“Towards the end of June the mangoes became ripe on
the boughs of the trees. My mother went to the temple of
Chandi and fasted praying for the refurn of the prisoners,
She fasted and remained prostrate pear the gateway of the
temple. With one hand did [ wipe my own tears, and with the
other 1 canght my mother'sarm and brought her home. BShe
worshipped Shashthi (the goddess who preserves children) and
night and day her tears did not cesse, Oneday the wicked
Karkoon came into the inner apartment and showed me the
Sanad received from Your Highness, That Sanad he should
produce now and it will be my evidence,

“In our own home we beeame like prisoners, Then I and
my mother left the house. We had not a cowrie in hand.
We went by palanquin to my malernal uncle's house, In the
month of July rmin fell day and night, and like rain too fell
our tears in a roon of my uncle’s honge where we lived. Our
lives hung on one thread of hope. Vhe rivers were now full.
The oarsmen would row our pinnace, and my father and brother
would return back some day during the rains,

* But all on a sudden a letter was received from my uncle
who resided then in a distant couniry, It was like fresh,
fuel added to the fire of our grief. What ill-luck overtook
me! My poor mother does not yet know of the contents of
the letter 1did not wait to say [larewell to her, but
straightway laft my unele's home. Hers in the letter. This
is my evidence."” (She produces the loiter and resumes.)
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“1 left my unele’s home. No more will I val any food in
that house, no more will I stay thers a moment—was the ons
resolve of my heart; rather would I drown myself in the
river,—rather drink poison.-

“ Alone did 1 come near n great forest. It was all dark.
The poisonous snakes did not bite me, nor did the tigers in
that forest end my days. What god was there in heaven,
I asked, who could give me shelter # 1 callsd aloud with
tears, ' Shew me a place, O gods, to hide myself’ My eyes
rained tears; tho more I wiped them, the moro they increased.
Throngh my tears [ could not see the path. There was no
sympathiser, no friend near me. It was at sueh an hour of
despair that I met the herdsman. He must have been my friend
for manya past life. He was my one friend in that distress,
and treated me ns my own [ather would have done. The
affection he showed me, was even more than I received from
my own parents, At his cottage I found a shelter for three
nights. This herdsman is my chief witness. He saved my
honour when I was helpless,

“I have mentioned all witnesses, Now I must mention
him who is the lord of my heart. Tt was the month of August,
In the marshy land, the faleons filled the air with their
shirill eries. The prince ecime there to hunt. In the
herdsman’s place I met Lim, He asied me who T was, I
said, * Not now, I will tell you all about myself when the time
will come.” T filled n cup with cold water ns he was thirsty
and handed it to him.  But al the same time an emotion sprang
upin my heart, tender and sweet ns the water-lily in water.
He looked bright as the god Karlikeya, and my eyes were
charmed by the sight. He, the lord of my heart, took me with
Lhim, Isuppressed ull my feelings und wanted that I should live
all alone. 'The boatmen rowed the golden pinnnce which
looked proud with its blue sail—favoured by the wind, and
1 came here and becume the willing servant of the queen.
S8he has treated me ss my own mother would do; night
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and dsy T waitsd on her, ready to serve her least wishes.
Oneé day I heard the sound of drums; the dancers danced and
the servants dressed in gay apparel appeared in fhe streets.
" What is the festivity,’ I enquired. Tt was the last day of
Sravana (about the 15th of September), they were worshipping
the goddess Manasa Devi. As T heard this, T recollected my
home, and my heart was ss if pierced by » spear. The temple
in my father's house was empty. Alas, where was the goddess
gone, and where her devout worshippers ? 1 ramembered my
mother also whom | had cruelly left one evening, Parted from
me for a moment she would be mad with grief. In the
month of September my mother used to prepare sweel cakes
of tal fruits; T felt n pangin my heart recollooting those days
gone by, Beparated from ber T felt myself plunged in great
sorrow. The moon of September-nights so bright that one
could even see the bottom of the river by her beams,
looked dark to my eyes. Then in October they performed
the pujas in every house. 1In the temple of my father's house
no candle was lighted. In my heart of hearts I prayed to the
divine mother Durga that by her grace my [sther and brother
might return home. In November thoy lighted the lamps
and kept up nights, Dluminating the house-tops with an
array of lights. Men and women knew no sleep snd passed
their time in songs and music. The maidens decked in
richest attire enjoyed the festive nights. Thén came
December, when flelds were covered with ripe crops. The
sight of golden crops filled the souls of the peasants with joy,
When they returned home in the evening with golden ears of
grain hanging down from their heads, the wives with lamps iu
hand came to receive them singing festive songs and
praying for good luck all the year round. The harvest
goddess Lakshmi was worshipped in every house. With
the new vice of the season the wives prepared cakes and
khichwdi to offur to the goddess. When all the world
worshipped the goddess of good luck, I asked myself ;
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‘How could T get good luck ?*' My parents were gone, my
brother was gone,—thers was none in the world whom
I might eall my own. The whole night I passed weeping. Now
at this stage, my witness is the queen herself, One day
as T got scented oil for her bath and was ready to go to the ghat
to bring water, I heard the sound of drums and saw people
running in haste dressed in good attire, I asked what god
was being worshipped in the temple. They said that Kali
was going to be worshipped and added that human sacrificss
were going to be made at the altar of the goddess. They began
to talk in whispers, but #s they named them, I knew that it
was my father and brother who were going to he offered as
saorifice. 1 filled my pitcher with water in baste and helped
the queen in her bath. The queen pub on her best atfire
te go to the temple; but I returned to my chamber all alons |
With the edge of my sadi I wiped my tears. No way could I
mak out to avert the danger impending.

“At this time the prince came to my room and said, * Marry
me, dear maiden, and make me happy.' I ssked him what
the tumult in the palacs was for and why such lond beatings
of the drum? He said, ‘My father worships Kali to-day
with offering of human sacrifice.' I heard from him who the
victims were, and was maddensd with grief. But calmly T
told the prince. *To-day, O pringe, the day has arrived when
I will tell my story. Send me to the temple where the Koch
muaicinns are beating the deam. The prives came and I
followed him. Mero the goddess Kali herself is my witness,
Hero my storyands. T pray for justios to Your Royal Highness,
Pirst try the case and then offer buman sacrifice as you will,"

LI 1-104.

16, Tuax JUDGMENT,

';['ha buramasi or the songs of twelve months is over

hers. Now listen to what judgment the king passed. Allthe
18
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friends of the Raja, the ministers and other courtiers were
called and His Royal Highuess sat to deliver judgment. In
great rage he ordered the Karkoom to tell the truth—* You
wicked mun, you cannot plead for merey.” Tt was as if a
thunder-bolt fell on his head from the sky. He was so much
bewildered that he remuined silent without heing able tospeak,
The Raja read his lotbers before all his courtiors. He next
asked Chikan—the milk-womwn.  * How did you lose your
teath, yon witch " First she tried to offer somvexouses. Then
suddenly she said in a firm voice, * Your Highuoess, I had long
been suifering from swollen gums. It is owing to this disesse
that T lost my teeth.” The Bajn became angry, and at bis
order Lhe Town-Inspeetor of Palice enught hold of her by her
locks. S8he, in great dilemma, bagan to abuse the Karkoon
saying that it was he that had hrought on her rain. * Tt is
his fault. I do not know what was written in the letter, T
am innocent, Release me poor ns [ am.™ The two brothers
Andhi and Bandhi gave evidence that they had carried
Kamald with her mother in a palsnguin to her uncle's home,
The uncle and aunt verified the portion of the story relatine
to them, and the herdsman told the plain tenth. The prince
said that he had met Kamald in the herdsman’s place when
he had visited it on o hunting excenrsion,

One and all of the witnesse< guve their svidence, Now
came the judzment,

The Karkoon was bound hand and feo! and brought to the
Raja whe said that death by impalement was no adequate
punishment for him, That night towards its und, the worship
of mother Kali would be finished nud then the Knrkoon should
be sacrificed st her altar,

The poet Tshan =uys that the worship of Kali was per-
formed duly ns ordered und now It the roaders ory “ Peace
to all” in honour of the Divine Mother.

Ll 1-38,



KAMALA 37
123 !

17. Tug MARHIAGE,

We need not deseribe how the Karkoon was sacrificed.
Let us refer to the topie of Kamald’s marriage.

The Brahmins and astrologers were called and they fixed
the auspicious day. TLetters of invitation were written in
blazing ink. Seven marks of vermilion were put on each of
these letters, These letters were sent to friends and relatives
all over tho rountry. The sound of the drums and tabors
was heard day and night accompanied with the melody of
the musical pipe shanei. Tn the courtyard dancing and songs
went on. The palace became filled with men and women.
Sweetmeats were prepared hy four sets of trained confec-
tioners: and thousands of milkmen supplied milk and fine
curd. The palsce was illuminated with thousands of lights
and was splendidly decorated,

Kinsmen and relatives came from all quartars. The
priests and Brahmin scholars paid their usual visits to the
palace. In the inner compartments there was a ragular
market of fair women. All the gods were duly worshipped.
The forest goldess Bana Durga was worshipped with songs,
and Kali with a pair of goats and a buffalo for sacrifice.
The #radh of the ancestors was performed in the courtyard of
the temple and the whole sky was filled with music.’

There is a stray song of Kamald appended to tha story.
It must have once formed « part of another version, Kamald
sings a song of love all alone in the palace, immediately
after she had been brought there. I translate & few lines
from the short song.

Afier this i 8 deseription of tha riles performed by womenon marringy cocesicas
el (hib of the oreamenis snd robes with shich the bride wea decked, [ omil thess detalls.
Anyome carfona to read this portiom may cousult the origlsnl test published iu & leparais
wolami.
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“I start at the sound of your foot-steps, my love, and
when I awake from my sleep how restless do [ feel| My heart
breaks, but for shyness I cannot tell you what I feel. If you
were o bird, my heart would be the oage for you, Tf you
ware a flower T wonld keep you on my breast. Tf you were
the moon I would remain awake the whole night gazing at
your face from this my solitude. T prepare sweet betels and
fill the betel-box with thew; but becausa of my shymess T
cannot offer them to you and only shed tears us a signof my
incapacity " (abridged).

Ll 1-80.
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PREFACE

Dewan Bhibnd was sent to me by Chandra Kumar in
September, 1922, He had collected parts of this ballad from
one Kailas Chandra Das and the rest from some boatmen
living in the vicinity of Kendus, in the sub-division of
Netrakona. The latter sang it in chorus at boat-races. The
poem contains 379 lines, all composed in the payar metre. 1
have divided it into O cantos, Tt is a short poem, hut
typical of this cluss of songs, and the verses are oftentimes
exquisitely sweet and possessed of n simple rural charm. The
ballad was at one time very populsr amongst the peasants of
Eastern Mymensing,

The peasants used to sing these ballads during the
season when their hands were comparatively free—when the
autumnal harvests were reaped and stored in their granaries,
and their fields were yet unprepared for the sowing of new
seed for the next season. The songs were composed and
sung by illiterate paople. Hence everything had to be
commitied to memory. In the good old days when our
people were not pressed by so many wants, and were inspired
by o passionate love for songs, it was a pleasant ocoupation on
their part to commil them to memory and sing before an eager
audience who periodically gathered to hear them. Many
people in those days used therefore to get them by heart.

But the spirit of the times has now changed. The peasants
have imbibed new tastes, and the ghost of modern eivilisation
which aims abt creating perpstual wants and n feeling of
unrest has, in some degree at least, also attacked the huts of
these humble people and affected their simple lives. The
ballads are scarcely sung now-a-days, and ns no written

14l
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copies of them are availalile, any ane who wishes to collect them
has to be contented with gathering soraps from individual
singers, who, after reproducing one or two songs, are often
found to be baflled in their eiforts to recollect the others.
Chandra Kumar had therefore to travel a good deal, visiting
many people in order to eollect n complete hallad.

The tragic death of Sundi was an event which caused a
great sensation in the country at the time of its ooourrence.
In other countries such an event awakens a spirit of retri-
bution and is followed by blood-shed and other drastio
measures,  But here in these lower Gangetie plains the ruled
can sulfer but are scarcely sble to resist am evil. The
political atmosphsre of the country is what they call their
‘fate.) Ttis jike w nightmare that perpetually pursues and
frightens them. It Is oftentimes like & grim monster beyond
all resistance and “ noshunable as death.” But that they
nevertheless feel the wrongs as keenly as any other people
is evidenced by the pathos created by the ballads. Their
tears are never allowed to dry over such matters, and
with a wonderful sense of their ideal of spiritual eulture,
they give permanence to their sentiments by showing in
vivid lifs-like sketches the noble types of their people who
suffer for love, sacrifice themselves for others and are
perfectly selfless in their devotion, Even now when n
ploughman, with a food on his head to protect it from the
burning sun, drives the plough over his fiald, often doesn
tear start to his eyes at the recollection of the death of
poor Sundi, as he hums the lines,—* Oh, tell my poor
mother, my dear Shalla, that my pitcher floats in yonder
stream and I am seized by Dewan BhébnA’s men!" Grim
Dewsn Bhébod! Grim Béghrk the spy! and no less grim
Bhatuk the uncle! all three conspired to rain the life of
poor innocent girl,

The incidents of the episode, as alss the styls of compo-
sition show that the event occurred more than two hundred
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years ago. Thers is that freedom of love,—in electing
the hridegroom by a youthful maiden,—which was prevalent
in Eastern Mymonsing as late as two hundred years ago,
whereks in Bengal proper, swayed by the Sans and priests,
such ~ thing i unheard of within the last four or five
hundred years.

Sundi preferred death to dishonour, Alas, what else ecould
sho do? The soldier goes to the battle-field to die when the
last hope of viotory has faded awny. BSundi went to the
oity of the Dewan very much in the sams apirit| She
cared for her honour above alll She could have saved her
life and retarned to her husband’s home after having satisfied
the flseting and evar evanescent desire of a despot (not to be
mistaken for love), which in such cases saldom lasted longer
thana day., And Hindu society, however rigid, often showed
« humane consideration in desling with cases of compulsory
ahduiction as will be seen from the chapters on “ Aghat " in
the genealogical works of fhe Brahmins.

Manna Vanna went to the enemy's camp to save the
peaple of her country from destruction and Sundi did so to
wive har dear hushand’s life. Where lies the difference P Ttis
only the angle of vision that is to be changed in order to
estimate the meritsof each casa rightly. But Monna Vanna
went to surrender the supreme sanctity of wifehood, whilst
the other wasall holiness, T8 it good Lo surrender one’s ideal
of love and devotion for the sake of the public good ?

There is no depth into which humau nature will not sink
£ it 3 allowed to lose sight of its higher ideals of truth and
loyalty snd to give preference to utilitarian considerations.
Macterlinck, however, had not the courage to paint his heroine
as fallon, proving that he really feared to follow to the end
the theory he preached, lest such a conrse should blacken
rather than glorify her.

Hundéi's father-in-lsw is not indeed an ideal head of the
family, but he is tho ordinary type, ready to save his only

19
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son’s life at the price of family honour. He is after all
prudent from a practical point of view. The hallad-maker
has indeed saved the hero of the tals from being shown as
acting under n similar weakness by taking him off altogether
from our sight. The drop-scene falls npon the tragie death
of Bundi and there is no suggestion given by the poet of
aoything dishonourable on the part of the hern who is kept in
the background.

The * bdromdshi ™ in these hallads is often their weak
point. When the poets know heforehand that the jovs and
sorrows of tha twelve months must, as 0 matter of course,
be described, the wasy flow of their postry meets with a
check, and in their attempts to be superfine and to excel
the predecessors in the field, their poetry becomes strained,
stereotyped and conventional to a degree, Therefore although
these *daromashiz’ are not occasionally without some lines
of sparkling glamour, the general deterioration of the
poetical element in such pussaes is obvions, In this short
poem also we have to apologise for the weak *baromashi.’
In the original it is not so bad, Lut when the conventional
ideas of a particular people are to he clothed in the garh
of a differant language, the blemishes of such passages
become glaringly apparent, creating a feeling of weariness,
if not actual disgust.

The episode described took place in the sub-division of
Netrakona, Mymensing. The great knave Baghrd has heen
immortalised in the name of & marsh called after him. The
* Bdghrd rhdor® lies ten miles to the south-east of Netrakona,
The popular tradition is that Bighri was a * sindhuki'—a spy
who used to supply the Dewans with information about
beautiful Hindu girls. T'here wers many such *sindhukiz'
in the employ of the Dewans whose descendunts, as stated already
in the introduction, still enjoy rent-free lands in Mymensing,
granted to their ancestors in recognition of their expertness
in that particalar avocation. 8o the big marsh eslied the
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*Bdghrdr hdor” still reminds one of the crafty knave who
ruined poor Sandi and got the ownership of that extensive
ares as reward for this and similar other vennl services which
he rendered to the unserupalous autoerats of the land. I could
not find Dighalhdti in the maps of Enstern Mymensing. It
must have heen somewhere near the * Bdghrdr hdor,' for, it was
here that hoth Baghrd and Bhatuk lived.  * Bhdbng,'
whether the chief helonged fo the more genuine line of the
Dewans or to nn illegitimate one, is evidently a pet name, and
until his more dignified name is found, it will be difficult to
trace him out from the genenlogy of the Dewan family. There
is & villaze numed Dewanpara on the river Dholfi close to
Bdghrdr hdor. This mway not unlikely have been the
place of Dewsn Bhéhnd. There is no mention of the poet's
name anywhere in the bsllad. The reason is ohvious. The
poets have always observed a serupulous silence in regard
to themselves in those songs which deal with the atrocities of
the Dewans. Tt was positively unsafe for one to disclose
one's name after having exposed the misdeeds of the rulers
of the country.

DINESH CH. SEN.
7. Bisawakosa lLawe,

Calentta, June 4, 1923,
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1

When she was barely six, Sundi sparkled like s small
diamond or pear! as she playfully run into the arms of
lier mother, laughing.

When seven, ¢ sweet smile was always on her lips. She
seemed to spread moonbeams avound her, ssated on the lnp
of her mother.

When eight, she learut to bind her Howing tresses hersall,
and the hlossom of n hundred lilies sppeared on her cheeks.

At nine, she was the very lamp of the house; its whole
oourt-yard was brightened by her presence as by heaven's
light,

It was now her tenth year—the time when n zero is
addéd to the arithmetical figure—1. Go was against her and
she fell into great sorrows.

Hear, oh my audience, the story of this unfortunate
girl.

In her tenth year she lost her father. She had mo
brother ; uud now fatherless, she could count for help upon
none except her widowed mother. Wretched she became
from thistenderage. There was no good neighbour to extend
u helping hand to the two ‘souls, or to share their sorrows
by living with them. The unfortunats mother suffered
her lot alone in her house. She was like a creeper that lies
low on the dust, losing its support when the tree is uprooted ;
or like leaves and flowers which fade away when the crecper
is no more. Sundi keenly felt the grief that rent her

147
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mother's heart und often did she shed tears, unseen hy others,
in deep symputhy.

Il eould the pour mother afford the food and rmiment
that the poor girl needed, und there was no end to their
suffering.

Sundi's uncle lived at the village of Dighalhdti; he was
her mother’s own brother. Sundi thought that it did not
look well to live in their own home alone. The beautiful cne
constantly devised in her mind plins as to what should be
done in their extremity, She had now stepped into her
olevanth year. The mother's anxieties grew at the thought
of her approaciing youth. “She is heautiful and wil! soon
attain her youth. Alas! who will secure for her n worthy
bridegroom or means for muintenance® "  She thus thought
again and again and then decided to go to her brother’s home
(at Dighalbti).

Ll 1-80.

1I

Bhatuk Thakur was u Brahmin whose avoeation was that
of a priest in the village. Here I shall givean account of
this Brahmin. He had no childres ; his wife (Suni's aunt)
lived alone in the house. Bhatuk Thakur's only source of in-
come was his fees as a priest,

The widowed mother with Sundi reached her brother's
home one wvening in a destitute condition. She said, * How
can 1 describe to you, oh dear brother, our sad condition ! you
are no doubt aware of my! recent distresses; itis all due to
my bad luck! Sundi is growing up quickly, There is none
to look after us or sscure asuitable bridegroom for her, I
thought over the matter for long and then made up my mind
to come to your honse."

The Brahmin, T have already said, had no child. He
was alone there with hiy wife and wax therefore right glad to
receive his relations into his home.
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Thus Sunéi lived there with her mother. Often did the
brother and sister put their heads together to devise means
for getting a suitable bridegroom for the girl.

In her cheeks there was the glow of a hundred champaka
flowers in full bloom. B8he was exceedingly handsome and her
flowing hair was long and ourly. Her uncle had given her
a nildmbari—a blue-coloured sari with beautiful horder-lines
waven in the two endsand in the middle, Wearing this sari
she used to go every day to the river to fill her pitcher. Onthe
hanks bloomed the flowars of the kewa (sorew plants) in the
groves that were in plenty there. The sweet smell attracted
the bees that made the place resonant with their constant
hummings. With the pitcher in her hand and with her fine
blue-coloured sarm she looked so heautiful that those who
passed by that way often stopped to have a sightof her. It
seemed that her charms radinted from her slender body and
spread a halo all around (lluminating the spot she trod upon.
The twelfth year is complete and she now stands on the first
step to youth. Like u flue pinnace—a sport of the winds—
floating in the new flands of  Ausust, Sunfi’s youth was gay
and playful.

The peighbours whispered, * From what place has this
heautifal one eome to onr village #  Like the golden streaks
of lightning that play on the dark elouds, she dispels the
gloom of & dismal and durk house by her beanty.'

L. 1-30,
I

" Go on, weuving your garlund, fair girl, with the malafi
flower und do not forget the small daknls which sparkle like
gems in pleaty dreopped on the groumd from yonder tres.

* Whae a giel choosys ey omrs Ieidegroom , 16 s the practios on ber part to hang
gurianl of fowers wored by lver own hnodi ou e necke.  Hern the words of gl nnlghbmr
indhenta that the time has arrived when she ahamld oloome & linsband
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“ Do you know that a mateh-maker came to your house with
# proposal last morning ?  What the bridegroom’s qualifica-
tions are, has to be considered.

“What the Creator has written on your forehead, fair girl,
is inevitable. The mother is puzzled and isnoi able to decide
her conrse.”

The match-maker is dismiss:d. The bridegroom is not
after the mother's mind.

¥ My girl, " she reflected, * is [air to look al as the moon,
but of a dusky colour is this youth,”

Another match-maker comes with an offer from a
different quarter. But the mother coull not give her consent
here either. She shook her head saying, *This one too is
not the fit groom for my beautiful doughter, My daughter’s
husband muost have a fine Bungalow with twelve gate-ways.
He must be handsome as the warrior-god Kartikeya, His
colour must be bright ns the moonbeams. His status in
society must be unimpeachable and lineage high, He must
have besides a large landed estate.”

Kach month mateh-makers eame with new offers; but

none was entertained by the mother of SBundi.
L1 1-16.

v

Over the ikesi plant rustles the wind making a pleasant
murmur, and its boughs are interwoven with fine textures
spun by the spiders. Here alsoisa tree on which flowers of
the colour of gold bloomed all the twelve months of the year,
Ou the boughs one can see these sparkling flowers, their
colour variegated by the varying seasons,

With arrows made of long reeds and & cage in hand
the youth comes to the river-side every evening;a trained
faleon he brings with him as he walks, and he looks bright
and glorious as the moon. Like the warrior-god Kartikeya he
wanders about in that village-path carrying a bow and
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arrows in his hands, On the banks of the river he happeved to
see Sunfi, the beautiful one. The kefaki had just bloomed
and its sweet fragrance, carried by the wind, had spread a
charm over the land, when near the groves of the screw plunts
thuy saw one another for the first time.

Hey Random Thoughts.

“ Who are you, oh beautiful youth, and where lies your
home # To whom may I put the question and who will give
me the right reply # Our four eyes met and exchanged
glances ; and then and thers my heart was captured. Who
art thon, oh gracious Providence, that bast brought before my
eyes the youth of my heart !

“Oh my bee! Where lies your own garden? Where is
that sweet flower that you seek !

Unweary the bes flies sseking it flower. It comes and
goes and sometimes stops a little, casting a glance behind.

“ Tell me, what flower thou seekest so snxiously! Fain
would 1 ecatch you in the stillness of midnight bours,
and hide you within the flowers that adorn my chignon. A
seat would T reserve for you (in my heart) and offer a cup
of honey; and then T would fly with you to distant lands.

“Wera you a bird, my love, I would put you in a cage
and keep you near me day aud night; and were you the black
paint kajjal (collyrium) T would hide you under my dark
eyesd; and were you a flower I would put you into my braids
and cover you from others' view! Resolved am I to go with
vou wherever you may lead me—whatever that country
may be, T do not eare.”

The Privice,

“ Oh beautiful muiden! for whom are you weaving this
garland Lo-duy sitting all alone? I wrote you a lefter on a
20
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lotus-leaf yesterday. Did you care to know who wrote it
and what were its contents 7

The Letter.

The letter reached her. She rend it. The name of the
youth was Madhab. She read the letter with a beating heart
—aonee, twice, thrice did she glince over each line of it
Then, sad at heart, she sat to weep,

The youthful Msadhab writes that * he saw her for the
first time all alone ut her own liome, Then, he makes the
request, “ On the banks of the rivor thers is a Aijal tree densely
vovered with small thin leaves. There if you come to spend
& while under the tree I may open my heart and unreservedly
tell you all thatis in my thoughts. The banks of the river
nre overgrown with kefaki groves; there all alone we would
sit together and have & pleasant love-talk. You are sweet to
me as honey, and dear as n garland of Howers to adorn my
lreast.  For you, oh dear maiden, T have turned as ope mad.
My father is a millionaire: He has heaides, Inrge |anded
properties,  What shall 1 not do tu please you, my Iove!

“ T will give you a sadi of the colour of flaming fire. In
the front of our bouss there is 4 Hower-zarden in which blue
and red flowers bloom in plenty, 1 will gnther these every
morming for you and you will weave warlunds with them.
Oun the opposile side of our spacious house s o beautiful
tank with landing steps all made of stone, You will bathe
there, my love, and I will Iw your companion.  If with your
tender arms it be hard for you to lify up yvour pitehier, 1 will
help you to do so. We will swim toguther, pleased with
oursalves in the bluw witers of the tank, and on your arms
will sparkle bracelets bright with pearls, while n dismond
nickluee will decorate your lreast. At our liome there is a
pleasure-houss ereoted in the midst of the tank. You will
spend your evening there aud shine us jts very lamp. 1In our
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palace thers is a great drawing-room. There we will spend
the night playing at dice. Your necklace will sparkle as
a string of glow-worms: and in the nuptial chamber I will
teach you a hundred playlul ways to make you happy. It
will be my pleasure to gather the choicest flowers from our
garden to adorn your hair, and flower-vases filled with sweet-
smelling malati will be presented to you every morning as
you open your eyes after the night’s sleep. T will give you all
my wealth, all my treasureand with them and above all, my
heart which is already yours. Be pleased with me, dear
maiden, and accept me as the companion of your life,”

The Reply.

“Oh friend of my heart, listen to my story. T am but
a maiden just stepped into youth. Not married yet am 1. My
mother and aunt are looking for 4 bridegroom for me. Alast
if T were one of these kefaki flowers springing on the river-side,
T could meet ypu every day without a scandnl. Wore you my
friand, the moon that shines above, T wounld opean my eyes nnd
fix my insatiate gaze on you for the whols night and people
could say nothing! Were you the river my love, | would
pour my thissty soul inte you freely and without reserve,
But what am I # A woman in society, and hut s eaplive
within the four walls of my homa | My sorrows are all my
own. TFrom the duy I saw you fiest on the banks of yonder
viver, my heart like s mud thing has been wandering in pursuit
of you in all direotions. 1 cannot open my mind to my mother :
n sonse of shame stops my mouth, making me powerless.

“Trust to my [riend Shalla your message. Toll me
through her what prospeets we have of union and when our
wishes may be fullilled, T write this letter looking forward to
happy things that are still at a distance.”

She handed over the letter perfumed with sandal and with
it a garland of flowers woven by herself to Shalla, ber mail,
and sent her to Madhab. She laft the room and Sundi struggled
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in her soul between expectation and doubt, with all the
yearnings of first youth, Ll 1.88,

Bighrd was a knave; wicked was he to the back-bone.
It wus he who carried the report to Dewan Bhdbn. In his
big bungalow with twelve gateways, the Dewan was seated
at ease, when Béghrd approached him and said . —

"“Within your own jurisdiction, my lord, thers is a girl in
the house of oie Bhatuk—a Brahmin, She is lovely as a
fairy. She is in her thirteenth year. No girl that 1 know of
in this country is her mateh. She is not yet married.  If your
Highness wishes, it is quite possible to secure her for your
bride,”

When Bhabng heard this account, so glad was he that he
presented him with some gold heforehand, weighing it in scales,

* Now, hear me, oh Brahmin," Bfighrd said to Bhatuk,
“you have a beautiful girl at your house. Dewiun Bhédhng
was beholding the hoat-race from his pinnace the other day
and he saw the wirl on the landing steps.  From that day he
has turned mad after her,

I you agree to give the girl in marriage to the Dewan,
all the ladies that he has in his harem, married under the nike
system, will be mere slaves to her wishes, He will arder a
tank to he dug for your uss in Feont of your house and its
landing steps will be nll of stone, Ho will besides grant you
52 pyras of rent-free land as veward. Now, it is the wish of
the Dewan that you seres (o his offer.”

Naturally greedy he was, being a priest by profession.
The tomplations offered, especially the offer of the land
proved ton much for his sense of honour, and he gave his
consent, The Brabhmin planned 1o destroy the easte of the
poor girl seeretly, So he did not let the mother or the
daughter know of it.  But still whispers were heard in the

village about this private arrsngement, Ll 1-98
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v
Suendi,

“Oh my dear maid Shalla, go at onee with this letter of
mine to my friend. Tell him that he must at all costs take me
away from hers before evening to.dav. If the evening star
sets, and he does not come, 1 know not what will be my fate !
My unele is wicked and insineeve. He has arrangod everything
to get me married to Bhibod this day, Go and tell all these
to my friend and request him to have me removed from hers
this very day.”

The maid hastened towards the city of Mddhab and
reached it in a short time. She velated all the civeumstances
tothe youth and then gave Lim the letter. She took a reply
from him and veturned bome quickly.

Sttt

*1 dreamt a had dream last night. To-day my heart
seems to say * Do not go to the river-side ;' without any cause 4
tear has sprung up in my left eye and a strange fear has
seized my soul, 1T feel my tongue dry, and 1 have not the
strength to-day to carry #n empty pitcher in my arms. What
is the matter with me 1 cannol say, My feet, it seems, are
unwilling to tread the path towards the landing ghat. From
the dry bough of yondet tree the raven croaks lhoarsely and
I hewr the ticking of the house-lizard and sound of sneexing.
These nre ominous signs and seen to prevent me from going
to the river-ghat to-day.”

She «its quictly awhile and again reflects, T will
remain with my mother and must nob go anywhere to-day, T
do not know what wvil isin store for me.” After stopping a
while, she addresses Shalla, © But listen to me, ol my dear
nmid, if 1 do not zo to the river-side, I may lose this chance of
seeinz him for ever, The friend of my heart will go away
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disappointed, and it may be that he will never visit the river-
side again."”

Saying this, the maiden did ot tarry, but resigning
herself to her fate, she slowly walked her way to the river-side
with the empty pitcher in her arms,

Shalla, her friend and eonfidante, went ahead and she with
shy steps followed her.

As Il luek would have it, they espied a pinnace lying
anchored near the groves of the screw plants. As soon as
Sundi bad reached the spot, the men of the Dewan carried
her to the boat by force,

Sttinidi.

“Oh my friend Shalla, hasten buck to our home to tell
my maother that the men of Downn Bhibod are carrying me
by foree, Tell her, ol my desr friend, that the pitcher 1
brought with me is left fosting i the current near the
Ianding steps, fo tell my sud tals |

“Tell my uncle: that he may now le happy with the 52
puras of land he has g0t ns rownrd,

“Tell the dear lord of my heart that his own Sundl s
within the elutehes of the tizer-like Dewnn Bhibng.

“Oh sun and moon, he my witness. Ol duy and night,
be my witness. 1f vou ever see my loving friend, give him
an account of my suffering.

“You birds that fly in the aip: far-reaching is your
ken. Tell my beloved, that lis Sundi has been stolen by
a thief.

*Thou kijol tree—that standest on the bank of the river
and hast witnessed all that has ken pliee, —acqunint my
love with all, il ever he comes io swek me here.  The
ketaki flowers are spreading their sweat fragrance on Lhe
lonely Lanks; T pray,” she said, “ Yo may report my sorrows
to my love, if ever he comes to svek me here.






" He earries me away for no fanlt; he carries me nway
becanse, they say, I am beautiful.”

Dewcan Bhalnn, p. 157
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“ Rivers and canals, birds and beasts, all be my witness,
Providence is against unfortunste Sundi. Oh winds, you have
been blowing over this earth ever since creation : tell my love
thut his Sundi is now ns dead to him.

“How wretched am 1! why did I come to this place® A
parish is going to taste the sacred butter of the sacrificial fire.
Had T known that things would come lo such a pass, with a
halter T would tie this pitcher to my neek and drown mysell
m these waters.

*“ He promised to come, why did he not keep his promise
Has any danger befallen him? No matter that he has not
come, I will suffer my own lot; it how alnimed T feel to
think that some danger may have overbsken him! The eiver
is furious, the waves rise and tall whirling in s chaotic fury;
his hoat may have capsized ! Alns! it lat me hope still, that
he iz well. Oh Dbirds, fly quickly with this messaze to my
love. Your Sundi is being taken away to Dewan Bhibnd’s
palace! He earries mo nway for no fault; he carries me nway
because, they say, 1 am beautiful.”

L] L] L] - L

* Who are you, men, that row the pinnace in such s lot
haste.  Whose youtliful wife do you forcibly carry thervin 2"

From his boat Midhab ngain eslled aloud, * Who are you
damsel, why do you ery in this way in the pinnnee 7™

When she recognised the voice of hor awy Midlialy, el
burst into loud luments,

A ferce battle ensued in the darkness of the wivht, The
boatmen and others of the Dewaw's pinnsee were all beaten
and drowned in the river,

L. 1-76.

LA
Why is the sonnd of teampot besrd aloud in the vity ?

What [estivity is it for which the citizens have stivred them-
selves to such excitement >



158 MYMENSING BALLADS

Gather flowers, oh friends, from all the gardens of the
ity to your heart's content. Mdadhal will marry Sundi to-day.
Listen, tha ladies ure singing festive songs praying for good
luck! Some are busy decorating the nuptial room with
flower-garlands ; the women of the city have assembled on
the landing ghats and are filling their pitchers to perform the
sacred rites! They are so happy,—for, Madhab will to-day
marry Sundi.

Ll 1-8,
VIl

" Madhab, it does not become you to sit idly in the house
when your father has heen bound with ohains ab Dewan
Bhabud's order and carried to his palace.”

Miadhab rose up pule with fusr in all haste st the raport
and ordered his boat fo be ready, e went to the palace of
the Dewan. Sundi remained in the house with her maid-
servauls. Here | shall sing to you, “ The song of the twelve
maonths,"

In the month of July, Midhab started on his pinuses to
rescie his father from the Dewnn's prison.  She was all alone
in her room with Shalls tor her only friend and confidamnte |
She pussed the whole month in hopes and fears, distressed at
his delay,

In August they worshiped Manasa Devi with pomp in
the city. * But how can there be," she raflected, any joy in
this house? None has come to fulfil my hopes, wratched
that T am."”

" In Suptember the fal fruits are pleatiful and they muads
eakes with them. All ure happy, it is onr house and my
youth that are under the shadow of 4 great grief.”

[n Octoher Durga is worshippued in every house, Puaple
have returned to their homes, alas! e has

not come to join
the general festivity of the country |
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*“In November the rivers get shallower losing their liquid
treasure. How anxiously have I not awaited his return! Tha
servants of the house shed tears for him in silence and the
mother laments her lot. Thus, the month has pussed away in
hitter criaf !

“In December, misty vapours rise up in the sky; my
love is nway, what pleasure can there be for me ?

“In January, the hiting cold makes all shiver and mists
obstruet the sight of men. In this cold season the mind
yearns for one’s heloved. Alone in my bed I pass my time
while he is far away !

“December and January passed away and then came Fah-
roary and March. It is the spring season and avery one is
gay save Sundi, the unfortunnte hride.

“Im April, festivities ape going on everywhere. He
has not yet returned and T am maddened by grief. With this
month the year ends. “This whole vear I have not combed
my hair a single day nor have I gathered flowers from our
garden but once.  Vain is my youth! I have grown thin and
pale.  Alas! where does my love linger all the while® In
whose bower doss my heloved baguile his weary hours 2

“In May the rips mangoes peep from leafy trees. The
lieat is unbesrable and the muid-servants fan me with palm.
leaves. Hut ean thuy ever hope to eool my burmning heart ?

LL 1:48,

VIII

The father-in-law of Sundi has returned home. Hu mests
his daughter-in-law and suys with tears in his eyes,

“You are no doubt dear to ns as lite. I am going to
speak to you frealy, 1 have an only son—the solitary lamp of
my house is he ! Owing to ill luck, 1 am going to lose this only
treastire of my heart,

21
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" Dewan BhdbnA has found fault with me for you. He
got me hound in iron chains and took me to his city. When
Midhab went to help me, the Dewan set me free and im-
prisoned him, Ol my daughter-in-law, if you do not come to
thie rescue at this erisis, my son will be put to death., The
Dewan is inexorable ns a demon, He has resolved that he
will release Madhab, provided he obtains you. What should I
say! He is my only son—the ouly scion of our family—and
1 have not another child ; you know this. Losing you, how-
ever sad a thing it may e, wo may yet hope to wet my dear
son back."

When she heard this, tears began to flow from her eyes.
She adjusted her long flowing hair with one hand and with
the other she wiped away her tears. She asked her father-in-
law to muke one of their biz boats ready. She was resolved
to 2o to the palnee of the Dewnn to reseue her hushand. Ina
small casket she took with her pills of fatal poison and soon she
raached the city of Bhabnd, A+ soonm as the Dewan heard
the report of her arrival, e hasiened to meet her in the boat.
He was maddened with her beauty; it seemed to him that
the full moon had fullen down from the sky to his eity,

Sttirdi,

“ Now, listen to me, oh Dewan, you have imprisoned my
dear husband in your city. Please keep it a secret from him
that I have come here. 1 swear to you by my life and ask
this favour that you should order all your men and informants
not to divulge the fucts about me to him. And then you
must relense him at once. I you will do all these things,
then only can 1 satisfy your desire"

In the prison lsy Midhab with a heavy stone placed on
his breast. His hands and feet wers bound with fron ehains.
He was now released,  And the Dewan offered him the same
pinnace on which Sundi had come to his city for his return
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home. Being thus set free, Midhab sailed homewards. Now,
hear what happened to Sundi.

It was the dead hour of night and no star was seen in the
sky. In a spacious Bungalow which had twelve gate-ways lay
Sundi alone—with guards and sentinels surrounding the
house. From that distance, she howed to the feet of her
mother and prayed for her blessings,

Then she remembered the sweet face of MdAdhal, Even
the thought of the beloved cne gave her some happiness at
this gloomy hour of sorrow. She bLowed her head low a
hundred times remembering his foet, and therr she prayed to
Durga, the Divine Mother, to give her strength.

The sky was black and the land was black all around,
covered with darkness ; the night looked black, standing face
to face before her. At such an hour the unfortunate girl
opened her small casket containing black poison.

To-lay she recalled to her mind the figure of her father
long dend. She had a faint memory of him but to-day the
dread hour of his death eame vividly before her mind.

In the depth of the night the Dewan entered the
chamber wih slow steps. He found her Iying unconscious
on the couch. Poison had spread all over her body, making
her fair skin discoloured and dark. She was in the agonies
of death and her body hurnt with poison as with fire.

Alas! that she could not see her dear mother at this
last hour, Alas! that she could not behold her hushand
to bid him a last farewell. Alas! where is her father in-lsw
and where her mother-in-law who loved her so well !
And where alas! is her friend and confidante, the maid
Shalla? But cruellest sorrow of all that her hushand should
nol be by her bed at this Inst moment !

The wicked Dewan eould not gratify his devil’s passion,
To suve the life of her husband, Sundi yielded up her own.

LL 1-60.
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PREFACQE

In the whole range of the world’s literary history thers is
perhaps hardly s more tender tale of woe silently suffered by a
poetess than that of Chandrivati, born, 1550 A.D., the gifted
daughter of Bangshi Das, who fizures as one of the best
exponents of the poetical literature of the Muanasa-cult.

Bangshi Das, Chandrdvati's father, was born in the village
Patwari in the sub-division of Kishoreganj (District Mymen-
singh) in Eastern Bengal, The villaze stands on the river
Phuleswari. He was a poor Brahmin, but he took pride in his
poverty and would not stoop to anything mean to earn riches,
I have hriefly stated in my * Bengali Ramaysnas” the
circumstances which led to the reformation of the robber
Kenaram by Bangshi Dus. The story shows the wonderful
power of faith und was written by Chandrdvati hersell in
her characteristic stylo, full of appeal to the heart.

Those were very evil days for Bengal, The country was
passing through a politioal revolution, The miseries of the
transition-period were in evidence on ail sides. The Pathans
were losing their holl upon Bengal and the army of the Great
Moghul was knocking at her gate. At theapproach of the
powerful enemy, the nttention of the Emperor of Gour was
wholly eauntred in defending the country sgainst the foreizn
invasion that was imminent. The feudal system of
Government which was in vogus in the country was
not strong enough to unify its different parts under
8 common banner. It was martinl power and terrarism
that had kept the twelve chiefs of Bengal nnmed * Bava
Bhuians™ in check. As soon, therefore, as the Empercr of

165
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Gour grew weak or becamo engaged in warfare outside Bengal,
the chiefs tried to assert their independence and aliensate
themselves from the suzerain. It was aboaot this time that
Chsnd Ray, the Raja of Gourdwar had become so powerful
thut the army of Kullu Khan, the Pathan emperor, ac-
tually held him in dread. We read in the " Prem-bilash "
by Nityananda that the generals of Kutlu Khan did not
venture to mnke an expedition to Gourdwar (o ryealise
the outstanding arrears of ravenue which Chand had refused
to pay to the Gour Fmperor. Tn Western Dengal Bir
Hamyir had practically established his indeépendence,—nay,
planned to invade Gour and drive the Patlans from the
country. When the ventral power was busy in au all-absorh-
ing struggle to fight with the Moghuls, the twelve sub-lords of
Bengal grew practically independent, and the Emperor did not
consider it expedient or prudent to take any serious notice
of the revolts. His object perhaps was to meet the Moghuls
first and save the country from the impending danger, and
then, when the political atmosphere would assume a quieler
aspect, to deal with and subdue the refractory chiefs. Hence
we find him almost indifferent to the attempts of the chiefs
of Gourdwar and Banabishnupur to sever connection with
the suzerain,

The political atmosphere presented a relaxation and an
anarchical condition which became at this time a source of
serious danger tothe people of Bengal. Writes Chandrivati
in her short story of Kenaram : * The Dacoils are the true
masters of the country, and no one hslisves in the power of
the Emperar.” She also refers fo the Thugs who strangled
people to death with nooses of rope. It should he horue in
mind that though the Thugs became a regular menace to public
safety in later times, when thoy were suppressed by Bentinek in
1881, they had already been in existence in the country from
yery carly times, Chanded speaks af the greal pgnigamnnggl; the
people which the chaotic condition of administration produced



PREFACE 107

evervwhere : * They kept,” says she, *all their wealth bhuried
under the earth for fear of plunder” Many villuges pre-
sented a scene of total desertion, and no one's name amongst
the dacoits was so greatly dreaded in Eastern Mymensingh
a8 that of Kenaram, the leader of a powerful gang.

Chandriivati has givena full account of Kenaram and
his conversion. 1t is a historical account given by one who
knew it first-hand, so that the metrieal form of the ballad does
not affect its historical value.

Rome of the places mentioned in the poem are still to be
found in the district. The extensive mire and muddy lands
full of long reeds, known as the Juliar hawor, in which the
main incident of the poem took place liss about 9 miles to the
south-east of the Sobdivisional town of Kishoreganj, and the
village of Bakulia in which Kenaram was born is described as
situnted in close proximity to these marshy lands. Bangshi
Das was travelling here with the musical party on his way to
his native village Patwari—8 miles to tho south of the Jaliar
haweor where he was overtaken by Kenardm and lis gang, The
incidents of the poem took place sometima between 1575 and
1590.

There are altogether 1,054 lines of verse in the Bengali
text, I hove greatly nhridged the story of Manasar Bhashan
introduced in Canto V, in wy English translation, giving the
mers wist just to enalile my renders to lollow the invidents of
Kennram's teformation. I have also curtailed passages here and
there, hut have nowhers introduced any ides that 1s not to he
found in the text,

DINESH CHANDRA BEN.

7, Bisnwaxosn Laxg,
Bagbazar, Caleatte, 12 Muareh 1923,
22






KENARAM THE ROBBER-CHIEF
(ABrRIDGED FROM THE ORIGINAL)
1.

There is a wide waste-land called Jaliar hawor in close
proximity to which lies the village of Bakulia, In this
village lived a Brahmin named Khelaram with his wife
Jashodhard. The couple were happy inall other respects but
they had no child. This grieved them much. TIn the country-
side a man without any issus is ealled by the hated name of
' Afkuria ' Ihey bemoaned their lot saying, * What is the
good of our existence without uny issue ? We will starve our-
selves to death and no more see our neighbours to hear only
abuse from them, We will not light our evening lamp nor
show ourselves to the san in the day-time. With aoors bolted,
we will shut ourselves up in the honse, Lot sternal darkness
cover our shame.” 'The couple spent three days in fasting in this
way, and on the night of the third day Jashodhard dreamed that
she saw the goddess Manasa Devi calling her up and ordering her
to dedicate a cup (ghata) in her honour on the last day of the
month of Ashar (ahout the 15th of July), For the whole of
the following thirty days she was reqnired to lead an  austere
life of penance and devotion, and hurn Incense and make
flower-offerings  to the goddess in  the evening. On the
last day of Sravans (about 15th of Augost) the puja
of Munasa Dovi was to be completed by an observance of the
proper rites,

The woman told the story of her dream toher hushund
nnd they did as they wers hid.

L1, 1-50 ( shridged ),
169
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2. Tue Bisvit or Kevaravm—rag YIigissmupes

oF u1s Fourvss.

Devout believer in Manasa Devi ns Chandrid was, she
aseribes the bicth of n son to the eouple to the merey of the
goddess.

The son born to the coupls at a rather late hour of life was
n healthy-looking baby of dusky colour, The overjoyed
mother did not, however, live long to enjoy her ood fortune.
She died when the child wis ouly seven months old. ‘They ealied
him Kenaram (fif. purchused by Rawm—entivele owned by
Ram). The death ol his loving wile save such o rude shoek
to the Bralimin that he went away shortly aftes to visit the
shrines, and three years passed, —he never returned home.  His
little son, only one yenr old, waus ioft to the care of his maternal
uncles who lived in the village of Davpur in Mymensingh,
They fed the haby cow's milk and took special care of him.
Thus in spite of the calumitivs <ulfered fu  his infauey,
things faredl comparntively well for bim  till he zrew to he
three years' old.

The distvict of Mymonsiogh o this time, however, was
visited by one of the wost crnel famines that had sver eome
upon Bongal  There wos no eain Gurine the rainy  moniths,
and as o result, the ageicultuenl outlook heenme menacing,
The homes of muny fnmilies beeamo seones of Warible suffering,
and men and  women died by hundesds  First they lived on
fraits, noxt they nle grasses and wlicn s nlgo wers sporehed
by the rays 6f the sin, they sold their enttle wl honsu-utensils,
Next husbands sold wives nnd wives  thojy chithlren, Al
convention, all affection wud Feelines waupe ot anil, mwen  be-
eame like lower animals seeking the whole day long for anpe-

thing to live npon. The uncles of Kennriim sold lim for five
enltale of rivw,

L. 1-62
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4. Hw soins a tzaxo oy RopeRks.

A man of the Kaivarta caste purchased  ths boy and was
delighted with his bargain owing to the robust pliysique of the
child,

Suvan sons of this Kaivarta woes the byulors uf geven sings.
From the Garo Hills to the sea coast in the south, the extensive
tract of country waz without any habitation of men in
those days. The land wis overgrown with o dense jaugle of
long recds, which afforded shelier to the vobbers, The pueople
buried their wealth undee the sarth for fear of plunder. The
robbers strangled the waylarers with noosss of rope. The
Dacoits Decame in fact the minsbirs of the conntey sind no ond
believed in the power of the kinz. Many villages presented a
seene of total desertion under the rule of the Kajis.

Brought wp wamongst the rablher from  childhood,
Kennram lecame expert in the art of rolbbing people and
killing thom. The Kaivarts hrothers hwl grown  immensely
rich Dy their wicked trade, yet they did not give up theircalling,
but continned to store the wealth they sequired by robbery
under the earth in that extensive jungle of reeds,

Snys Chandrd, the poctess; * Kenaram  becams a man of
gignntio physiquo.  [f he stood np, it seemed that bis: head
tonched the skiss, while the earth lookad like his foot-stool,
He appeared like n small hillock, all dusky, strong  in  his
limbs like & second Ravana.'

Though n Brahmin by birth, no one had instructed him in
the ways of religion. He had never lesent to distinguish
betwean virtue and viee. He never cared to hoar the tales
of the gods; he had not the Mwintest iles a2 to what sin was,
His nead was small s he had oo wife, no children.  Yet he
delighted in woblbing and killing men, Mo murdered mon
for the suke of nnrder, he stole mones meevly for the sake
of burying it under the earth. Justas atiger kille animals
for the =ake of spurt, even s did Kenaram kill men,
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He seldom went to his uncles” house. Like an uncouth-
locking boar he slept on the bare ground in the depth of the
jungles, heedless of the bites of gnats or insects. He had no
thought of luxury, nor cared o spend money for his own
comfort. Daily he plundered and daily he VFuried his booty
under the earth,

The straggling herds of buffaloes and cows in the
neighbouring meadows exceeded all ealculation, and Kenaram
and his men drank milk abundantly und became robukt and
strong beyond all measure. From the Lilly land of Susang
to the great tract of the jungly land called the * Jalia hawor "
Kenaram and his band wandered ahout in ferocious quest of
wealthy wayfarers and pilgrims. Treguently some poor
merchant passing by the river with his cargo was killed, and
his boat was sunk in the river after having been looted of its
merchandise. Iis name thus became a dread in the country ;
mothers in half-audible words uttered his name to the little
lads, and more than a lullaby the name made the young eye-
lids close instantly and brought sleep to them, *The very
leaves of the trees,” says Chanded, ¥ shivered as if in, fright,
when the robbers of Kenaram’s gang shouted their war-cry,
None dared to light a lwmp in the ovening lest it would
attract notice to the house, nor dared to come outside after
dusk.”

Ll 1-64.

4, Kexananm merts Daxesuipas,

It was on one oceasion when Bangshi Das the poet and
devotee, who rejoiccd wvor in Manash Devi's name happened
to poss I.'hl'ﬂugh the dismal tract of * Jalia Aaioge ™ with his
band of singers. He had gone on # professional call toa
distant part of the conntry and was on his way back home,
His mind was Ulled with devotion so that ss he travelled he
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sang the praises of Manasa Devi to the music of his one-
stringed Iyre. And the band played on tabors and eymbals,
They were so lost in devotional fervour that they not only sang
and played on their musioal instruments, but danced as they
went their way. * Bangshi Das,” says Chandrd, © had a cloth
round his body on which the names of his god were inscribed.
SBuch clothes were called * wdmdbalis,” He was dressed as
an ascetic, his hair was knotted, and on his forehead was the
long tilak-mark showing the creed that he professed.” The
whaole band was, so to speak, lost in spiritual reveries. They
did not care to look at the way throngh the thick jungle, nor
at the sky, mor at the landscape around. It was an all
absorbing joy to them that they sang the Mother's name.
They mow suddenly felt their path obstructed by the long
reeds and knew that they had reached the * Jalia hawor "—
8 tract which would require them a full day to eross, Just at
that time they heard a ery * Vietory to Kali*" which chilled
the very life-blood of the musical party led by Bangshi Das,
and before & moment had passed, stood before them the
stalwart dark figure of Kenaram, the redoubted robber-
chiel. His clothes were wound up round the waist in the
fashion of North-Western people; he looked like a mena-
cing cloud charged with lightning. Like the very god of
denth Kenaram with his party stood near them demanding the
surrender of their money und life, Kenaram said with a loud
Inugh, * Do you know who lam? "' Bangshismiled and replied,
“ You are an Evil One, who is there that does not know such a
man? But what have we with us to deserve your nofice ?
Here, look "—and saying this he opened and emplied his bag
befors Kenaram. * Soms torn elothes and a few seers of rice
are all my property. What would you do with these? Of
course you ard quite welcome to have them il you like.—1It is
a sal thing to reflect that you do not eare for real trensure,
which is devotion to Manusa Devi, it cotnmit heinous erimes
for temparal riches which will not lasl.™
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“No, I am not going to be tutored by vou in such
matters ; murder has been my ocenpation for many vears, aud
it Js hopeless for you to try to convertme by & sermon”
said the robbee-chief smiling, and then added, « 1 will kill you
and all your men.  Whother you huve anything or not does
not matter.  Killing is my profession and I delight in killing,
I have noother object. Whera I get money I rob, but where
Ido not get, 1 kill

“ What do you do with the money ? Do you distribute
it among the poor as some robbers da 2"

“XNo, I bury it under the sarth. Why should I give
this money to the poor? If T wonld do that, they would
graw rich and run after vile pleasures, and become like some
of us; for possession of money puts all kinds of wrong things
into the head.”

Amused a little, n spite of the critical condition in
which Bangshi stood, with the quesr reply of the robber, he
asked him to tell him his name, Kenaram smiled and softly
said, * Yea, my name is Kenseam." ‘Thena shudder passed
throwgh the nerves of the singers ; their blood, it seemud,
became icy-cold in horror. But Bangshi stood enlm as aver,
facing the robbse ns if nothing had happaned, Oun his lipw
played the serene smile which had slrendy puzzled the robher-
chief a little,  *Tuke heed, Kenaram, you have bheon spending
this life in viee, but the sud is coming.  Don't you see
that? Is it not high time that you should veform your
ways: "

Never before this had any other man vontured to preach
to Kenaram the philosophy of religion, when pnee pluced
within his clutches. He wondered at the courage of the mun
and ssid, “ No more talk, be ready to mest daatlh,”

Bangshi said, “That T would e presently.  Bat will you
tell me one thing. Do you xpend a part of Your money for your
own comforts# * * Not a hit, that would e nourishing greed
and weskening mysell, for [ would hopelessly throw mysell into
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the snare of desire if T indulged in luxuries, and ceass to be
tha free man that I am."”

8till more amazed at the ocurious words of the
robber-chief Bangshi said, * [f you do not give money
to the poor, nor indulge In luxury, what good do you
derive from bueying it under the earth and killing men for
no purpose 27

Kenaram replied indifferently, © Do all the rich mon of
your country give their money to the poor? Nol a bil. 8o
you see I do not do less than they do. Most of them o
not spend money for their own comfurts either. They are
satisfied by werely storing it away, Whereas [ return all my
wealth to its real owner.”

“ Who is that owner ? " asked Bangshi,

‘ Why ?—mother earth,” said Kenaram. ¢ All coins,
gold and silver come from the earth and will be reduced to
earth. ©o I bury them under earth. Is it not the right
thing that T do? 1 kill men because I have been accustomed
to do so and T delight in doing this out of long labit."”
* But,” he hastily added, *1 eaunot waste time in this way.
What is your name? I ask this beeause I ses you are s very
bold fellow to spenk to me in this way."”

“1 am Baugshi Das,” said the poet coolly. At this
Kvnaram wus startled. He said, “ Are you that celebrated
man  whose songs are said to melt even a stone " Bangshi
said, " Yes, they may melt & stone but not the stuny beart of
robber.,"

"Phen the robber-chief told him that in spite of everything
hie would not spare Lim or his band. There was no other
alternative and they must make themselves ready.

L1 1-160 (abridged),
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5. Tuw SoNe oF Maxasa Devy)

Bangshi said, *Behold, O robber-chief, the evening has
come and we are going to sturt for the new shores ; standing,
however, here on this old soil from which we are tq depart for
ever I want tosing once for all those songs nbout Manasa Devi
which have given my soul joys of the othes world all my
lite™

Kenaram hesitated for a moment and then decided to
comply with the request. The singers with eves full of tears,
resigned children oy Manasa Devi, began those songs which
had stirred the hearts of men and women of the vast district
for many years, Kenaram said, * Listen to me, here do 1
sheathe my sword. I give you permission to sing the songs
so long that I do not unsheathe it again.”

In the dismal regions, the sky served ns canopy, and a
few robbers were their silent audience, On the green grass
sat Kenaram in the midst of his crew with the hilt of his
sword in his right hand. And Bangshi Das began to sing
assisted by a well-trained chorus, full of devotion intensifled
by the thought of his approaching end, Bangshi sang
sweetly and every word that lie sang had added pathos from
his tears. 'The whole musie breailied a tender wail of devo-
tion which became irresistible. The very birds that flaw in
the air caome near and sat on the boughs of trees close by,
attracted by the melody and pathes of Bangshi's  voice,
Twilizght was succesded by an impenetrable darkness in that
forest land. But Kenaram gave orders to his erew for a
general illumination, and the whale tract was ilumined by

! Tow weng ol Mansen Devi te completa in T25 lines of verss and Besrd Ale  wkisen b
& poets In ihe colophaus, rix, Mawgshi Das, Saraysn Deb, Kotishwar fs anid Savin
Fondit.  Tv gives the story of Dorga's quaerel with Bive, g Wirth of Maunsn Davi, hor
ppsmrred st Chend, the destls of bin ais soon, uni enids fo tis arcuunk of tir wbow bood of
Beliuba sl bew wariing with her haslond's corpee on w e [ give here eerr aheeily
Uhe el of this story & i ls altogeiher o differvmt subiject and not relweant 15 the present

topic
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hundreds of torch-lights so that the night lost all grimness
and looked smiling and bright as day.

Kenaram, as he sat still with the sword by his side, be-
came the more and more moved as the song went on and his
emotion became visible in his face, The story of Behula, the
faithfal bride, was the subject of the song. In the bridal
chamber her husband had died by snake-bite. They saw her
sented quietly like a statue. The women of the houss ealled
her ‘the unlucky one’'—a witeh; on the bridal night her
husband had died. * Tt is not the snake but your ill luck—
your evil eye,—that has killed him." This was the cruel remark
of the maids in attendance. Heedless of sympathy and abuse
alike, she sat still and suppressed the tears that were ready
to spring to her eyes. She was thinking of the request which
her husband had made to her to come to a closer embrace,
but which, out of her shyness, the new bride had not complied
with.

Then the corpse was about to be taken for cremation.
Here she stepped forward and said that she would carry it on
n raft, till she reached those shores from which she counld
win him back to life, Without him she could not—she
would not live. She would visit the regions of death, and of
deathless pangs, if necessary, to restore her hushand to life.

The pathos reached the highest point where against the
romonstrances of thousands of people who had assembled
on the banks of the Gangoor, she, a girl of fourteen, stood
heroie in her determination—griefless amongst many who
were grieving, tearless amongst hundreds of tearful men and
women. Emaciated by fasting and the secret pain of her heart,
she looked like the very angel of love—prepared for all
martyrdom, for all risks and sacrifices. "0 our dear Savitri!"
they all cried out, as they importuned her to return to
home-lite: for Savitri is the adored name of one of our
mythological heroines whose sacrifice for love remains
unparalleled in world's history to this day. Ll 1-728,

23
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6. Tar RefoRMATION.

At this stage of the song Kenaram threw away his sword
and began to cry aloud like a woman. The stone had
nctually melted at last. He said, ** Sing, O Brahmin, sing
again what you have sung.” He stopped for a time only to
olear his voice choked with tears and said to Bangshi: “I
surrender mysell to you, O Brahmin; I have amassed enough
wealth for a fnmily to live wpon in comfort for generations.
All this I offer to you, you will have no nead to beg from door
to door ; be gracious unto me and tell me as to how I may be
saved from sin" Bangshi saidin reply, “I sing praises of
Manasa Devi and live upon the small alms that my honest
sudience give me. I am a seeker of that wealth, compared to
which your riches are but as lead before the diamond. I wish to
live and die as an honest Brahmin. What shall I do with
temporal riches? No, I will not defile my hand by taking
what you have got by killing innocent -men."”

Then did Kenaram helplessly look around and saw every-
thing dark before him. He reflacted on his past life and the
memory of his childhood caused him great pain. *I do not
remember to have seen my parents. There was none to instruct
me in the ways of truth. Losing my parents, I took shelter in
my uncle’s house who sold me for 5 caffas of rice during
famine time. I mized with bad men and have since been
living as a robber in this forest. The merchants do not ply
their boats in thess regions for fear of me—Alas! my riches
will be of no avail, when I shall die. T will throw all my
wealth—my whole life’s accumulation—into yonder riverand I
will drown myself therein."” Kenaram's emotions were now
roused to the highest pitch. He ordersd his men to bring
him the hoards that he had buried under the earth. These
were brought before him in pitchers. Kenaram looked at the
river that flowed by ' and flung the pitchers into the waters one

& 18 was the Phusloakwgri lulo whish Henaram had thrown il his weabih,



The Cobra under the Spell of a Song

f AL this stags of the soue Keusram thiew away his
sword and began (o ery aloud like s woman,”

Kenuvam, p, 178






KEENARAM THE ROABER-CHIEF 179

after another, till none was left. The stroug man was all tears
and in burning remorse he hit his body and tore his own hair,
He unsheathed his aword and said to Banghsi, * 0O my master
behold, T will kill mysell hefore you to atone for my sins.”
Bangshi Das took compassion on him and as the man was
really and sincercly repentant gave him sound adviee for
reforming his charactor. Kenneam had » sweet voice and in
course of time beeame an earpest disciple of Bangshi and
lived by singing songs on Mauasa Devi. Chandrdvati says that
his great renunciation and pure life were much appreciated
by the people soom after. * When singing, tears often came to
his eyes, and he sang and danced like s man lost to this world
—absorbed In reveries, Those to whom he had been once a
terror, now approached him with requests to sing the beautiful
songs of Manasa Devi and they often hurst into tenrs at the
pathos created by the singer who had onee been a ruffinn.
“Thus did the influence of a saintly life turn a stone intoa
aoft-hearted man, When he sang, it scomed that the very trees
became spell-bound and shed tears in the shape of dew,” says
Chandrf, the daughter of Bangshi in the payar metre.
LL 1-80,
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PREFACE »

This ballad was eollected by Chandra Kumar Dey from
different sources, and sent to me on the 30th of March, 1920

For some reasons which I am not allowed to disclose, I
will nat mention the names of the persons who helped Chandra
Kumar in recovering the song, They purposely omitted some
portions in whioh further particulars ahout the principal
characters of the song were given; and following Chandra
Kumar's advice T had tochange the names of the hero, heroine
and of their native place as originally found in the ballad.

The incidents of the ballad took place shout the latter
part of the 17th Century; and there is no doubt that it is the
popular version of an event which caused a considerable
commotion in the loeality where it oceurred. The memory
of it is still fresh in some quarters. But I need not lay any
turther stress on the historical side of this interesting poem.

It will be seen that one version of the story ends on
page 193, where the marriage of the hero with the daughter of
the Rajs is described as having taken place with his permis.
sion. (Canto ILT, LL 80-90,) The episode of the concluding
chapter of this version is far from being authentic, What good
could the Raja derive by giving his daughter in marriage to the
first man whose face he would see one particular morning #  He
could as well have married the girl to a4 man whose status in
society was equal to his own. It would have made no
difference in the situation ; whereas it would have saved the
family from a great dishonour. The course, he isdescribed to
have followed in the first version, seems therefore to be an
# solutely whimsical one.

‘Phe Rijs ot & late hour sanctioned the marriage. This
was a fmot. The post who gave this version of the story
was evidently not cognisant of the details.

Nuw, in some of the folk-tales current in the countfry, we
have met with a similar incident of an autocrat’s vow to give
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away his dasughter to the first man he would see ona
particular morning, It therefors seems fo me that this quite
familiar episode that we find in our folk-tales was dovetailed
into the story by the rural hard, who did not know fully well the
cireumstances which had led the Rajn to sanction the marrings
of his daughter with Madan. Up to the Raja’s return home in
a highly distracted state of mind, the poet gave a true and well
authenticated story. No doubt that the events happened
exactly as they are found described in the ballsd. Bat, as 1
have alrendy mentioned elsewhore, the ballad-mongers had a
areat tendency to mix up facts with folk-tules, in order to
oapture the imagination of the rural people most effectively.
The last episode in the first version is introduced with the
object of heightening the charm of the narrstive by means of a
familiur folk-tale which liad already an appeal for the people,

But, the second version, which begins from Canto 1V,
is an obvious exposition of the real facts of the case.

T'he situation of the Raja was briefly this. He was hound
to carry out the orders of the Nawal, ns o feudatory chisl
ander him; but his risk sitner wiy was ereat, bringing ina
complication of puzzling circumstances. 1 be disobeyed the
Sultan it would mean the loss of his life and property,
On the other hand, for a Hindu to give away his daughter
ta the harem of a Mubammadan s even worse than desth.
By doing so he would forfait all elnims to remmin . Hinduw,
His own kith and kin woull give him up altogether,
however great he might be in wealth and power,

What was he to do under the circumstances? Tt would
not at all save the situstion if he gave away his danghter
to o suitable bride-groom ; it would complicate it the more.
The Nawah's wrath would not ouly fall on him but on the
bride-groom also, and they would both be treated like the
worst of criminals.

At this juncture, the queen came to the rescus with a
shrewd plan which showed the woman's keener common sense,
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In the mid-night she ealled to her presence one of the young
servants of the palace named Madan, This lad was not only
exceedingly handsome in appearance bot a talented youth
of tried integrity of character. The queen at her great
crisis offered him the hands of her doughter privately
without earing for his low status in socisty.

No one knew it, not even the boatman Kdnd.Chaitd
on whom her strict order was to land the couple at the first
place he would reach at day-break, after having rowed the
hont ns fast as he could with his carsmen during the hours
of the night. He was not to question as to who they were,
nor have any chance of seeing their face as he was to leave
them beflore it was dawn and row liis boat back homewards.

The disappearance of the princess with a young servant
from the palace nuturally gave rise fo a great seandal, but all
the same, it saved the Raja from a great danger. Possibly, he
knew nathing of it as the whole thing was planned and carried
out by the queen very privately. The anger, chagrin and
disappointment he felt st thiz abduction of his daughter were
all Bame fide, and the Nawnb instesd of getting angry with
him probably felt a sympathy in his distress. Thus s great
erisis was averted by this cunning device of the queen.

Now the pursnit of the unhappy pair by the Raja's
people continued for n long time after theis Nlight.  For the
Raja naturally felt a desire to punish the onlprit. Alter
soms time the young man Madan was arrestad one day, and
the news of hia nrrest renched Rupavati who hastened
to the palsce to resonw her hushand from the hands of the
infurinted Rajn. In the meantims, it may be vasily surmised,
the Nuwali's nnger was abated. For the fancy of an autocrat
for a fair girl and the measures adopied for securing her
for his harem, never continued long. It was always a
passing whim with these men,

When thus the Nawab had ceased taking nny interest
in the affair, our hero's case came up for trial before the

24
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Raja. Tt was at this time that he was apprised of ths
real circumstances and for the first time learnt that his
own queen had given Rupavati in marriage to Madan,

Then he himself formally sanctioned the marriage, and
by raising his son-in-law to the rank of a Zaminder, did
his best to remove the stigms which had attached to his
family owing to the alleged abduction of the girl. But as
that son-in-law belonged to a lower caste, the tongue of
scandal has not yet been silenced after the lapse of more
than two centuries,

What we have had oceasion to notice in similar ballads
again and again, forms also the most prominent and note-
worthy point in this one, viz, the womanly virtues and
devotion of the heroine. TUnfailingly these women always
stand out as the very personifications of all that is lovely
and noble in the softer sex. The character of Madan s
brought out in bold lines. He is not # weakling as sometimes
we find the heroes in the other ballads to he, Tisten to
his first words to Rupavati. He never forgets the difference
between his position and that of his wife,—given him by a
mere chanee, [How tenderly and tremulously does he
approach her with sweet words of consolation, vet all the
time alluding to his own low socinl status in terms of extreme
humility | The pathos which Rupavati's parting with him
gives rise to has a tender appeal and the whole thing is very
poetically put. Her determined attitude to resoue her
hushand in the hour of danger invests her charnoter with &
grandeur, in which we find an instance of sweetnass mingled
with nobility, and devotedness intensified by the most

humiliating distresses. The poem which T have divided into
seven cantos contains 493 lines, The reason

; why the author
appears incoguito is obivious,

DINESH CHANDRA SEN.
7, Brswakosn Lawe,
Bagbazar, Oaleutla, the 20th May, 1923,



RUPAVATI
I

In the town of Rampur reigned a prince nasmed
Rajchandra on the banks of the Phuleshwari; he had built
there a spacious bungalow with twelve gate-ways. The income
from his estates was several lukh a year, and he hnd stables
full of elepbants and horses. He had countless soldiers,
besides n good many officers employed to collect rents.
The drummers and tabor-players dwelt in his town in
plenty, and the Nahabat orchestra played their music every
morning rousing the Raja from his sleep.

One day he held his durbar as ususl; his officers
were all present and he expressed to them his wish to
pay his respeots to the Nawab of Bengal who was his foudal
lord. He ordared the court-astrologer to find out an auspicious
day, The Iatter settled the day and hour which wounld come
eizht days after ; and the Raja made preparations to start at
the auspicious* hour. Kind Chaitd and Ubhutid, two
brothers, took charge of the Raja's pinnace. There wers
sixteen parsmen and besides a splendid sail to increase the
speed of the boat, The Raja filled it with many valusble
goods, He took with him hair-combs snd fans made of
mica and many other indigenous articles such as mats made
of ivory oalled the sifal-pdti, strings of large pearls, cto.—all
to be presented to the Nawah. Hesides he took Rupees Ten
Thousand to be paid as his Nazar, A band of musiciana and
singers accompanied him.

The Raja, on the eve of his departure, bade farewell
to hix queen leaving his only daughter in her charge with
many & word of good advice. Hu said good-bye to the citizens
assembled, and performing some aots of religious merit such
as giving away sums in charity and for veligious purposes,
slarted in his boat, which ran agzainst the tide swiftly,
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aided by the favourable wind. He was delighted with
the sight of the villages on both sides of the river, and
having travelled the course of the Phuleshwari came to
the mouth of the Narsunda. He passed through that
river and entered mnother which was called the Ghordutr.
Having passed along this river also, he reached the nible
stream of the Meghnd, The waves there were in a state of
chaotic dance, foaming, as it were, in egrent fury, the banks
at intervals breaking down dashed by the waves with a crash.
Thres months did the Raja pass in the bed of waters and
in the fourth he arrived at the Nawnb's city.

His men took the presents to the Duarbar, The arbistie
bair-combs of mics and the ivory mats which the Haja had
brotight with him, were anknown in the eity and the
Nawab prized them very wmuch. He wus slso plensed to
receive the sum of Rupees Ten Thousand from the Rajn and
ordered fine quarters For his stay in his eity. Thers the
Raju lived happily for soms time, L1 1-44.

I

Thus passed ons—two—thres months. ind more, till one
fall year rollsd on. Another year passed and the Raja still
did not return home. But when the third year also ‘pussed
away, the quesn got alarmed.  She dreamt many bad draams,
By this time her danghter had grown up and complated her
fourteenth year. She was yot unmarried, The neirhboury
shook their heads and  whispered amongst  themselyves
disapproving this delay, and it well-nigh became a matter of
their grave nnd serious talk. The quesn heard all this. The girl
had reached her youth and vet there was no near prospect of
her marringe, The queen was distracted with anxiety on the
scare of her daughter and passed her nights and days unhappily.

Then nfter much thought she sent a letter to the Raja,
In this she first paid her respects to him and then informed
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him of the affairs of Ris State as they stood, and finished
her latter with these concluding words:—" Vhree years you
have lived away from us. All this time you have not cered
to know how your danghter is faring. She has just stepped
into her youth, and the neighbours whisper = lot of thirgs.
How can I, being her mother, bear all these? If a daughter
is kept unmarried when she attains her puberty, all the
religious merits of her pareats go for nsught. When this
letter will reach you, tarry not a moment but come home at
onee.”

After having written this letter, she trusted it toa
servant and sent him to Murshidabnd

An astrologer came with his old books and took great
pains to calculate the luck of the young maiden. He
pxpressed his wisdom in thesa words *“ She is heautiful as a
fairy or a nymph. Words fall short in my attempts to give an
idea of the great fortune in store for her. She is sure to be
married to o prince and beeome his chief queen.” Another
astrologer delivered himsel! thus, ** Her manners are pleasing
to the eyes. 'This is indeed a good sign. Her fine eye-brows
are distinet, and her hair long and flowing, her forehead
broad and her testh are like a string of pearls, I do predict
thit & merchant from the south will marry her, and her feet
will be washied by a hundred slaves.”

Another astrologer said, * She has all the signs of a lucky
girl, Her fear are like lotus-bads, When she walks, her
foot-steps lenve distinet’ marks on the ground and there is
no hollow in the sols of her feet, Her bride-groom will coma
from the north. Her signs are all very favourable and I
predict that her status will be nothing short of s qumn' s

Yet another who predicted after closely examining her
palms, “Sure ns [ live, this girl will be married to n priunce.
How beautiful is her fuce ! it i more beautifal than a water-
lily ; her eyes are playful as Khnnjan's ; there is a glow of red
on her chesks, and her colour is like that of the moon-beams,
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There is no bad sign about her—none that T can detect, I
do predict that she will live to e the mother of seven sons
and that she will be & queen.”

Then last came a propher who predictsd, * The eyes of
the girl are dark and pleasing. She will be a fortunate lady.
Indeed, she will be w queen. But there is a slight flaw in
her luck, this is the gara dosh. Tt can howsver, be easily
rectified now.  Bring a pair of silken vlothes and some hanaua
fruits, Fill a plate with thickened milk, butter and rice.
With these feed twelve Brahmins. The little flaw in her
luck will be removed. She will have to take & bath in the
holy waters brought from the shrines, This should be done
in my presence, I assure you if I perform this cersmony
to-day, all evil influences of the planets will pass awny, and
she is sure to be married to-morrow.”

The queen did all this in & devout spirit of fuith,

Ll 1-68,

111

The Rajs has come back to his city after his rather
long stay abroad, avowedly with the ohject of getting his
daughter married.

He looks paleand care-worn. Ho doex not perform the
usual duties of his State and he is indifferent to his exalted
rank. He lies down in his couch the lLve-long day hut
scarcely shuts his cyes to sleep. On his bed he fs risstless
he often rises from it and paces the Hoor with slow stops,
He is sometimes heard to say in n low voice, * Alas, alas !

The queen marks this and asks of him, * What is the matter
with you, my lord 7 The fine betals preparad with my own hands
and seented with chua lie untouched in the betel-box g T
find you slewpless in your bed, Riee and curry are saryed
in the plate but you do not toueh them, Tndesd, you do not
seam o velish any  food.  Your donghter was  deay to



RUPAVATI 191

vou as life, but what is the matter that you never greet her
with sweet words? It appears that for some unknown
reason this palace has grown bitter to you as poison. Myself
and our darling child have, for some unknown offence, lost
your favour. You seem to he indifferent even to the all-
engrossing question of her marriage, I feel so aggrieved at
your conduct that at times [ wish to commit suicide.”

The Raja—* Bear out with me, dear queen, for a little
while, ns T disclose matters to you. I am as if fallen inlo
asen, My riba seem to be eaten up by erocodiles, T am in
a jungle where o hundred tigers are tearing my hody to pieces,
It seems that an arcow has pierced deep into my heart,

“What did you do, oh queen! In an evil hour did you
write the letter to me; T took the letter to the Nawab to
let him know how urgently I was required at home
and sought permission to return. He read the letter
containing the news that my daughter has stepped into youth.
He said, ‘T have heard, oh Raja, that your daughter is
yory hesutifal. Why not marry her to me and enjoy all
the honour of this high connection! T will shower titles on
vou and in the durbar you will receive salutes from me as my
esteamed relation, In all haste thersfore, go to your city.
Menntime, [ shall be making preparations here for the
marriage.’

“Oh queen my easte, my roligion are thus all going to
be destroyed! What is the good of dragging this miserable
lite? | care not for my State now, Let ns, dear queen, go
together, away—f{ar away to a forest. Now hear what T have
resolved to do. The first man whom I shall see rising from
my bed to-morrow morning, to him will T give away my
daughter, A parish, & Dom or even one of a lower caste,
if there be any, whoever he may be I shall make no distinetion
hatween caste and ecaste, Let him only bea Hindu and I
shall offer my daughter to him. But to n Muhammuadan, it
i impossible—never! Yen sce, dear queen. this Haj is now
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my gall and wormwood. Sometimes I feel inclined to drown
myself into the river tying n pitcher to my neck with a rope
You speak of poison—the poison that is consuming me
cannot be removed even by Dhanwantari—the physician of
the gods.”

Tue Finsr Vegsion.

The queen, as she heard this, bacame sorely troubled
in her heart and thus reflectad with sorrow, “1I this night
passes away it will be ruin to us, I pray to God that this night
may last for ever and that the sun may never rise to expose us
to lnsting shame and infamy.”

There was a young lad in the palace who held the position
of Burksi. His name was Madan and he belonged not to
a quite high fumily. He used to make small purchases
from the market for the palsce and was always rewdy
at call. He had » handsome nppearance : he looked quiet
and lovely like the morning star. The lnd had
free  access into the inner apartments of the palaes.
His colour was lright like molten goll. The queen
sent for him sind when he appeared near her, shie suid, *“ Do
not he frichtened, dear child, T ke youas my son and shall
trankly tell you ull,”  And hors she related to him the whole
story of the Rajn's oruel resolve and enilod her short speech thus,
* Now listen to me Madan, At the dawn of the dny Lo-morrow,
stay near the door-way of our sleeping chamber, Wit thera
with s #ifim of tobacco for the Rajn. Let that be your
pretext, Temain standing at the gate-way and do not iyl *

He did not pause for n  moment over this worderful
request. He did not care to know whether it was vast, west
or north to which he was going, but at onee ngresd to the
queen’s command.

The queen retired to her bed-room, and Madan came at
the dawn of day nenr the gateway as dirocted. '
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Dark clouds lay seattered all over the sky and the red
sun was just peeping through the eastern horizon. The
Nahalat orchestra had just begun to play at the music-
hall. The Raja left his couch and the queen opened the door
for him. He came out of his room and glancing behind saw
the lad waiting with s fhookd in his hand. The Raja sat on
a wooden seat carved on all sides with floral designs., Before
it lay a golden cup of cold water. He washed his hands and
face with it and felt refreshed. He then asked Madan,
«\What makes you come here near my sleeping-room at such
an hour ¥ He saluted and replied, “I am your Highness'
slave and am always ready to carry out your orders. I have
free access to the inner appartments ; for twelve years I have
been at this palace, my lord, carrying out your commands,
I am perfectly pleased with the kindness and indulgenve
with which I am treated here.”

The Raja asked him many a gquestion as to who his
parents were and what country he came from ; when he got
all information, the Raja gave orders for the marriage. An
auspicious day was fixed and at an suspicious moment his
daughter was given in marriage to Madan. A very rich
dowry was given together with the grant of a whole village as
a present to Rupavati. LL 1-80.

A Secown VERSION.
IV

The Raja said, “ Dear queen, lot us decide our course,
it we do not send our duughter to the Nawab, our rdj will be
lost ; that issure. Take my word, ol queen, I will destroy
my city with my own hands and its ruins I will throw into the
river. The Pathan soldiers will come and take me to Murshi-
débéd bound hand and foot. For this daughter's sake, we are
in this sorrv plight to day. She is like o dagger pierced

]
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through my heart. Alas, my caste and religion are all going
to be destroyed, and I am approaching fast a miserable end
The time has been fixed within which she must be sent and
what am I to do now ?  Shall I poison her or burn her alive 2
To what country can I go to esenpe this dire mishap ?  Make
preparations, oh queen, to send her away st once, whersver
you like. For myself, I have rosolved to drown myse Il
into the river.”

When the queen heard what the Raja said, she at once
decided her couse.

She had n page named Madan—a very handsome young
man., Iis duty was to gather flowers for the temple and
carry out her wishes in small matters. A quiet submissive
boy he was, always ready at eall, e Jooked like the morning
star, pleasing to the eyes. The queen did not care to consider
the question of caste or family status, She resolved fto
nbandon all affection for her dear daughter. Rupavati knew
nothing of what had happened. In the hours of midnight
the queen paid a visit to her chumber privately. There she
slept radinnt like the moon. Her beauntiful form ecaused
to-day only a deep pain in th e mother's heart. “Ah! she is
my pet bird, dear as a ribof my heart ! How can I think
of sending her away from this golden eage of altection in
which I have reared her up ? "—she thought, And then she
called out, “ Now arise, my darling, and see your unfortu-
nate mother standing near your bed. Awake, dear one, and
see ; the whole eity is, as it were, on fire and burning for your
sake. For you, your dear father has resolved to drown himself
in the river. For you, we are going away to some forasts to
live like exiles.”

Rupavati was dreaming at the time as if the whole eity
was in mourning. 8he awuke with a starl and saw her mother
wiping away her lears with the edge of her sadi, She said,
* What is it, mother, that yoa are crying for # 1 cannot hear
this sight. What have I done to hurl your feelings thus "
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" No offence, dear daughter, have you committed "—said
the unfortunate mother, * Providence has been hostile to us
and cut off all our hopes ; oh eruel Providence, how couldst
thou cut off the tre¢ under whose shadow I came secking
shade ! Alas, never more shall 1have the fortune, oh dear
girl, of seeing your moon-like face. Never more shall T be
#llowed to hear that sweet address *mama’ from your lips!
Oh my pat bivd, you are going to fly away cutting off for ever
the chain of affection which binds you here,” Ll 1-48.

v

No bridsl song was sung, no ceremony took place. The
lulies of the house dil not ery * Vietory and Joy ' sl the
auspicious moment, nor uttered their blessings. No one tame
to anoint the bride with turmeric and sweel scents, The
mother did pot go to the good neighbours, seeking blessings
for the child, and the ladies of the house did not sssamble
together by the side of the tank to fill pitchers for the sacred
ceremony, singing in choras s customary,

The mother’s beart seerstly bled,  The night was dark
nnd still nod from the sky spackled w few stars.  Madan came
at that hour and waited at the gate-way. In deep shams
Rupavati hud not the power to nerangs her long Howing hair
which fell in curls round her fuce. In all hurry she donned
a bridal dress. No priest came to perform the usual rites.
In that solemn hour of night the mother offered her child to
the hands of Madan, She took the girl's hands nnd placed them
on Madan's and therc was none to witness it.  The hall did not
resound with the gles voices of women wishing good for the
couple.  Silent griel surged in the mother’s heart in the place
of Testive songs in the great hnll of the Raja,

The sun and the moon she called to witness as she offered
Rupavati to the youth Madun.
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The gueen—** Now, Madan, a word have I to say to you.
I have now offered you my darling daughter, she is the one
solitary Iamp of the house—my only child—T nm giving her
to you and what words are there which can adequately express
my feelings at this hour | I have taken out, it seems to me,
a rib from my side to offer you. T have broken the golden
cage with my own hands to offer you the pet bird I have
adored and loved all these yvears | Whether it be your lot to
live in a city or wander in woods, hear one word of mine in
mind. Do not give any pain to the heart of this girl. As
you are now her lord, it is fully in your power to make her
happy or miserablo. None ia there in this world to look after
this unfortunate girl except you.”

The mother and the daughter wept. On the boughs of
{rees sat the mute birds, as if strack dumb by grief, and the
wind rustled through leaves with a moaning sound.

In that depth of night the queen had brought the boat-
man to the palace, and no one amongst the citizens had known
of thiz. The boatman Chaitd was blind of one eye hut he was an
adept in his profession. The queen presented him s purse.
Madan came to the boat with his new bride Rupavati. The
queen bade them farewell and retired to her chamber.

The boat went like a shooting star, rowed by sxpert hands
und with her sails all unfurled. She passed through thirteen
biks (bends) of the river, and when the fourteenth bik was
half-comploted, they saw the sun rising in the east. The
boatman Chaild stopped there and said, * Passengers, whoever
you may be, it is the order of the queen that as soon as the
nizht will be over you are to leave my buat.”

There was no village or town in the neighbourhood. The
turbulent waves danced furiously in the river. The growls of
tigess and bears were heard from the jungles on the bank,
and ia the waters the orocodiles voamed in quest of prey.
There Chaild left the couple as exiles in the forest, and rowed
his buat homewards,
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“0Oh the pleasure-boat of my father's palace,” said the
girl to herself, “you too are going to leave me! Tell my
mother, T pray you, the news of her unfortunate daughter,
she has been left in the forest as an exile by the boatmen.
By my life, tell my father that T am left in this jungle
without any means of preserving life.”

Swiftly did the boat go out of sight. Like a wild deer
Rupavati wandered about in the forest. * Hear me, oh wood-
land,” she said weeping, * earry the message to my mother that
her dsughter is going to be devoured by hungry tigers."”

Madan—* Do not ery, oh maiden, what does it avail to
sorrow over your lot ? It is God's decree, who can alter
his dispensation ? A serpent has bitten on the head. The
poison is nlready in the brain. What will the physician do st
stich a stage 7 For some evil we did in our past life, are we
here exiled to the forest !

“ You sre, oh maiden, like asacred offering to the gods,—a
dog am 1 who have ventured to touch it. Ts it for this that you
are erying? | am hateful as & Pariah, and you aru holy as the
stream of the Ganges, But, by my life, I assure you, T will not
come too near nor dare touch your fest. Here am I to gather
frdits from the forest for you when you will be hungry, and I
will serve you with water when you will suffer from thirst. The
tender leaves of trees will I sprand here, to make a bed for you.
The darling of the Raja arve you, ob maiden, unaccustomed to
hardships ! How alas ! will you pass the term of your exile
ins the forest all alone? What a pity, that for your companion
vou have one who is no better than a slave to you !

When she heard this she wept and said, ** T will tell you
frankly, dear lord of my heart, my mother has offered me
unto you. Though T may live in these woods, 1 know that
1 am in the custody of my hushand. Thers is none else for
whom I would eare in this werld. Ah me! Il luek has
brought on us all these misfortunes.  How grieved am T that it
is for me that you too are an exile in this forest.” LL 1-76.
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Yi

Kdngilif and Jangalid are two brothers. Their trade
is ta catch fish with nets. That is their only employment and
source of income. They earry baskels tied o their waists and
with nets in hands wander about in mornings and afternoons
in quest of fish by the river-sida,

While journeying in this way they happened to meet
Rupavati. The two brothers had three wives, But not one
of them had borne them a child. Theleldest of them was
Pundi by name. She was Kangdlit’s wife,

Kdngalid relurning home, ealled aloud, © Come oul. Pundi
and see.” Pouai came out and looked around.

She saw a sfranger and a maiden beautiful as a nymph.
She looked like the Goddess of Fortune herself.

Kangdlin said, T dragged my net throuch the waters
feom morn o eve but not sven a lobster could [ cateh in the
river. But ouriously this little Goddess of Fortune T picked
up from the wayside, Tike her to the house with eare and
look nfter hivr comforts."

Punigi had weither son nor davghter as already stuted.
She wns always unhappy for this. She was right ¢lud to
laves the [nir maiden Tor ber daugshter.

* Whose tlanghter are you, child?  Where is your home
wnd who is this young man with you 2"  And o hundeed
guestions more she asked ailfectionately.

*No mother—no father have I, nor u hrother evesn.
Like i weed drifted hy current T wander about as luck would
lend me, My evil stwrs have sent me here as an oxilo, T was
prassing my dsy In great sorrow and helplessness, 1t is o
good chance that we have met you : you aren mother unto
me, I crave o little shelter at your feet.”

Without children in the housc, the world was a void to
Punai. But by the grace of God she got o son and o
daughter now, aud she considered it as her greatest fortune
on the earth, Ll 1-32,
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“ While journeying in this way they happened to
meet Rupavati.”
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Y11
Madan

“Oh my dearest! I beg leave of you for a fort-
night. T lived at your futher’s palace continually for
six yenrs Inst time and did ndt take any uotice of my
parenits all this peviod T do nnt know if they are alive
ar dlead, T intend to pay u visit to my home for seeing them
anee,  For 4 short time T wish to he nhsent from here with
your permission.”

L] L L] L L]

.’hr’tmrﬂﬁ

“Oh my little bee! The night passes away and the
dawn approaches fast ! Black is your colour, hut your eyes
gleam like silver! Who is the god that has made you, my
litkle My, to hover about in the woods ! Will you, oh dear one,
do me one favour? Fly where my love is and get some
tidings of him. He went away promising s speedy return,
taking leave for u lortnight from me. The moon bhad faded
away at the time but now, look to the sky, she lins appeared
agnin with her round form and yet he has not come hack
to me! The fortnight is gone and another is drawing to
ity end ;—has he forgotten me, unforfunate ns Tam? 1 cast
my eager glanees towards the path morn and eve in vain
hope | A mist of tears, like cobweb, covers both my nyes
in the dark. Many a gavland of flowers did I weave for yon,
my love, and they have all faded away! Alas my love!
Why are you absent leaving my expectant youth to pine
from day to day! My night I pass in alternate hopes and
despairs and the duy lingers on and passes too, keeping me
in vain expectations, Here do T sit the live-long day looking
to the path with unweary eyes which grow dim with dust.”

Thus did the girl mourn in solitude. Now listen to what
came next.
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The Raja, meantime, anmounced thus by a beat of drum
in the city and in the markets :—

“Whoever will find out my enemy who has hrought on
this disgrace to my family and exposed it to scandal, lowering
my caste, will be suitably rewarded ; and the miscreant will be
sacrificed at the altar of Kali."

Some one whispered this messaze to Rupavati.

“Your husband has heen arrested. No way there is for
him to escape death.”

A thunder-bolt, as it were, fell on Rupavati's head and
her heart got pierced through as if by a shaft.

“Oh my foster-mother Punai! allow me to depart
hence.

“ What have I heard—Oh what a dire news? Allow me
to depart hence.

“l was born in a palace, My ill luck however has
brought on all these ills. Alas! whom shall Taccuss 7 Allow
me to depart hence, oh my dear foster-mother |

“ In the depth of night did my mother offer me to him.
Undecided as to my course and distressed with thoughts did
1 leave the bouse in that dark hour of the night! Allow
me, oh my foster-mother, to depart hence.

“ihe noble mansion of my [ather T left and left my
hundred servants and maids. With my love as my sole
companion I turned an exile in this forest. Allow me, ch
my foster-mother, to depart hence.

*“ By the grace of God I met one who became my foster-
father, and for  short time there appeared a silver lining in
my life of sorrow. Allow me to depart.

“T forgot my father, my molher nnd ull. It was written
in my forshend that T wonld give up all who are near and dear
to me. Alas! how could I aveid doing so! Allow me to
depart.

“Oh pity! not once did I with my own hands prepare
sgented betels to offer my love! Nor by lamp light fed with
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butter, did I but once fix my gaze on his moon-like faoe.
Allow me to depart.

“With ivory mats spread on the floor not once did T rest
by his side, pleased with his company. Allow me to depart.

“Not for a short while did we together live as hushand
and wife in the house. Ill luck pursues us and blasts away
all hopes that we plan. Allow me to depart.

“For shams I did not once hang a garland of flowers on
his neck nor did cook for him meals of sweet sali rice and sit
by his side to see him eat! Allow me to depart, oh my dear
foster-mother.”

Pundi tried her utmost to console her, but all in vain.

Rupavati—* Here do 1 fall at your feet, good mother,
and make this earnest request, Kindly take me where he
may be now, Where he is, thither will T go. T will be his
companion in death. Without him T shall not—I cannot live,

“How unfortunate am I that we were not spared even
for a few days to live happily ns husband and wife, My father
is now my enemy—it is he that hias caused me all this pain.
My parents are behaving as if they are nobody to me! Here
will T poison myself, if you do not take me to my hushand. 1
will drown mysell or eut my own throat with a knife. None,
I tell you, will be able to stop me.”

Punni tried her utmost to soothe her wmquiet mind, but
it was so difficult! With sweel words of hope and consolation,
however, she kept the sorrowing one in the house for that
night.

Early next morning Punai ordered Jangdlid to make his
boat ready. He brought it to the ghaf. Tunai with the
erying maiden started for the city of the Raja.

He was then bolding the Durbar. Ponai entered the
Audience Hall and stood s supplicast The two brothers
Kiingdlid and Jangdlia stood bebind her.

Punai with folded hands saluted the God Dharma and
next paid respects to the Raja and addressed him thus :

26
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“T have a complaint to make to Your Highness, Where is
it that you have kept my son-in-law as prisoner ¥ And why is
it so # For what fault, may I ask Your Highness, have you
punished him thus # "

The courtiers ordered her to stop and asked her who that
son-in-law was about whom she was speaking.

Punai could not resist her tears but began to cry help-
lessly. Then with tears in her voice she said :

“She is a very unfortunate girl, my heart breaks in giving
an aceount of my daughter.

“(Oh esteemed Rajs, where was it heard, that one ever
shot his pet bird with his own hands or one set fire to the
house he had himself built, or cut the plants he had himself
planted with care? Where was it ever heard that one kicked
and broke the sacred cup preserved in the temple of gods.

“The dark midnight hours witnessed it, when your queen
offered the hands of her girl to some one. That one is your
son-in-law. Is be not deserving of an affectionate tenderness ?

Like a son he is toyon. What fault can there be om the
part of your daughter and the son-in-law in the matter ¢

“Tosing her husband she is frantic with grief, She has
resolved to die, she was going to drown herself ; oh, how
difficult has it been for us to prevent your mad danghter from
committing snicide |

“ Listen to me, oh my lord, go to the prison yoursalf
and release him at once with your own hands, Why did you
allow this marriage if you would sentence him to death
afterwards 7 She was exiled to the forests and lived with poor
people, not her kith or kin, Alas, humble though we are, we
cannot conceive, how has it been possible for Your Highness
to treat your own childrén in this way !

Punai abused the Raja in an outspoken way, while tears
still flowed down her checks ; and the courtiers all heard her
words silently. The Raja remembered the sweet face of his
daughter and his heart melted into a bundred pities—tears
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began to fall from his eyes. The courtiers took the liberty
of explaining the matter to His Highness. And the Raja
was persnaded to give onders for their formal marriage.

Madan was released from the prison. Horses, elephants,
landed estates nnd palatial buildings were given him as dowry.
'The Raju elected the pair as heirs to hisown palace and
property, A large building was raised with twelve gate-ways
for their temporary residence in his city.

After n while Madan started for his own home with
Rupavati as his bride.

Ll. 1-187,






KANKA AND LILA






PREFACE

Kanka and Lila, as the colophons in the present text
will shew, was written by four poets, viz,, Raghusut,
Damodar, Nayan Chand Ghosh and Srinath Baniya. Raghu-
sut lived nbout 250 years ngo. One of his descendants,
Shibu Gayen, whose memory was a storehouse of this
class of songs, died recently. Raghusut seems to me
to he the best of the four poets. It is he who wrote
many a picturesque and exquisite line in the baremaski, such
as " BT AR A T 08 WA and 13 o P 39
W ®Ee | ‘7% 3w e’ 3fm Fw oy e ™ (Canto 18, L. 47,
77, 78). The post was an inhabitant of the village Awazia
under the Police station of Kendua and four miles to the
south-east of Biprapur (Biprs barga), where the hero of
the poem Kanka was born. Raghusut's deseendanis were
formerly professions] singers of daramashi songs, and for
their proficiency in this calling, received frow time to time
grants of rent-free lands from the well-kuown gemindars
of Gauripur, Shibu Gayen, son of Rummohun Gayen and a
remole descendant of Raghusut, was a siuger of high order,
mnd Chandrs Kumar says that many of the bor mashi songs,
unmatched for poetey and pathos, were lost to Mymensing,
an the day when he was eremuted in the outskirts of the
village Awazin about 20 years ago. They are patuis or
hostmen by easte, the title * Gayen ' suffixed to their names
mexns ‘ singer ' whose profession they have adopted.

By far the greatest portion of this ballad was written
by Rnghusut and Damodar. The names of Nayan Chand and
Srinath Baniya occur ouly in a few eclophons,

This ballad has been influenced by Sanskrit more than
many others of this class of songs. The poet Navan Chand
particulnrly introduces Sanskrit similes in the deseription
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of n heauty snd proceeds in many passages on the lines
of clussic writers, It Is, however, eurious to note that in the
poem of Jay Chandes and Chandravati, written by this poet,
the style seems to by quite free from all Sanskritic influence
and bears a flavour of rural sweeiness and simplicity. The
poel Srinath Baniya is guilty of a little sensuousness which
we would not hnve noticed at all, but for the fact that almost
all (ke vest of these hallads clevate us by their severely pure
mornl tone and high ethiesl dignity. We do nol mean to say
that this bullad is strikinely wrotic or repelling to our msthetic
taste, hut contrasted with the stiff air and dignilied style of the
ather love-tales of this kind, this one seems ta have occasionally
been written in n somewhat lighit vein, and the subtleties of
metaphysical expressions indulged in by Nayan Ghosh, have
ill snited the stmosphere of these popular tales, the essentini
and characteristic beauty of which is simplicity and a plain
unadorned language.

The story is told with lively enthusiasm and the characters
are all well-conceived and developed. TIn most of the other
ballads collected from Mymensing, the heroine is by far
the most striking charnoter. All othier figures appesr like cliffs
and summits of a lesser height and contribute chieily to forming
a background from which she is shown with advantage. But
here though Lila the maid, Lila the lover and Lila the heroine
is the most charming of the lot, the character of Gargn and
that of Kanka are no negligible factors.

The pathos, as in the other ballads, centres towards the
end upon the heroine who reminds us of F. D. Hemnans' line
“ A rose’s lirief but life of joy, such unto fer was given "
The description of the months, the daramashi, is full of nnble
poetry, the beauty of which, T must confess, has been
ill-preserved in my poor transkition,

1t is a historical ballad ; the characters were all living men
and women. Kauka is s well-known name in the literary his-
tory of Mymensing. His * Malayar Baramashi ™ is still sung
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by the peasants of the ecastern part of the District, T have
been nable to recover soraps only from this song, But
Chandm Kumar nssures me tha he will ere long seour the
entire poem for me. We have, howaver, secured the whols
of Kanka's Vidyn Sundarn—the first of its kind in Hengali.
Kanka was born, as T have nlrendy stated, at Bipragrom
(Biprn barga) on the Raji.  There is some tenee of the village
now. Dut the Raji (Iidjeshwnel) which nsed to flow down
the village hus slightly altered her conrse. Tt now runs along
the out=kiris of Kendun.

From n reference given in the posm itself and from the
tradition eurrent in the locality we sirmise that Kankn was
 confemporary of Chaitanya. Tn one place of the song we
find the couplet (Canto 20, LI, 65-60) “ fwry =23 ¥ B
7| mAR wHiEw wy N7 sewa (" and in another place
(Canto 20, LI 19-20) we have *c@ corm e oocee
671 77 | (T ¥ ¥ Cal 9fe ¥ g@ " Of course we do not
urge that although the ballad as a whole is based on historical
facts, the details are to be accepted as true in every casa,
Bat here lies the evidence for what it is worth, and the
tradition current in the country sibstantiates it, If Kanka
was a contemporary of Chaitanya, he flourished in the sixteenth
century and lived a little before the time when Bangshi Das
and his gifted daughter Chandravati wrote the Manasar
Bhasan and other poems. A

I believe that a ballad describing the love of Kanka and
Lila was composed immediately after the tragic incidents
had taken place. The present one is, it seems to me, a
revised version of the old story partly embellished by later
writers on a classical model. The frigndi metre which we
find in the poem seems to be an innovation, for in very faw
cases of these indigenons songs of Mymensing do we come
acress this metre. The rustic poets wenerally preferred the
paycir and it was the schalarly poes only who oceasionally took
recourse to ‘ripadi in order to introduce pathetic incidents,

7
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We have found instances of fripadi occurring in Bangshi Das's
Manashar Bhasan. Bangshi was a great Sanskrit scholar.

There are some other versions of the poem of Lila and
Kanka extant in Mymensing, in which the last scene in the
lite of the unfortunate heroine is differently put. Ome
poet deseribes Lila as having hung hersell on the bough of
a hizal tree, unable to bear her grief. Another version says
that Lila did not sctually die though she wason the point of
death, but livad to he once more restored to Kanka. "Tragic
ends became out of fashion with the poets of Brahminic
Renaissance, and hence some of the later poets have yielded to
the taste of the age by altering the situation described in the
last canto. We have found similar manipulations taken
recourse to in regard to some Rajput ballads.

Before I conclude T must say a word more ahout Kanka
the poet, who figures in the present poem, as the hero ofa
love-tale. Most of the facts of his early life as found in this
ballad are given in an outline in the Introduction, written by
himself, to his famous poem the Vidya Sundara, This work
is called "Satya Pirer Kathd ' just as Bharat Chandra’s poem
is called * Annada Mnngal.” We find reference to this poem
of “Satya Pirer Kathu™ in the present ballad and learn
from it that it was written at the command of a Pir who had
made a mosque st Bipragram and lived there for some time.
Thanks to the unflagging zcal of Chanda Kumar, the whole
of this poem on Satyapir “ By Kanka, the poet’ has been
recovered. Close to Bipragram, there is u small marsh called
Dhaleshwari. On one of its sides is a pastoral fleld named
Panch Pirer Kdnda; the mosqua of the Pir was evidently built
on this plot of land. A stone held sacred by the local peaple
still exists there and is called ns * The Pir's stone.”

For satisfying the euriosity of those readers who may be
willing to know what the subjeot- matter of Kanka's Vidya
Sundara is, I beg to subjoin herewith a short summury of the

poem.
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BATYA PIRER KATHA ox VIDYA.SUNDARA

Br
Eav: Kavxa

Malyaban, the Bajsof Essiorn Districts of Bengal, coneiderad bimsalf vury unfortunsts
for not baving wob an e, fospito of ki grest wealth snd power.  He performed ihe
Vedic suezifice of Prtreshiti, bat it proved of mo wrail. Thes ba sought the halp of the
grost sages who dwalt i the Nags hille snd s he Udaygicd Lills of Orisa. They
pﬂmmjnm-dnuhﬂnwinodmhml,Mnnwu&n-mtuf ihe
vauuts of the sages. Tho Hajs could nol get way child by theic help. Then the Raju,
in ordér to while away hin mind by diversion, wou s-hunting in the forest wod mel there
& Mobamedan Pir whe was po other than Saiyn Pir himsalt, By his blessings he chanced
to ses & wonderfally handsoms baby tying in & helpless eondition (s the forest. He
brought it boms and offered It tuloe chlel queen.  She wan ploased with the buby, Lot
anid that ghn gould uot sctept i, sa there wak no kmorring how grieved (s parents wers
having lout their fistle treasuze. The Hajn aaid that the baly was ¢ gift from = gresd Pir,
o0 shn should fenl no hesltamey in soospting I8 Bab as bhet (Queen would pot Usten Lo the
Rajs's words bui issleled g hor pefus), 1t wes snnounced thronghont the whole land
that & little baby wus frand in o forset ; §f any ous claimed it and could pro e hia clafm,
the baby wouldl he wails over to bim, For many a doy the drom beat ang moting
the notice, Wt none cvme Torwand (0 elaim e lRtls thing. The (eeen was watislied
thas aby ooold now acoept the baby without s sting of connsjenoe,

The baby grew b time to be the hondeomest and ihe mosk sccomplished pricce on
erth, Boy the Hajs wha lisd promissd to offor his Fujs to the Piron srriving st
tha eity, forgob his promise; sud sa & consequence the Prince who had gone to hunt s the
forost lost his way and gob bisosll sqpamted from his ampanions asd his semy.  Ha
Aid not retnrn to the Patace to the great dewpair of his parents

The Privee, parted [rom kis people, slept ander o tree, groally fatigued, when some
{hleves ren sway with kis horm which was oo of the noblesc of its kind, The Fir
spp-.rldl.uhlmmn"ﬂ‘u-mumuw the place whore be oonld gut the borse back.
Hw sccordingly vravailed w good dent and at lust reachiod the pity of Chavipmla, mostioned
by the Pir,

The name of the Priuce won Bundare, and the Bajs of Ckampaim bad a devghier
unmad Vidys. Sundars sutered the gurden of the Princess withons knowing it to be se.
B wea vors much Fatigoed by hin worsy snd jourusy, sod slept onder & fres there. The
miatress of che gardan ceme thare in the meautime and Pall Iy bove st feat wighe

Though Sindars sald that be was & mite gaslezer and that his eante was low, Vidys
wiald by o means bobmes it anil offered hersill to Wine Through tha kelp of & Hower-
weman s mesting betwetn tham wes brought abony soon afur, and Vidye sad Sandars
wore marriedl accerding o the liscdberre wpetam, Siece then dhar mel every day.
Bundars disguised himpelf na & wommn sad grve anl thet be was o wiece of the Howsp.
womin 15 ihe pessallin whispers wers heard i the palsce oboui this alfair, and
malters book » seripua aspect. The Bajs snd his Qooen came to kwor of . Ak Tam
the whole pulice force wan enguged in ssseching eul tha yonth who had hidden himaolf
fn » private plase pa woon =0 be bl got ees abenl the esech, Bub be was canght ar
lam und brogghh bufsrs the Rage, bousd o chales By Abe graes of ihe Pie wod Al
bastimony berts by eram] witnoesse. Banders howover, esiabilished bis ionoconcs ssd
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was reinaand,  lia boram, whish thi thieres bad mld ta the Roral stakly, war prodoned and
14 w4 opow recogrniand e ol sosater,  Bunddia's sewl Beconut was pow usmde’ known B tha
Rafn, wed the secrbusy of M operines amd Che prines Lok plics sgnie prblicly. They
apent some daya dn the ety of Champaka, alter which the Prineo retaroed with' his Lrids
ta his farher's poisoe,

Tha Pajs of the fir bocame widaly emormd in the qomscey after this happy end.

From the above summary of the poem hy Kanka, one
may suppose that it is a piece of folk-love pure and simple.
But the details have been rendered so beautifully that the
tale has transcended the limits of folk-lore and reached the
domain of true poetry. [t is writen in a simple and elegant
style, and no indelicacy or bad taste mars the charm of the
love-tale though the very names of the hero and the heroine
inevitably bring in such associations, on acoount of the erotie
treatment of the subject by some of Lhe later posts.

The Satya Pir cult, which originated during the reign of
Husen Saha in Bengal in the early par of the sixteenth century,
was not accepted by the Hindus without some opposition.
Here in this bullad itself we find that when the relation
between the Hindus and Maliomedans in s particular locality
became estranzed, the former sometimes hurnt the poems in
honour of Satya Pir. Kanka was one of the earlivst exponents
of the Batyn Zir-cult and composed the poem when he was
searcely above his teuns.

I have surveyed the chamcters of the ballad in my
introductory chapter. The feelings of Lils, T have therein
stated, are complicated like those of Malancha-mald of the
folk-lore. In the beginning Lila regavled Kanka as Anne did
Enoch Arden ; then Lilu's fssling became sisteely and both felt
the same filinl affection for Garga, and as the intensity of this
feeling increased it developed into a romantie passion without
the least element of sensuousness.  She was never ashamed of it,
as in the white heat of her self-less devotion there was no fire of
earthly passion. Her feslingsare absolutely pure and innocent
which are shown in contrast with the wilinsss of the Brahmins,
to which she, the child of Nature, eventually sucoumbied,
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I have had to notice more than ones one feature in
connection with the language of these ruml songs. In many
places the rhyming is perfect though on account of a difference
between the spoken forms of words and their recognised
written forms the rhyming sometimes appears faulty. The
word @8 [or instance is pronounced as %9 in the current
dinlect of Mymensing. It has been therefore aptly used to
rhyme with 529 sad 39 The word 517 is pronounced as 5%,
hence it is made to rhyme with words like %7 and 7@
Those who are unacquainted with these features of the spoken
dinlect of Eastern Hengal, may find fault with the rhyming
of some of the verses, But it will not be fair to do so.

In conclusion I bez to mdd that there are thres
preliminary hymns attached to the text, riz., by Damodar Das,
Nayan Chand Ghosh, and by Shibu Gayen respectively, The
hynms are more or less on thelines of that of Chandravati
given in the beginning of “Malua” T have not translited
them into English ns they do not possess any poetical or
historical value, Lils and Kanks is complete in 1,122 lines,
divided intc 23 cantos; there are besides 54 lines of the
preliminary hymns in the beginning of the poem and 12
lines of verse containing a prayer of the minstrel for rewsrd
and blessings from his audience, given at the end of the ballad.

DINESH CHANDRA SEN,

7. BisnwaxosH Laxe,
Baghazar, Caleutta, 31st Augnst, 1923,






KANKA AND LILA
1. Birra oF Kawgas axp Death oF a1z Parests

Chorns—* Human life is a rare blessing, it may be that
we may not have this human form in our next life.”

At the village of Biprapur there was a poor Brahmin
nsmed Gunaraj who lived by begging. He begged from door
to door and brouglit home in the evening what he got during
the day. His wife Basumali was a virtuous woman devoted
to him and known for her chaste and pure life. In course
of time a son was born to the pair, and the mother gave him
the name of Kanka. They were so poor that they found no
means to bring the child up. The poet laments * Some have
ason, but have no means to rear him up, while others eannot get
one (who have pleaty).” On an suspicious day a palm Jeaf
was brought and the mother gave the bnby the nawe of Kanka
and duly recorded it on that leaf. When the haby was only
six months old, its mother Basumati died. Cunsraj wus in
great distress. There was none to look after the baby when
he went to hex.  ‘The Bralimin could not long bear his hereave-
ment and worry. He too died a short while after. * Such
is the cruel decree of fate,” says the poct Nayan Chand.

Chorus.—* O mother | where hast thou gone leaving the
child belpless in the ocean of life,” LL 1-24.

2, He 15 TAKEN care oF BY A Cpaxpan,

No onv amongst the Brahmins came forward to tnke
the charge of the baby, as he was declared to be an ill-
starred one. But s Chandal (the lowest caste amongst the
Hindus) was moved with compassion and took the unclaimed
child to his house. The name of this wnn was Murari and his
wifs was ¢alled Kaushalyn, They beeame father and mothe
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to the child who remembered no other. e was quite happy
with his new parents, The poet Raghusut says “See the
freaks of fate, s Brahmin’s son thus becomes a Chandal,”

‘When Kanka grew to be a lad of five years, the Chandal,
his foster-father, died of * tirakka jar® (fever of the nature of
typhoid). The chaste wife abstained from all food and would
not shut her eyes for grief for some nights. Within a short
time she too left this world. Says the poet, " Wherever the
lad found n temporary shelter, the ground proved slippery
under his feet. Iow would he live now "'

There on the cremation ground of his deccased foster-father
and mother, the lad lay like one dead, erying in utfer
helplessness, None was there to take him to a house; or
feed him in that forlorn state. Tor two days he lay on the
#hmashan without food or drink. “ But,” says the poet, * who
can kill one whom God will preserve? Ll 1-30,

3. EKANEA ae13 A Suevres ¥ vue Hovse oF THE
Bragaix Gagca.

Chorug.—“Alas! death will nol come as i relief to me!
It seems my life is a string of tears.”

There was a great Brahmin sehiolar in the country, versed
in the Vedas and known for his piety and spotless charncter.
He was called Garga—the sage. One day ho was returning
home from the house of a disciple whon he chanced to
see the child rolling in the mud on the cremation gronnd,
half-dead with hunger and fear. He instantly took him up
by the hand, and with his sacred namabalee (fit., o string of
names—an outer garment in which the names of gods are
inscribed) he wiped the dust and mud from the child’s face
and brought him to his home, IIis wife Gayatri Devi was
right glad to have the child for she hud 1o son. The orphan
found s mother in her and the childless mother found n ehild
in him. She fed him with butter and milk. She affctionately
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wave him the name * Gopal " and showed great affection. The
lad was appointed to tend & cow that belonged to the house.
In the morping Kanka went to the field with the cow and
when late in the sfiernoon he returned, Gayatri brought
ripe bananas and thickened milk that she had kept stored for
him and fed the lad with her own hands. His amiable nature
and good manners pleased everybody., “His memory was
so sharp,” says the poet, “that though so young, he had
already learnt many Sanskrit slokes from Garga."”

The Brahmin Gargs finding the lad exceptionally
intelligent began to teach him Sanskrit when he reached his
tenth year, In the mornings und nights the hoy thus received
his lessons from Gargs, and in the noon time L tended the cow
in the pastures of Bipragram. Ll 1-24,

4, Disaster AFTER DIisastTEl,

But again happened a dire mishap to the Ind.  Gayatri
Devi, Gargw’s wife, suddenly died of small-pox. Bays
the post Rughusut, ¥ The lord preserved bis life only to afflict
it with miseries one after another.” Tigers und wild buffaloes
would not Kill him, even the witches of the forest did not
end his days ns they did of so many peopls. Like o weed
carried Dby the tide, he wandered about helpless, having lost
a mother, this third time. Now Garga had a davghter numed
Lila. She was only eight yesrs old. She wis in decp grief
having lost her mother. But all the more she could mnow
sympathise with the orphan Kanka. Says the pout, " Because of
her own sifliction, she could now truly feel the grief of Kanka.”
The two lived in the house like brother and sister. If the one
wept, the other consoled.  Lila would never touch her menl nntil
Kanka had eaten. They wandemd sboul the fields, plessed
with wach other's company. Lila did not like that Kanku
should go to the fislds in the sun for tending the cow, She
could not bear to part with him even fora few hours, So
long us the lad did not return she spent nuxious hours in great

8
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restlessness. Sometimes tears would be seen flowing down
her cheeks and at others she would wait at the gate wistfully
looking towards the field. She had no mind in her household-
work, which was often left unfinished. But when Kanka
returned home with the cow, her face brightened with a smile
and taking a fan adorned with mica in her hand there she
would sit near him offering her kind services. Ll 1-26.

d. Lina TEPs 1570 HER YOUTH.

Playing, lsughing and talking all day long, thus did they
pass their childhood. And now she stepped into the golden
period of her youth. Like when the flood comes to a river
in August, the banks ecannot keep the rising water in
check, the growing charms of Lila now overflowed, as it
were, all physical bounds. Her glowing beauty was like
the moonbeams of October, that penetrate into the depths
of a river and shows its bottom: When she stood under a
tree her beauty brightened the spreading shades below. If she
touched the ripples of a river, it appeared as if moonbeams
played on them. The merchanis stopped their boats to have
# sight of ber face; and the silent wayfarer as he passed by,
stopped to look st her and for a moment heeame transfixed to
the spot. The curling hair sometimes hid and sometimes
showed her face, like the clonds of a rainy night alternately
covering and diselosing the moon. The flowers hid themselves
under the leaves, smitten with shame st the sight of this
glorious human flower.  But unmindful of her beauty she cared
not to bind her tresses nor did she eare for her dress. * Whence
has this mad overflow of youth come upon her 7 nsks the
poet. Her motion wias graceful like that of the water of a full
pitcher, which waving to and fro in the carrier's arms, vol keeps
to the brim and does not overflow, She was a thiug of joy like

u star that appears from the evening cloud, or a pomegranato
flower gently touched Ly the wind,
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Like a solitary flower in the forest did she bloom in this
region, It is youth,” says Nayan Chand the poet, ** which
never comes before its time, nor can be stopped when it passes
away." On the banks of the Rajeswari often did the maiden
stand to look at the dark waves, but as often she saw
hersall mirrored in the transparent water, her new charms took
her by surprise each time and she returned home with her
pitcher abruptly lest they should take others also by surprise,

In the house of Garga Kunkn was happy. The scholarly
Brahmin had now given him a sound education. He was now
versed in the Puranas and the Samhitas and had mastered
rhetorie and several other branches of study. He had besides
learnt & hundred ballads and songs known as baramashis.
He sang them and played on his flute. The songs were mostly
sung in the bhatiel mode. The very leaves of the trees seemed
to feel & thrill in response to his sweet voice and the waves
of the river flowed in a contrary course to listen to it.

Often did the youth return from the meadows with his
cow, and Lila stood gazing st the path to see him coming.
She did not like that he would go to the meadows every day.
She wiped the dust from his face and fanned him, She wept
over the eruel sigus of thornsin his feet. When he delayed
in the fields she would murmur to herself, * How cruel is it
to make your Liln wait alone in the house and weep ! "

Behold, Suravi, the cow, is returning from the field.
From far the music of his flute comes floating in the air.
« You have come back fatigued, your hair has grown wet by
the sweat.,” As she said this she entersd her room to bring
a fan. And Kanka spread a part of his cloth and lay down
in the compound to rest. Ll 1-88,

6. Tug Preacuer o¥ tHE Sarva Pme Cour

At this time there came a Mahomedsn pir in that village.
He built s mosque in its outskirts, and for the whole day st
under & fiz tree.  The whols space he clearsd with care so
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that there was not one tull of grass loft. His tame soon
spread far and wide. Everybody talked of the occult powars
that he possessel, Tf n sick man ealled on him he would
care him nt onee by dust or some trifle tonched by him. He
reaid and spoke the innermost thoughts of a man lwfore he
opened his mouth., He took a little dust in his Haol and out
of it preparad sugar balls to the astonishment of the hoys and
girls who gathered round him. They greatly velished these
presents from lim. Hundreds of men and women came every
day to pay him their respects. Whatever they wanled they
miraculously got from this saint.. Presents of rice, (ruits and
other delicious food, goats, chickens and fowls eame in large
quantities to his doors. Of these offerings, the pir did not
touch a bit but freely destributed all amongst the poor,

Ll 1-20.

7. EKaxra Mekrs THE PIn.

The cow grazed at a distance nnd Kanka was playing on his
flute sitting under a tree. The sound was so sweet thar men
and hoys crowded there to hear his songs, The birds silently
sat on the boughs of the near trees and would not move,
charmed with them. The cuckoo ceased to sing listening to
the flute, and youth seemed to -return to old men at the
sound. Women, who went to [etch water from the river, left
their pitchers floating in the stream, and forgetful of them,
stopped to hear the flute.

From where he played on the flute, the mosque of the
pir was not far away. Every day the saint heard the sweet
songs played on the flute by the vouny man, and he felt a
great desire to see the singer. He sent a man and called
Kanka to him one day. At his request Kanka played on his
flite. The subject wax Malayar bopamashi of the lad’s own
composition.

The saintly person was so greatly moved by the flute-
player’s songs, that he shed tears over them. Eoth of them
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liked ome another; the young man was drawn by the sermons
of the pir and the latter by the youth's sweet songs, So every
day the cow was left to grase in the pasiures, and Kankn sat
at the feet of the pir for liours together, The old
man was pleased with the ailability, intellicence and the
accomplishments of the youth. His usture wasso amiable
that no one eould help loving him. The pi wantad the youth
to be near him always, aod Kanka who was already attraoted
by the gracious words of the wise man, ere long hecame his
disciple and was initiated into the esolerie creed of the fakir.
He found the boy to be Indecd a remarkable one; “ Properly
guided he would soon he able to arrive at the true knowledze
of life and death.” Says Damodar Das, the poet, * ‘This hoy
is not an ordinary one. He is like u lily sprang from the
mud. He will throw a lustre on the family in which he
was born by his noble qualities.” LL 1-40.

8., EKawxga onserves Sraict Privacy.

The jeweller knows his stone and the goldsmith his gold.
The =aintly men can easily detect good gualities in others, The
pir performed some miracles hy his occult powers and Kanka's
mind became filled with wonder. His admiration and love for
him grew [rom day to day and at noon time he made it a point
every day to sit at his feet to receive instructions. He touched
his fest at the time of coming and going and showed him
respects in other ways which a disciple only pays to his Guru.

But more than that, Kanka lorgot the tenets of his own
religion and violated the rules of caste, He ate at the plate
from which the pir had taken his food. He submitted to
initintion and elected the pir his Guwrn. This dire news
nobody gave to Garga, for Kanka's connsction with his Guru
was so long kept strictly private. He took the pir's creed
and dedicated his life to him. Says the poet Damodar Das,
"It is a sign of growing spirituality in & man to place implicit
confidence on the Guru."
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9. Kaxxa, e Poer.

The pir pleased with Kanka ordered him to writs a
poem on Safya Pir' and went away from thatland. He wrote
the poem which soon enjoyed a great celebrity. Following the
instructions of the pir, copies of it he cireulated to places far
and near. There were hundreds of men and women who
now admired the poetieal style of Kanka, and the youth was
no longer called s cowherd but became known all over the
country ns * Kanka the poet.” Hindus and Mahomedans
equally appreciated the poem and there were enthusinsts who
spread his fame in distant countries by their ardent praises.

One migat now suppose, that Kanka’s future was bright-
ening and that better days were in store for him. The poet
Raghusut says, * No, one who is born in sorrows is destined
to be happy ever alter in his life.” Ll 1-186.

10, Tue QUESTION OF RESTORING HIM TO THE
Branyix's Srarus.

Now mo one was more pleased with Kanka's literary
fame than Garga himsell, though he knew nothing ahont
the youth's connection with the pir,

One day Garza ecalled all the Brahmins of the locality
to hiz house and said, *'This Kanka of ours is the son of &
Brahminu, as every one knows, Ilis only fault is that when
he was s mere haby and did not know how to distinguish
between good and bad, he wns reared up in the house of a
ghandnl, This may be furgotien and [orgiven and we may
onee move take him to caste.”

boehy pde Rnppesnd Lo e ow propugsadind of Oee Bafed e enlt which pow potuls
tallowere aowmgsk Hindas mud Mabomedans slike 1t be dae of (boss onlte ln Bungal whick
oo eongmon. oroanid o he v seotions of the Bengall popuintivn 1o ves) (o 1)e miiess
doamaim.
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The Brahmin' Nandu and other vrthodox members of
his community shook their heads and said in o firm tone, * We
do not agree. But, Sir, as you love the boy, you may give us
up and live with him.”

The orthodox Brahmins offered a Strong  opposition
and argued, * One, who though born of Brahmin parents, takes
food at the house of a chandul, loses all claims on the
Brahmanic status. If we tolerate a breach of rules on this
point, we shall therehy hreak our whole social fabric, Ifa
flower falls on the ground, does anybody pick it up for
offering it to the gods 2"

Such was the view of n party. But there were others
who feared Garga., They knew the great piety of the man
and his influence over socicty.  Outwardly they gave
their assent to Garga’s proposal, but behind his lack
conspired to frustrate his intention. Garga tried his utmost to
convinee the Brahmins of the fairness of his proposal and argued
his ease well.  But the Brahmins could not be¢ unanimous
in their opinions. And the verdiet of the assembly was not
generally in Kanka's favour, Some said, * Late us take
him back,” others shook their head and would not agree.
There were great discussions even sutside the society of
Brahmins, some stunding for and others against Kanks.
The ery went, * Luok, how the chaudal becomes a Dralimin."
And Garga's house was on the brink of being burnt down
by the fire of animosity which was roused. Garga the
saintly Brahmin and Kanka had to pay the penalty. The
Brahmins now deliberutely tried to ruin Kanka. LL 1-30.

11, "Tue Coxsripacy acaisst Kasxga.

The hostile Brahmins contrived all means, fair and foul,
to do harm to Gargs. They spread scandal everywhere,
In el b wendovetesd ahia he wos ao bing Tiving Ga o Vlie lones o Carm ae w

memial aml pibamste and eod me s meember howorer groatly be mlighl have  bon  Lresteld
wmlfl wilfegtivid thite
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“ Kanks," said they, “was not only adopted asason by &
chandal, but has been initisted into the Mahomedan Ffaith
by the pir”

The popular sentiment grew strong every day by the
persistent efforts of the scandal-mongers. The people in fury
tore the poem of Satya Pir that Kanka had written, Some
threw the book into fire. It is a book which propounds
the Mahomedan creed,” said every one. “A touch of the
book is profane and the Hindus at whose house the beok
was found, were compelled to pass through a regular penance.
But the worst was yet to come. They spread the most cruel
scandal about Lila saying that she had surrendered her youth
to Kanka. Those of the Brahmins who kihew nothing of the
. seriptures, nor ohserved saundhya and other Brahmanical rites,
who ate meat and drank wine and were depraved in every way,
became the most forward in branding poor Lila with the
grossest infamy, and they established their charge with lies and
false evidences in such a manner thal even Garga, the pious
Brahmin, could not help believing in what they said. Thus
did the father doubt the character of his innocent child who
knew not the wily ways of the world.

When the suspivion of the old Brahmin was confirmed
by false evidences they had got up, his unturally upright
nature burnt with indignation. * It is by milk then that [
have rurtured a venomous snake,” he thought, *“If I drive
him from the house it will not be enough. 1 must kill him
with my own hand." Bays the poet Raghusut, * In his great
ruge he could not discriminate betwesn a friend and a fos,
but determined to take violent and drastic steps.”

12, Arresmers 10 KiLL Kavka axp Lina,

“ First I will kill Kanks and next Lils,”" he said to

himself, “and then as a penance fur my sins, [ will throw
mysull into fire and put an end to my life,”



KANKA AND LILA 225

The shame of the family-scandal and great anger thus
maddened Garga. He wandered about for a time in the
fields and near the river in an unsettled state of mind. He
ealled Liln to his presence and said, * Take the pitcher and fetch
water from the river without delsy. The temple has heen
defiled. 1 dreamt a dream that my zod is going to leave
the temple greatly disgusted with us, Bring water instantly,
s0 that with my own hands I may wash the temple-floor.
For the Iast time T will sit to worship there."

Liln perceived a hurshness in the voice of her father which
frightened her. Tears sprang to her eves. In her great fear she
conld not ask her father as to what it was that had given rise to
such & temper in him. She went forthwith to the river-side as
her father had bhidden her do. ** Why is my father o angry
to-day # Never hefore this did he speak to meso rudely.”
This was her thonght, and her oyes were full of tears and
ruite hlinded hy them so that she could senrcely see the path,

Then as she walkedl on, she hesrd the voice of her father
from hbehind. 1Te said, * Stop, keep the pitcher here and go
baek, T will bring the water mysell. The offerings reserved
for my god huve heen defiled by a dog which ate from
them." '

With the piteher in his hand the Brahmin went to the
river-ghat and brought water himself. He cleared the temple
and washed the floor with care. Then he became satisfied that
everything was made holy ngain. He threw away the flowers
gathered hy Liln as unholy. He washed the stone Salgram
(the emhblem of the god Visnu) and the throne on which
it was placed. And then he sat 1o woeship.  After finishing
his puja he went to the dining room. On other days when
he sat down to  breakfust he wsed to call Lila to  him
affectionately. She fanned him while he ate and attended him

P Tl rossoy . of the  Benbimibn's  Pocldildihg Ll o foteh waler was thisd b g beoemil
thought b felt jU woold sl e cight oo wasl thie templa.Bonr with Lhe waler hemighic hy
g whom he considersd tn e & fnllon wooman,

9
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with the utmost eare. * Why does not my father call me
to-day to his presence 7" She said to hersell with tearful eyes,
The meals prepared for Kanka, rice and curry, were kept
carefully by Lila in s neat place. Garga entered the room
and looked nround. He was all alone there. He opened a
small hox and iaking some black pills of poison from it
mixed them with the meal kept for Kanka. U'nseen hy
her father, however, had Lila oleerved all that he had done.

Her very soul, asit were, ran out of her, so (rightened
was she to see her father's act which was inhuman and eruel
as cruelty itself,

From the meadows Kanka now returned with the cow
Suravi, accompanied by its frolicsome and gay cnlf Patull
He took his bath ns usual and came to the dining room. To
his utter amazement and sorrow he found Lila weeping. He
said, *“ Why is it, Lila, why dost thon shed tears ? What is it
that has happened to the house 7 As T was returniig home I
met some inauspicious signs.  Suravi the cow looked unhappy
and she scarcely showed n desire to eat the grass or drink
water. On other days father used to receive me with a smile,
but to-day what have 1 done to annoy him ? He did not talk
with me, and why do I see tears in your eyes = "

He nsked her once, he asked her twice, but she did not
give any reply—und continued weeping, Kanka did not
press fora reply but stood silent like a statue. His heart
was being rent in twain at the sight of Lila weeping.
Then he timidly said sgain : “If knowingly or unknowingly,
sleeping or awake, 1 have given yvou the least cause of
annoyance, forgive me Lils. I never saw you ory hefore
this. 1 do not remember what I have done to cause you pain ;
pray tell me what it is,'

Then did Lila speak. Tears choked her voiee all the
time. But anyhow she delivered herself and said

“Hear me, O Kanka. Fly away from this place. Go
where there are no father, no mother, no [riend snd no



“ Then dild Lils speak.”
Kanbw and Lila, p. 226






KRANKA AND LILA 227

habitation of men. Go there where people do not profess
friendship.” Here she sobbed and stopped for u time. Then
with words that came [rom the depths of her heart, she
related the story of the seandal and of her father’s act. She
spoke with the utmost sympathy and affection for Kanka
und ended with these words. * Here look at this witch
appointed to minister food to you, hungry and fatigued
with the day’s work. Here is the food that will kill you.
Am Ia human being? T am certainly so in form, what
monster is so cruel as [ sm —ready to poison av innocent
person who has come to ask food from my hands? Go away
instantly, leave this house. This poisoued foud I will myself
take. But wait, dear Kanka, do not leave this house just
now, see me dead bofore you leave this honse.”

Had a thunderbolt fallen ou his head, Kauks would
not have hean more astonished. He stood for a time as if

stunned Ly u blow, but gradually recovering himself he said:

“The sun and the moon and the gods of heaven be my
witness, 1 have not ncted auy way against our {ather Gargn,
He has been duped by false scandal spread by wicked men,
This feeling of his will not last. He is a wise man and &
profound scholar ; sooner or Ister he will be convinesd that
we are innocent. My advice is, O Lils, we should aet with
4 cool head. For some time I shall be off from here and
wander in distant places, visiting the shrines. T will come
back, when father’s wrong notion is dispelled. Do not lose
respect for him, He hus been deceived. Take every care of
him and I warn you he will come back to his senses ere long.
For as sure as I am of our innocence so sure am I of his
power of juigment. His reason will not long remain
clouded. Now, farewell, O Liln, We glinll meet again if
we live. Do mnot he sorry at my departure. Shuravi and her
calf Patuli will remain hers, make friends with them. And
our dear hird, Hiraman, will sing ils gay notes. Cull it by my
name, call it Kanka, and this will give you some consolation.
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For myself no father, no mother, no friend bave I. My luck
lins repeatedly brought such turns to my life of whieh 1 eould
not have ihe barest idea beforelmnd, Just like a straw in the
waves carried adrift by the tide over which it has no control,
sm 1. My last prayer, O dear Lils, is, do not forget me—the
companion of your chililhood.”  He stopped s moment to wipe
away o tear and thean said sweetly in a sul tone aguin, "“There,
Lily, are the birds Hiraman and Shuks, do not forget to feed
them with milk and butter. There Liln are the Hower-
plants, water them every evening as I have done. The malati
creeper laden with buds and flowers is there. We made
garlands with their floral treasure together weven yesterday,
perhaps for the last time! Shuravi and Patuli are in
the house. [ they look wistfully towards the meadows
remembaring me, gently pat their back and soothe them. 'The
Shalgram stone remains in the house ; offer worship to Vishnu,
for in our distress He is our sole refuge. Tnspite of everything
lose not your regard for our father, for to us he is God
Himsell in mortal guise., Even if hy mistake he be erusl
to you for a time, accept his punishmeuts and bear them with
patience, And ull the while, dear Lils, resizn voursslf to the
will of God. For without Him thers is no other stay of the
helpless. Do not sorrow over my lot, if we live we shisll mest
again.” Baying this Kanka began to think within himsell,
“How um I to take lenve of futher Garga 2 Will it be good 0
lesve the house without bidding him farewal] 2 Ll 1-1540.

13, Bouavy, Tue Cow, uies ¥RoM THe Eveecor o¥ Poisox.

At this time Garga, who bad Jeft his houss and been
wandering about, yielded himself to wild thoughts : My home
has been defiled.—witches are hauntiog tho temples,  The blot
in the moon has spread and covered her entiraly, Monkeys
have deliled with their vile touch the offerings Lo gods. Nu,
this should unot o borne, T will not eeturn home hut sst
fire to it and destroy everything thal is in it. Ah Lila!
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Beautiful and loving ave you! [ was about to leave home
and turn s sanugasi when your mother died. 1t was for you,
Lila, that T abandoned the idea and staved at this home of
ours! Even the enemies stop to have a sight of your face and
the stone mells i sympathy, so lovely you sare ! Aund now,
Garga is turned to a stone ; not a drop of affection is in him
for you. With the blood of Kanka will he make his offerings
to God."”

Kanka thought of leaving the house, He resolved Lo go
to n plaee where there was no hahitation of men. Nobody
would come to him fo make enquiries and tormeut him.
Puzsled aml worried he could not yet decide his course, when
Lila came to him ranning.  Her hair wasall dishevelled and
she faltered in hee speech as she said, ©Come nlong, Kanka, do
not lose a moment, Swe what n dire eslamity lns happened
in onr houss. Shuravi, our dear cow, is Iying on the ground
quite senseluss and  struggling for life. Some Venomous
sutke Has bitten her, Qo run in quest of a physician.”

Knnka and Lila hureied on to sse the cow. There she
lay on the ground in the agouies of death. Kankae asked
v Where did you throw the meal that was poisoned 27 Sho
tremhlud like the tendril of n creeper as she pointed to the
spot where the poisoned rice was thrown. Kanks said, * Had
T died myself it would not have mattored much. What a greal
fisaster ! A vow is poisoned in the compound of the temple
House 1 He had searcely finished his words when the cow
 reathed Her last, before any medical aid conld bis called.!

Lils, us she saw the heart-rending sight, retived to the
Kitchen, and thers spreading a part of her sadi, lay down,
covered with shame, repentance and grisl.

Knnks <at like « statug till night was fnr advanced
and then rose up and went outside the house and slept under
n badeubs tree which had just flowered. e dreamt wild

% The duath of & cow b s HLady bimse is cermalderol & gramd palanuty
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dreams, His sleep was broken and he often screamed out.
Lowards the end of he vight he dreamt & strange dream. It
appearsd that he had died and that they had taken him to the
cremation  ground. A great fire was made and his body was
slowly burning. Ghosts were duncing around in wild ecstasy,
Al that moment of excruciating torture, he prayed to some
one whom he did not know, saying, * Save me, save me from
this torture.”

All on & sudden he saw « tall and lwndsome man coming
to him. His fuir colour was aglow with red. He looked bright
A% au image of burning gold. He took Kanka by the hand
and helped him to muke his escape. When he was going
to thank him, the god-like man told him to g0 in quest of
him and disappeared. 1In the morning, Kanka left the
place, seeking Chaitanya as he was bid. For it was him that
he had seen in his dream, Ll 1-68,

14 Liua's Seanca ron Kawka.

Lila rose from her bed all shrinking in fear, She also
had no quiet sleep, Her tresses were all unloose. She
entered the sleeping room of Kankn, and did not find him
there. She went to the cowshed, there also she did not
find him. With eyes that had known no sleep in the night,
pale with grief and fast, she searched evary spot of the village
but could not find Kanka,

It was the end of winter, in the river the ebb-tide had
set in. On her banks the grief-stricken maiden wandered
about seeking Kanks. To the malati and bakul flowers she
went, and like a foolish one, enquired of them if they had seen
Kanka going by that path. The same spot she searched
over again and cried out ' Kanka, Kanka,' Alas! (here was
no reply. She wept and spoke to her pet birds in the cage,
“Can you tell me, dear oues, where he has gone?" The



KANKA AND LILA vl

bees hummed on mal+fi flowers and there she stood listening
like & mad soul as if they could give her some clue.

She took no care of her flowing tresses. Her clothes
streamed forth in the air all loose and disordered. She wept and
said to herself, * Alas! He has turned u saonnyoasi. What a
sorrow that he did not even wait to bid me farewell! Alas!
aven such & cruel stroke of misery was in store for me !

LL i-24,

15. Garea's Vow oF Fasr aASD PENANCE AND THE
OnacLe Frov THE TEMPLE,

Now let us return to Gargs. TFor the whole day and
night he wandered like a mad man sometimes by the lonely
path, sometimes by the river-side. Fatigued and totally
distracted he returned home in the morning, Many
inauspicious signs did he meet on the way. In the air he
thought, he heard the light footsteps of ghosts and evil spirits,
The erows and the vultures by their wild cries in the broad
daylight struck terror to his heart. A jackal passed hy
and crossed his path and did oot look behind. He heard
strapge shrieks in the air. Coming home he saw the doors of
his house shut from within. The flowers lay all withersd in
the garden, nor did the bees hum there as usual—* Yesterday,”
he thought within himself, “ none was perhaps at this hous=
to light the evening lamp in the temple.” What a pity !
The pet birds sat mute and did not eall Kanka and Lila
by their names, as usual with them. But the most heart-
rending sight followed. lv the compound of the house lay
the dead body of the dear cow Swmvi, almest hlue with
poison, the unhappy call Patuli piteously moaning near her.
His heart melted in deep pity at the sight. He found the
young one bellowing and going times without number to its
dead mother and trying, as it were, to rouse her by its cries,
and when she did not give any response, it ran -towards
Garga and helplessly laid its head down at his feel,
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The strong man now thoroughly broke down. He wept
like a child and gradually collecting  himself he became
firm in his resolve to propitiate the gods by fast and vigil.
He entered tho temple and lolted the door from within.
He sat fo worship, his eyes incessantly shedding tears,

“He was 1esolved to give his lifn up. He would give
no other offerings to his god than hiy tears.” Says the poet
Damodar. The gossip ran in the village that the Brahmin
Gargn had taken the vow of consecrating his life to the
gods. I they were propitiated by his fast and vigil, well
and good, if not, he would not move an inch from his seat
but die in the self-syme position.

He did not 1ouch any food for two days, neither did
he open the door of the temple.  His pupils came Byery
morning and evening to make eniuiries, hut the door was
not opened,

Then was this oracle heard by him :—

“Hear, oh ! Garga, why the zods have bean displessed
with you, How can they like a man who conspires against
the life of his own chill and tries to poison one who is
helplessly dependent on him+ Al Your mishaps are due
to your wickedness. The poison vou mixed up with Kanka's
food has killed the cow Suravi”

After three days' fast and vigil, did Garga hear the
above oracle and le became deeply affected ly repentance,
He lamented savine, By wrong belief, have T done a great
sin. Yea—all my virtues hnve gone for naught! Wickedly
did I think of killing my own daughter and attempted to
Poison oue who is the very soul of candour and spobiess ns
an angel ! I mised poison with his food. T have destroyed
the life. of Sursvi—the cow of tle temple.  And what should
I do by way of sntonement® Shall I destroy myself hy
entering into the fire 7 The grent crime of killing the cow

s mine. How ean 1 got rid of it and be clear in the eyes
of the gods 77
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He sgain shut the door of the temple and observed fast
for another three days and nights. Again the oracle was
heard ; it said “ Pick up the withered flowers gathered by
Lila, which you threw away ns unholy and worship the gods
with them and you will be free from all sin.”

The Brahmin wept as he gathered the tlowers brought
by Lila, which he had cast away. He wept too when he
worshipped the gods with them. Thus did he become [ree
from the crime of cow-killing,

He now fully understood that the wicked Brahmios had
plotted against Kanka and Lils, snd that through their
contrivance Kanka was made to leave the house.

Convinced of the iunocence of Kanka and Lila and ol
the wickedoess of the Beahmins, Garga called his disciples
to him and ordered them to go in quest of Kanks and bring
him hack. Ll 1-78.

16. Tur Two [Discirvies sext 1o seancy Kawga.

Bichitra and Madhava were two vouths requested by
Gargn to go abroad in quest of Kanka, Garga said when
they were ready to depart, * Long has he been brought up in
this home like our son, How ean I vow live without him ?
Dear as the bird Hiraman was he, who constantly pleased my
ears with his sweet talk—Alns]! he has fled away! You
have all along loved him as your brother. Now for his
sake and for my sake find him out, It is for my fsult that
Kunka is now homeless, 1If you meel him say that I bave
sworn by my life that 1 will not keep this life without him !
Tell him moreover that there is none in this house to look
after the calf Patuli, to take it to the meadows and feed it!
Tell him that the bird Hirnman and Suka thoogh they
cannot speak, have given up food for grief,—that my garden
which onee smiled like the moou, is now covered with
darkness, and thal this hermilage of vurs has grown dismal

80
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as the cremation ground. So long #s you do not return,
I will not leave this temple—If you canuot find him out
I will starve mysell to death. [f you meet him, take him
by the hand and say, * He whom you called your father is
covered with remorse and shame and prays for forgiveness
from you”
They bowed to him and left the village to seek unt
Kanka whom they loved as hrother,
Lila from her lonely chamber heard all that passed by.
Ll 1-36.

17. How Lira Bomr HER LONELINESS,

Lila ate but little and spent many night without
sleep, 8he spread a part of her sadi on the ground and there
Jay like one unable to rise. Sometimes in the morning when
the sun peeped through her windows, she prayed to him with
joint hands. *Oh! Sun, yuu rise in the east and wander in
your wiry path, all day long. Iu the course of your travel
you see all the lands. No spot is there, however dark, where
your rays do not penetrate. You know, oh! God of Light,
where he is staying now, When you will see him again, be
pleased to tell him sbout me and do not fuil to light up
his path for his quick return,”

Sometimes she would gently walk to the riverside and
send her silsnt prayers to the boutman : « You ply your boat
sod visit many places, oh! brother boatman. If you
happen to meet him, bring him back to our shores, tell him
that my days appear to me long, und my nights seem as if
they will never ead. Alas my grief makes them so! Tell
him, besides, that my life cannot go on long in this way."

She addressed the river and said, “Oh you of high
lineage—born of the mountains! Take compiussion on the
sorrowful one! You know how dearly we loved each other,
bow we passed our days and nights in gay talks! . You
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wander throngh many lands, do you not, oh river, hear the
sound of his flute! Tf you meet him, tell him a word for
me. How can he live, parted from me? "

The silent river, the trees and all listened to her pathetic
nppeal.  Their heart melted in pity. But how could they
show their sympathy outwardly

Thus the inanimate objects beeame her companions, and
with them she communed in deep sorrow. She prayed to
the <ky, which with the thonsand ayes of stars, saw every
corner nf the earth. She said, “1 wns asleep in the night
and a thisf enme and stole the precious stone which I valued
most ! Had 1 the wings of a bird, I would have gone
to him." 1 a bird happeuned tosit on the branch of a near
tree, Lila hastened toit and weeping made enquiries if it had
seon Kanka, saying, * You have come here from n long distance, '
perchanee sou saw him!"  Then she sddressed her own
Hirnman and Suka in the cage and said : ** He loved you dearly.
Did he not =say anything to you hy way of farewell?”
She would touch the hirds by her soft hands and earess them
with tears, saying, “I will follow you, dear ones, if you will
show me the path. He tended you with so much care and
eould you forget sueh a onw? He loved you so much; did
he not leave his address with yon?" She set the hirds
free from the caze and said again: * Go where he has gone.
1T you hmppen to mest him, sing a song to tell him of my
worpows,’” L 1-108,

18, A Targ or Six Moxtas' S8orrows.

T the month of March the whole garden smiled with
full-hlowen walat wnd boked  The bees hummed over malati
flowers nud/ Liln addiessed them and said, = Tell him, O bees,
il you mest, that the malali ereepers that he had planted
with his own hands, have borne flowers.  Would he not visit
liis wrden to see them 2"
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In April the heat of the air became intolerable and she
wept for him all day long thinking how Kauka fured in a
distant land in such a season, The flowers and lenves wors
a golden hue and the groves eonstantly resoundwl with the
hum of bees. The cuckoos sat on boughs and the bees on
flowers. She asked them to carry her message that the
flowers now withered in the garden as there wus none to
pluck them, Her own garlands woven without the aid of a
thread faded daily. Alas! how cruel it was for him to keep
away in such a month !

In May the sweet smell of the gendherej and the red
petals of the joba spread n charm over the land. The cuckoo
sang farewell notes to the spring. The new leaves on the
tops of trees were a source of delight to the eyes. And
she wept remembering Kanka.

The month of June came with its present of guy flowers
and fruits. The mangoes, the jack and the hinckberries
ripened on the boughs of trees. Every day new lirds with
painted wings visited their garden, sang new notes and flew
to new lands. When the heat became Intense she spread
her own sadi and Jay on the eool ground thinking of Kanka
all the while.

In July the rains descended to the earth like a maiden
with a golden vessel in her hand. She sprinkled life-giving
water over the earth, and the grass and plants again look
# lively green hue. “The shallow rivers hecame suddenly
replenished, and overflowed the banks. The boats with sails
spread on, marched to distant lands, “Will they not give
me the tidings of Kanka?" She asked hersell and sighed,

Then came August. The clouds roared in the sky and
the lightnings flashed. The peacocks dusnced displaying the
colour of minbow in their gorgeous tails. 'The kaedamba
flowers—the crown of the rains—bloomed on all sides, and
the smell of the ketaki sweetened the air,

Then behold the month of September that looked like a
woman with a pitcher of water on her head. The overflowing
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raing carried weighty stones onward by their force. The lotus
bloomed in the water and spread its smell in the air. The
Dom women went sbout in distant lands in their long
boats, busy in muking their cane baskets. The Chatol's ory
was heard at intervals praying for drops from the elouds.
Whilst the bird Papia, wet with September floods, with
thunder over his head, persisted in his attempts to please his
love by erying, * O bride speak ' all day long. ** Who is your
bride, © hird, and to whom do you make your appeal ¢
Your laments touch my heart and feign would I express my
own sorrows to you if I could have you alone for a moment.”

Thus did Lila pass six long and weary menths grieving
over Kanka.

Bichitra and Madhab would come back with Kanka.
That was her one hope on which hang the thread of hLer life.
Raghusat, the poet say=, “ O damsel, Providence is against
you."

Bichitra and Madbab have returned; nowhere could
Kanka he found.

She heard of their coming back. Vain hopes deluded
her. She saw them and said in a soft and whispering tone,
“You have come but where is my hrother Kanka? "

Ll 1.00 (abridged).

19, Tar DisarroisTiNG NEWS.

They said sadly, * Dear sister, we travilled over many
lands.  Often dill we pass sleepless nights. We  suffered o
grent  deal in the way and we searched many a far pezinm,
But nowhere could we get any clue.

! The wwest uote of Popea mimics the s o, the Beepli words * TE wd| WA " g
*eh lirkld apmk ™ bemor thy hind b called jn the roontrralde Ly Lo mare familine vasie
i1 yride wpesl "



298 MYMENSING BALLADS

“TFirst we wout to the east up to Sylhet, Then we
followed n river through the Surma Valley that we met with
in the way, We went to Kamrup and there saw the temple of
Kali, where goats and huffaloes nre sacrificed every Tuesduy
and Sand Y. From thepre we turoed 1o west and visiled Nadin
the hirthplaon of Chaitanya.  Bur our long seareh hag gone
for panght, W fenr, Kanks does vuor live.  Iwd he lived we
woitld have certainly met him.”

Then the wwa youths enme to- Guren and howed to him.
He mnde enguivies about Kankn. They anid, * Friend of
childhood and companion aof youth, he isdearcr to us than
life. If we eould get him bk, snerificing our very life, we
would perlps do so.  We searched him to the utmost of our
power, hut no trace conld we got”

), Giansa sexps Taem DBack,

Then Garga told them, © No, no, this reply does not please
me.  Aunvhow you must get him back., This s the reward
that I want from you for the pains I took to teach ynu for
«0 many years. When hes will come tnek, T will go with
him and live in wild forests infested with tigers and other
beasts of prey Dad off [eam all habitarion of men. For me
death seems to be in sizht, Bat peacefully conld T die if he
would be vear my death-bed. O my dear pupils, Bichitra and
Madhab, 2o azain and tey by all means to find him out. T
will give you a suggestion. He was devoted to Chaitanya.
There follow those paths where the sound of the anklels of
his feet in hi= mystio danee is heard, and von will be able to
trace him ont. Whaere his followers play on tabors and
eymbals, and the sky becomes resonant with the musie—en
thither sud you will be perhinps alile to teaca him out. ‘| here
whers even the birds that fly in the nirsing the name ol
Krishua and the sound of the great music throws such a
spell as to make even the rivers flow against their conrse —
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theve where thu dust rmised by the feet of his Ffollowers has
covered, ns it were, the very sky above,—thither should you
go and try your chanee.'

Bichitra and Madhsb at the order of their Guru started
for distant countries weain, But hear what bhappened in the
meantime, Ll 1-32,

21, Tuar Rusouy,

There ran a romour all over the country that Kanks
was drowned in a river on his way, They spoke in whispers,
and if any one asked they stopped ; but without asking the
report often cume lo one's ears. Alas, who will tell Lila
it really be is dead! She could not know the truth and wept
all the day, lying on her bed. The sun rose as usual, and
in the evening the moon peeped Lhrough her windows.
Nothing seemed to have changed. Only Kaonka was not
near her, Tf she asked the moon and stars, they hid their
face in the clouds, the sir sometimes spoke in insudible
whispers, ohilling her very life-blood, * He is no mors, he
is no more.” In her bed she would not have a wink of
sleep, or if ever she slopt for scme moments she dreamt
that Kunka's body wus floating on the waters : and then
she would awake wilh a start.

Some time passed azain in this way and Madhah retorned.
She saw him come nlone anud dared not ask the tidings of
Kanka. He came to her and said in a tone of despair:
“ Dear Lila, dear sister; 1 could not gel sny information
of him though I tried my otmosi. What =shall | say lo my
preceptor 2 Long huve 1 sesrched him, but all io vain”
Then Lils softly asked him, * Huve you heard any rumounr
about him ?"  And he replied in desp sorrow, *“1Tdo not
koow whether the rumour is true or filse, hat people say
thut he was drowned in last July, He was going to
visit Chaitanys on a merchaut's vessel by the river Pagla,
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when u groat storm overtook the boat. 1t sauk and with
it our dear wother Kanka.”

22, laia 1N DEATH-RED.

“Take me where he has gone™ bhemoaned Lila. From
thut day she ceased to touch food.  All alone she sat day
and  night and wept. Ter dazzling beauty faded away.
Autumn came and went and the cold season set in. She
Iny down on the bare floor covering herself with her thin
sadi and wept the whole pight.  *“More than a hrother
wis he to me, alns, we shall mest no more. What A pity,
that he was dreowned in a river and T eould not see him, while
drawing his last hreath! My mother died when I was
mere child and what T <uffered God sloue koows, My father
reared me up with grest care, bt woe to me, my loving
father brcame to me my enemy afterwards, Innocent am I,
yet people spread False stories about me. O, Sun and Moon
you have witnessed and must proclaim the truth after my
death,”

Thus did she Inment,  One full vear passed in this way.
Madhsh  roturned, bul Kanks was not found. Raghusut
suys, “ No way is there to save the poor girl’s life,” Her
youthful charms hud, wye this, beon & wonder to all. But
just a8 the aoatumnal frast kills the whole array of lilies,
those charms have now entirely faded nway.  The curls of hey
hair once surpassed in heauty the waves of the Ganges, but
ouw  her fresses looked like shivivelled threads of jute,
When she walked Her hair almost  louched the nnkles,
but  now tmeared  for it became torn and knotted, and
in her bed lay wear hee  pillow like an unseemly  hoap.
Her charminge face showsd w denth-like pallor nud looked
like the full moon in  the jaws of fhe clonds. Her
bentkiful oyes heenme sunk and death sat in their liollows,
The lips vo more showed  their wontml lovely yped. She
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had once looked like a lovely creeper, but behold  her
now withered and shrivelled like the leaf of the sugar-canel
The dazzling rainbow has disappeared behind the clouds.
Then one day the bird flew away from the cage to the
unknown regions. The poet Raghusut says, “Such is this
world. Who will say why one feels so much sorrow for
another ?" Ll 1-58.

23. Tue Lasr Sce¥e.

Seated near the corpse Garga lamented, “ 8leap no more,
dear Lila, lift your eyes and see your brother coming, Is
it right that you should leave me thus? Who will give
me food when I am hungry? Who will fan me when I
shall return home fatigued in the heat of the sun? Who
will knidle the evening light in my house; and who will
gather flowers for me to worship Siva? How can I
bear to live all alone in this house? Your dear birds—
Hiraman and Shuka—are there. Who will take care of them ?
The pitcher is there, who will fill it with water? Alas,
dear one, all your hopes are gone | You are here on the river-
bank—on the cremation ground, leaving all that you
loved. My end too is near. Look at me only once, and
open your eyes to see me, so that I may bid you my last
farewell."

Hearing all from Bichitra, Kanka burried homeward.
When he returned he saw every room dark in the house ;
then he ran to the cremation ground, he saw there Garga
lamenting aloud.

His laments ssemed to move the very trees which let fall
their leaves and flowers as a token of sympathy. The sky
ssemed to be overcast with clouds and the earth looked
aggrieved at his sorrow.

31
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There on the bank of the river, Garga and Kanka met,
Just as a treée is all ablaze when lightning falls on it so
hecame Garga, at the sight of Kankn with the fire of his
grief. Tl clasped him to his bresst with loud wailings.
“Where were you Kanka all thix time? The last word
that Lila uttered was your nume, She was anly eight years
old when her mother disd and I brought her up all these years
with care. She has left me now. Thus is the image hrought
to the temple for worship, but thrown away before the priest
could offer his prza. But who can fight against fnte! Go
home and throw away all the gods from my temple, hurn
the house and know it for certain that to-day ends all my
connection with this world,”

The very gods of heaven shed tears at Garga's laments.
The river tried softly to scothe him hy the sound of her
ripples.  The birds of the forests wopt,
boughs. ‘The post
at his sorrow.”

To cool his burning heart, Garea went (o Purl with Kanka,

Five of his disciples, most attached to him, accompanied
him there and left all connection wiil their family,

sitting mutely on
Raghusut says, “Xven stone melted

Ll. 1-70,



KAJALREKHA






T e e T .

PREFACE

Kajalrekha is a folk-talo full of murvellous incidents and
instances of super-human powers exhibited by men. In real
life no still-born haby was ever pierced by needles and arrows ;
no child without life and nourishment over grew up from
infancy to youth and, on the first day of its gaining conscious-
npss, talked the humen language without having had any
opportunity to acquire it; no shoal ever sprang up in the
sea as the result of & carse, and uno parrot except in the
FPanchatantra and other works of fancy, ever foretold future
events with absolute certainty like a prophiet. These and
other similar details make this story a typical folktale.

But in our country, it is often found diffioult to fix & clear
line of demarcation between fact and fiction, especially in the
regions of poetry und religion. The Buddha is a historical
figure, bul there are so many legends that have heen attributed
to him hy popular fuith that he shines as a demi-god, appeal-
ing to the imagination and the eredulity of the Buddhists
precisely in the same manner as the legendary gods Siva of
the Sivaites and Visnu of the Vaisuavas do to the followers
of their respoctive creeds.  Mythology often rises to the layel
of history by incorporating human elements in the conception
of gods presentod in life-like vividness, and history not infre-
quently sinks into pure fiction by amulgamation of wonderful
tales beyond the boundaries of human helief,

The same is the case in regard to this folk-tale. Kajal-
rekha's chamcter, though presented through the coloured glass
of poetical imagination, does not appear a whit less real than
that of Mahua, Malua und other heroines of our historical
ballads.

S54r
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The country was full of self-sacrificing loving women.
They burnt themselves alive on the funeral pyres of their
husbands out of intense love, and people admired this
martyrdom ; and Malua, Mahua and Sunai committed suicide
having heen driven to that extreme step by love and remun-
ciation. In the folk-lore, in the popular literature and in
their songs the writers could not help introducing this one
grand theme of exalted womanly virtues which invested
evan their imaginary productions with a glow of life and
truth, Tmagination here owes its inspiration to the underlying
historical facts.

It is, in fact, difficult for us to conceive Kajalrekha on
other lines than assigned to the historical charoters of Malua,
Chandravati and Lila. She iz verily their cousin, linked to
them hy inevitable ties of family likeness, bearing the hall-
mark of the same great virtues. All barriers between history
and fletion melt away and Kajalrekhn, Kamala and others,
heroines of fiction and of actual life, claim from us the same
degree of admiration, standing before us in an equally life.
like pose and vividness of reality. The purity and holiness
of female life was a real factor in the country, and hence it
was reflected in poetry and in life, in folk-lore and in history
with equal effect.

The stories of Malanchamala, Kanchanmala, Sankhamala
and Rupmala show an essential similarity in this respect to
those of Kajalrekhs and Jiralani. They are all folk-tales.
But it must be emphasised that these stories have all comm
from Mymensing,—the chosen place of wonderful and
ideal womanhood. Tt is here also that Malua, Mnhua and
Kamala actually lived and inspired the poets who wrote the
historieal ballads, We thus see facts on one side of the
picture and fiction on the other, and in both the type is com-
mom; one is drawn from actual life—its names, references to
locality and even details are all real, while the other under the
thin veneer of imaginary situstions and unreal nomenclatures
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represent fucts not less potently or vividly than the historieal
sangs.

Characters like the above, T should suy Uy way o1 o littla
digression, are still to be found in this provinee of T:ungal,
They make their utmost sacrificea not because any poet
will sing of them or that they will be applauded. They wish
to hide their sacrillee from others, content with the roward of
that inner approval which comes from the heart and is called
conscience. Kajulrekha's sofferings ave almost Christlike,
Before [ read this poem I had mo idea of the true import
of Christ’s saying ** Resist no evil."” Kajalrekba is n personi-
fieation of (his doctrine. Yet it is not her lack of moral
strengzth or heroie clement of character that makes her sub-
mit to her lot without a resistance. She is the very princess
of heroines by her patience preserved to the last in shatting
her lips in expectation of the upportuue hoar. She scarcely
blames any one however heinous or cruel, but stands like
the very picture of patisnce and [urbearsncs, Possessed of
fine suceptibilities of the tenderest of womankind, she exercises
a wonderful control over the dominating impulses which i her
trying situstions wounld naturally prompt ordinary persons,
No priestly canons or artifivisl restrictions influence
such charsctors. They sulfer n good deal, but no one
will be able to say that thuy suffer under vompulsion or that
it Is . superstitious convention of social life that makes
them slavishly cling to their lLusbands, Their heart is
“subdued even to the very quality of their lords” No out-
wird foree, not even the highest culturs ean save n person
from the inevitable sorrows which true love hrings in its train.
The suffering of n person in love inspires teus poetry. What
the mother sulfurs for the child contains in it elements of the
divine spirit of protection. In nuptial love this is not the less
apparent.  If we call it weakness or unworthy of praise, we
take awny all seriousness and majesty from life which sinks
into the level of the commonplace and the inglorions,
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In the earlier stages of their life, some of these charac-
ters have appeared a little frivolous, Kamala's conversation
with Chikan—the milkwoman is almost offensive by its orude
humour. Jiralani’s first impression on seeing her lover verges
on indiscreetness. But if we pass on to the hour of their
trial at the next stage we see that their light-hearfed gaities
wers mere pleasantries, indulged in by those who are of a
naturally cheerful temperament.

When danger comes—an extreme destitution or despair
confronts them—they suddenly assume all the majesty of
martyrs of the first rank and show their sterling qualities by
remarkable sacrifices, never acting under impulse or temporary
excitement, but all the same, taking a determined and resolved
attitude for maintaining their honour.

What appears light or even frivolous in the beginning of
the story, startles us by ifs adamantine strength towawds its
end, for which we were not quite prepared. In this respect
thess characters bear some resemblance to Nora in Thsen's
# Doll’s House,” who when she first appears to us, strikes us
by her lightness and gaisty and takes us by surprise towands
the end by displaying a strength of character and seriousness
which hitherto lay unsuspected in her character, like a re-
served force unexpectedly brought to meet the exigencies of
a critical hour in the battlefield.

Dr. Sfella Kramrisch says that what strikes her most in
these ballads of Mymensing is the fact that folk-lore and art
have sometimes become one in them. Foreign scholars,
who look on our matters from outside without sharing our
prejudices, sometimes show a sounder and better judgment
than we ourselves do in regard to our literature and art.
Folk-lare, ever since Grimm brothers drew attention to it
in the early part of the 19th century, has been a subject
of serious study with European scholars. But more or less
folklore is taken as a subject which captures the imagination
of the children by the romantic nonture of its narration
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and as a never-ceasing fountain of curicsity. To the scholar,
the poetic value of a folk-tale lies in showing the extreme
simplicity of the untutored mind, while as works of antiguity,
it shows better than all historical records, the gradual evolution
of the human mind from primitive ideas to the unrestrained
imaginativeness of the Middle Ages. The linguistic value of
the folk-lore of & nation bearing in it evidences of social,
religious and other points involved ot particular periods of
their growth, has also attracted many scholars. 1t is helpfual
besides in tracing the ways of the common human mind at
different stages of its development, showing an interchange
of ideas hetween different nations living at more or less
distance from one another and giving rise to scientific
problems as to the ways of communication that existed in
the early periods of history.

But when folk-lore takes the form of trus poatry, and
when not merely rousing the curiosity of the child or the
scientific enquiries of scholars, it gives vivid pictures full of
life and romance possessing all the genuine interest of
exquisite poetry and leaves indelible impressions on the
minds of the readers by its lofty ideals, it certainly becomes
art and deserves a unique place in liternture. Such a
place, I feel bound to claim, is due to the folklore of
Mymensing.

Kajalrekha, though a folk-tale, draws its essential elaments
from the soil itself, Mention of some localities of Mymensing,
references to some peculiar customs of that district all go to
show that it is a flower which bloomed in that celebrated
garden of flower-like songs and ballads—Mymensing, Though
the exile of the heroine may be regarded by outsiders as
an instance of incredible cruelty and a fanciful creation
of the author of the folk-story yet there is no doubt that
such cruelties really existed in the country and were not a
pure product of imagination. People here had, only a short
time ago, such a desp-rooted faith in the prophecy of

]
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astrologers that they often treated children with unspeakable
cruelties, nay, even murdered them if the astrologers pre-
dicted any serions mishap to occur in future owing to
hostile planetary influsnce. Even so late as the 16th century
Raja Pratapaditya of Jessore was shout to be murdered in his
childhood by his father Vikramaditya who Ulindly helieved
in the astrologer's words, but was saved by the intervention
of his unele Bosanta Ray. Wumen and children who mostly
represont mute innocence in society, weres at the mercy of thesa
false prophets. Alas! how many children were thrown into
the Bay by the hands of their own mothers, their tenderest
and best guardians on earth ! There was no law in the
land to save the poor babies [rom the most uunatural and
grim superstition. This eruelty is born of superstition, and
does not indicate any innate defect in the human xide of the
individuals perpetrating the crimes. The folk-tale is there-
fore supgestive of grim facts that actually ecisied in our
society and is its true index.

This story is written in the prose dialeot spoken in the
eastern districts of Mymensing, but there are many metrical
verses with which it is interspersed, and these form by far the
most. interesting portion of the folk-story. 'They are mostly in
the paydr metre, only in one instance there is o specimen of the
tripadi (Chap. XX, LI 5-10). 'This folk-tale is not told here
for the first time. It is known in the whole country-side and
was compiled wome vears sgo by Babu Dakshinaranjan Mitra
Majumdar in his Thikurmdre Jhuli, thonigh under a different
name and disagresing with the present narrative in some ol its

main incidents.  The total number of lnes constituting the

poetical portion of the tale is 472 of which 10 lines are in the
tripedi nnd 462 in the paydr metre, The story has heen divided
by me into 21 chapters, though as collected, no sueh division
existed in the originnl. Babu Chandra Kumar De recovered

the story on the 13th of Kartic, 1320 B. E., from n village in
the Netrakona sub-division.
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The trouble will ever arise in the minds of foreign readers
as regards the 12th or 13th yearsin a girl's life mentioned in
the ballads as eausing great auxieties in parents for her
marriage, The development of womanhood in this tropical -
clime of ours is quicker than elsewhere. Girls are found fo
give birth to children often in their 13th or 14th year.

DINESH CHANDRA SEN.
7. Bisuwakosa LANE,
Bagbazar, Caloutta, 12th March, 1923,






KAJALREKHA
I

In the southern districts of Khaliajuri (Mymensing),
there was a merchant named Dhaneswar. He had one son and
one daughter, The merchant became immensely rich by the
grace of God. His daughter was now in her tenth year and
she was called Kajalrekha (Zif. streak of the black paint
collyrium), She was exceedingly handsome ; when she
smiled it seemed pearls and diamonds shone from her face,
beaming like a full-blown water-lily drifted by a stream during
the rains. His son was only four years old and was named
Ratneswar (lif. Lord of gold). It was an unlucky time, the
Goddess of fortune forsook the merchant, being annoyed for
ROME ressons,

Now hear what followed. LL 1-12,

11

By gambling the merchant lost all that he had, His
servants, horses, elephants and all his wealth were gone.
Losing all by his addiction to wicked dice-play he turned a
Fakir and wandered shout the country.

The only tressures that he had on earth were his son and

duughter. 8o greut was his misfortune that of his 12 merchant
vesssels, he had not one left. LL 1.8.

LI

Frose : The merchant Dhaneswar lost everything by
playing at dice. His sorvants, horses and men were now all
254
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gone. His danghter attained her marringeable age. Anyhow
she must be married. His ill fame ns one addieted to dice-
play soon spread in the country und no one came forward to
marry the daughter of one addicted to such & wicked practice.
At this stage a sanayasi came to his house. He made the
gift of 8 Swka and of & finger-ring to the merchant and said,
“This hird is known as Dhorma-mafi (i, saintly- mmdml‘j If
you act under its directions, you will be able to recover all your
lost property.” The merchant was very ziad and kept the
bird with care. The sanuyasi took leave of him and went away,

One day the merchant asked “he Sulo.

Fevge : » Tell me, oh dear purrol, when will my evil days
come to an end. My golden palaer is now in ruins,—all my
valuable furniture is wone. I lnve not 4 couch left, T sleap
on the bare floor,

“Ihave nocup, not even a pitehey for water, T drink water
from the tank with my hands. 1 wander about the country
like a Fuliv. My father lad left me s stable full of horses and
wlephants, hut such is my lot that [ have now not one there
I have a daughter nnd an- only son in this house, They ure

like its two solitary Inmps,  But T have no measns, oh bind, to
feed them.

Tue StEa;

“ Do not ery in this way, oh merchant, your evil days will
e soon over: sell the ring of luck that vou have got und with
the money get your broken ships repaived. Bring skilful
artisans for the purpose. You should resecve some of this
money as capital il with this wo on trading. Visit the
sastern countries erossing the great swamps called howars,
und rest assured, you will earn wnough in one year, that will
enahle you to go on for twelve years in o princely style.

LL 118
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18

Prose : Now hesr what the merchant did nest. He
sold the ring of luck in the market and got all the broken sea-
going vessels of his father's time repaired by wood artisand.
He then started for the eastern countries. By the hlessings
of God, he ot back all thal he had lost, The merchant beeame
again a master of horses and elephants, servants and officers,
and his wealth bocame so great that he had haedly o space left
in his treasury whore he conlil store it.  'The pleasure-honses
which lis ancestors bul erevted in the midst of the tanks, wore
now thoroughly repaired.  Oue could eount the dust geains
and the stars of the sky but not the wenlth of this merchant.

'\_!'

Ferse : Now plaged far above want again in this  way,
one anxiety tronhled his mind. Kajalrekha, his danghrer, was
yet unmarrigd. She had just steppeil into her 12th year snd
heen fast appronching that nge when she shonld be marvied.
The merchant was puzzled by this problem anl consulted the
hird ns to the conrse he shonld adopt.

Ll 1-6,

Yl

Prose & The Swka heard ol that he said and nidvised as
follbws : * You have now gt over your mishap in one way hut
evil of another Kind s iw store for youe 1t will take o hng
time before you can be fres from it.  This davghter o1 yours ix
destined to he married to o dead husbal. Do vot Keep her
in yonr palnecs.  Send her ns an exile to the forest.,”  The
merchant bagnn lo weep ns he heard this propheey nnd advice
of.the hird saying, ¥ Carsed b my loek ! Thisdanghter is my
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pet child. How can T bear to see her married to a dead man?”
He cried, “alas! alas!”

Prose - * Parents train up their daughters to offer them
to soitable grooms. With what heart shall I send this pet
daughter of mine, as an exile to the forest # When she was a
mere child, her mother died and I reared her up with utmost
care. An evil luck is mine. From one danger I fall into
aunother.”

The bird said. * There's no help.”

Vil

Prose : What did the merchant do ? On the pretext of
going on sea-voyage for trade, he made one of his ships ready
and set out with his daughter, Travelling against the tide for
some days he came in sight of a place covered with dense wood.
The ship cast anchor there and the merchant entered the forest
with his dsughter. They walked many a mile and Kajalrekha
felt greatly depressed in spirit.

7 WII
Tae MERCHARTS SOLILOQUY.

«How am 1 to banish vou, oh my dear child ? With
unconvered back in the winter exposing myself to biting cold,
T warmed you with the warmth of my hosom. What pains did
{ not take to bring you up! Now 1 hnve come here tosend you
to the forests and nomore to think of your marringe. 1t seems
my evil days will never leavs me” LL 1-12

IX
F!’.w -
Chorus : Oh my father, where are yon going to lead me ?"
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% You cnme with the object of trade but how is it that
your ship is anchornd here, and why have you entered this
deep forest? T it were in your mind rhat yon would banish
me why did you not allow me to live at our home with my
hrother wod others for a fow days more = [ don't know why
yoit hnve come to this forest. My suspicion is that you will
banish me here..  Ask, ol my father, ask the trees, plants and
creepers of the forest, where was it ever heard that a father
Dunished his child in this way! The stars of the sky, the
moon, the sun and the planets are the guardians of virtue
(hey know what happened in these four nges. Ask them, ch
father, where was it ever hoard that a child was hanished at
the wdvice of u forest-bird? This river ftraces her noble
linenge from the mountains and goss to meet the high seas.
Sho i< @ wilness of all that happened in the past four ages.
Axk her where was it ever heard that trosting to the words
of & wild bivd & daughter was banished in this way 1"

Ll 1-16.

X

Prose : ‘Ihey proceeded on and on till they rveached the
very depths of that jungly land. 'There was no human being
in that forest, nor were there any beast or bird. They saw there
an old temple in a dilapidated sondition shut from inside. The
futhee and daughter sat on the stair-case a while for taking
rest. The mid-day sun was sending its hurning rays and
Kazalrekhn was greatly oppressed by hunger and thirst,

KAJALRERITA,

Soug : My feét caunot walk auymore, oh where is my
mother gone! nlus wheve is my dear brother now? Til
{uck pursues nye day aod night, oh father, give me a drop of
witer fo allay my thirst.”

83
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Prose ; The merchant said, “ Wait a moment, T will see
if there's water anywhere near!™ 8o saying he left the place.

When her father had gone away, the girl rose from her
seat and looked around the place. Then she touched the door
of the temple with her gentle hands snd lo, it opened at her
touch. She entered the temple and the door became mysterious-
ly bolted again. Kazalrekha tried her best but she eould
not open the door. Meantime, the merchant returned with
cup full of water and called her aloudy “ Oh Kazal—open the
door,” but he received no reply. After a while he perceived
that his daughter was saying something from inside. Ha again
called her saying, * Come out, daughter, here i3 water
for you Alns! Kazal was now a prisoner in the temple
and this her father could not know. There the girl explained
everything to her father who tried his best fo open the door.

But he could not. Next he tried to break it open, This also
he eould not.

XI

Verse : The merchant said in a loud voice, * Oh my
darling, what is it that you see in the temple ? " She wept
and said, It is the corpse of a prince 1 find lying on a couch,
A lamp fed by butter is burning day and night. The body of
the prince I find is pierced by hundreds of needles and
arrows."

The merchant again called her aloud and said, *Oh my
dariing, the inevitable decree is written on your forehead,
what can I do to avert the calamity which awaits you P Now
you see the prophecy of the bird is fulilled to the letter.
Providence is aguinst you, How can I find for you a good
bridegroom ¥ Being your father, Tam going to ask you to
marry this dead prince. What a pity! How shall T return
home leaving the treasure of my heart hera]| Naw listen to
me, dear daughter of my heart, the corpss of the prince that
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yOu see Tear you is your husband. Sun and moon and the
presiding gods of this forest, bear witness, From to-day I
shall give up all affection from my heart. Bear my words in
mind. If you are a chaste woman you will be able to restore
this dead young man to life. [ depart now. We shall never
meet again. 1 bless you. May you restore your husband
to life and be allowed to return. Keep the shell-bracelets
of luck in your hands for ever.”

The father and the daughter wept. The animals of the
forest shed silent tears. The girl was left alone in that
depth of the forest. The gather’s heart broke and the girl
was seized with terror. Alss, it was not even their good
fortune to see each other's face at the time of final parting.

L1 1-24.

XI1

Prose : 'The merchant went away. Kajalrekha was left
in that temple and she continued to ory and weep there all
alone with the corpse near her. Her father, the only compa-
nion in the forest, had cruelly forsaken her. She approached
the bed of the dead prince and with tears overflowing her
Byes, lamented thus,

Perss - * Awake, oh beautiful prioee, unlucky as I am,
glance but once at me. [ never saw you in life before.
My father, however, has declared you as my hushand. His
beart is hard. He has left me in this condition, For three
days and nights T have taken no meal. Your looks are hand-
soms and bright like the moon. It appenrs, the shadows of
death areon you, You look as if the morning sun is hid under
the clouds, Who has, alas! brought you to this condition and
laft you a dead corpse in this lonely place ? How cruel
must be your parents| The lamp of their house surely thou
wert, yet they had the heart to leave you here in this plight.
Are they as heartless and insincere as my father so as to cast
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off ull affection from their mind and suffer you lo rol in this
forest # Whoever you are, oh my lord, | have heen told
that you are my husband, Solong as 1 live, 1 am  yours.
Trust me, open your lips to speak to me and open your eyes to
look at me. Awake and give me reply. Don't, 1 pray,
deceive me any more in this way.

“Alas! like poor Behuls, 1 have been offered to the
dewd by my father.” LL 1-20.

X111

Prose : After sometime the door of the temple opened
of itself. Kajalreklis wonderingly observed an ascetic enter
the temple. The father and danghter bad tried their utmost
but could not open the door. AL the mere touch of the
gannyasi it became wide open now, Kaalrekha was nstonished
at thisand thought within hersell * This sounyasi will be able
to restore my husband to life.”

She bowed at the fvet of the seunyasi and begnn to ery.
The sannyasi consoled her and said, ** Fear not, oh maiden, this
dead youth was a prince and [ have brought him here. 'Tuke
off one by one the needles from his body. When all the
needles have thus been taken off, then remove the two needles
from his two eyes and apply to them the juice of these leaves
that I give you. But take care, many wore miseries are in
store for you. Dow't resist evil nor tey to esoupe the inevitable
decree of fate by forve. This dead prinee is your husband
but bear my advice in mind, until the bivd * Dharma-mati’
introduces you to him, do not tell him who you are, however
much you may sutfer. If you violate my advice you will turn
a widow,"

Saying so the ssnnyasi went away,

It took Kajulrekhn seven days and seven nights to pick
out one by one the needles from the body of the dead prince,
These seven days she fasted ; she did not come out of the
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temple for all this time. On the eighth day the body of the
husband was quiet free from the needles. The two only
remained in his eyes. She came oot of the temple and went in
quest of water to take her bath.! Walking some distance
she saw a tank ; on each of the four sides there was a landing
ghat made of stone. The water of the tank was of the hue
of pomegranate juice. She came down and went into the
tank to bathe. Just at this time she beheld an old man,
followed by a girl 14 years of age, erying out. * Is a female
servant wanted ?” She appeared to be a rustic girl without
anything special in her features.

The man approached Kajalrekha and asked her if she

" was in nead of a female servant. 8She asked him, *“ What is
this girl to you, my good man ?” He said, “She is my
daughter, Extreme poverty has driven me to this point. I
am going to sell her. I went sverywhere in the neighbouring
villages but none would buy her. Then T met a sanngasi
who told me, “A princess dwells in yonder forest, most
probably she is in need of a female servant.”

“1 think you are the princess of whom the sannyasi has
told me.”

Then Kajalrekha began to think thus within herself:
“There was one cruel father in this world who banished his
daughter to this forest. But hers is another more cruel than
that, one who has come to sell his daughter on the plea of
poverty. Surely this girl is born to misery as [ am, ”

Feeling sympathy for her and expecting to find in her
on# who would share her miseries, Kajalrekha bought her
from her father at the price of her golden bracelet.

Song : “ As a frait of her own evil action in her past
life she was banished to the forest. Now she purchased a
sorvant with her bracelet and named her Kankan-dashi or
“ Maid of the Bracelet.”

* As hur basband was to be restorsd 1o fifs mow, she manted to cless harssif by
& bath and preseut hersal! as bls bride [a the bempla, -
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Then she pointed out to the maid the old temple and
said, * Go there, you will see the corpse of a prince but do not
be frightened. You will find some leaves under his pillow.
Make soms juice with them. I shall instantly come back
and apply the juice to his eyes romoving from them the
two needles. This will give him life again.” When she said
this, her left eye quivered, which was a sign that she did not
do well by disclosing this secret to the * Maid of the Bracelet.'

Ferse : When tothe Maid of the Bracelet she had said 80,
a sudden terror seized her and her left eye quivered.

The maid went a Ffew steps onward and turned ‘back to
see the path. All kinds of devilish thoughts came into her
head in the meanwhils,

She picked oat the two needles from the Prince's eyes and
applied the juice to them as she had heard. Atonce the prince
rose up from his bed regaining life. The Maid of the Bracelet
said, “* Now, prince, marry me,”

The prince did not know who she was, but all the same he
took an oath then and there, suying—*Sincs by your grace 1
have reguined my lifs, 1 take the oath that I will marry you."
A second oath he took saying, * Here do I vouch your body and
swear that you will be the lady of my heart, since it is you
who has given me my life.” A third oath he took saying,
“Here do 1 swear” Let Dharma (God) be witness, From
to-day you will be the Queen of my palace. My whole
kingdom, my nobles, kinsmen and officers gave me up. The
people are happy in their homes leaving me, their king, &
corpse, iu this forest all alone. It is your kindness to which I )
owe my life. T swear therefore that there is nope in this
world who will be as dear to me as you.” LL 1-18.

X1v

Prose: He never cared to know who her parents
were, nor enquired what caste she belonged to. He






The Maid of the Bracelet

* At this moment with her elothes all wet after bath,
Kajalrekha entered the temple.”

KNajalrekha, p. 208
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promised to marry her solely hecause she was the giver
of his life.

Song : *In that temple burnt a lamp fed by sacred
butter, the prince touched it and swore.”

Prose: At this moment with her clothes all wet after
bath, Kajalrekha entered the temple. Entering she was
surprised to find her husband restored to life,

Ferse : * Kajalrekha looked at him with joy. He was
bright as the moon free from eclipse. He looked glorious like
{he morning sun. She glanced at him with eager eyes from
head to foot. The prince was also struck with her surprising
lauty. He had naver seen a woman as handsome as she,

She was at the dawn of her youth, she sparkled like a
progious diamond. He said sweetly to her, Wherefrom do
you eome, oh girl? What is your name ? Who are your
parents and where is your home ? Why do you wander about
in this forost?  Be graciousand give mea reply. Your father
is crnel and mother no less so. How could they allow you to
leave home and come all alone to this deserted place [

The Maid of the Bracelet eame forward and intervened at
this stage saying, “ I have purchased her by my bracelet. Her
name is Kankan-dasi (the Maid of the Bracelet).”

Thus the queon became s stave and the slave a queen. It
is all dae to her evil action (in some past life) that made
Kajalrekha wretched from hirth. LL 1-18,

XY

Tn the paluce of the prince Kajalrekha passes her days
s & servant, She fetches water from the tauk, dusts the
rooms, washes olothes, and night and day serves the false
queen. But inspite of nll her devotion and sense of duty that
quesn is not pleased vith ler, She is abused by her on .ome
protext or other every timae,
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The false queen nlways wutched hor with suspicion and
kept her under strict sueveillance lest she diselosed the truth
to anybody., The prince, however, observed all this very
closely. 1o heenme enanmoured of her for her excellent
modesty, her sweet conversalion, her courtwous and good
manners, above all, Tor her beauty which was like the
radiance of the moon.

Tux Prince.

“Who are you. oh beautiful one, where is your home ?
What is your nnvme wd who are your parvents?  Tell me the
truth and give me these details about you, You work here
ns o servant but this evidently does not suit you, My own
suspicion i3 that you are i princess. By some stroke of evil
fute you have been reduced to this condition. Your beauty
puts tho glorious moon to shame. Do not, oh maiden, deceive
me, but let me know the trath.” Ll 118,

KAJALREEHA,

“Tam the * Maid of the Bracelst! Your wife has pur-
chased me with her bracelot. [ was in the farest, passing my
days in great misery. Here you hsve kindly placed me
above want by giving me my daily meals and clothes,”

“1 have no father, no mother, no brother, oh my lord,
Like a cloud drifted by the wind I wander about as one who
is utterly helpless.”

Prose: Though thus the prince put her many questions
every day he failed to got any definite reply. By this Lime
the false queen made his fife intolerable by her wicked ways
and manners, by her crudeness of self-praise and long talks,
The princo loved Kajalrekba in the heart of his heart. He
was g0 much struck with her beanty and other qualities that
he beeame maddened hy a curiosity to learn who she soaily
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was, He considerad his wealth, his empir and capital all
menningless and vain without her. He could not sleep in
the night nor take his nsual meals. He had no heart in his
work. The world seemed void in his oyes.

One day he ealled his old minister to him und said, ** T am
going away on a journey for nine months, to visit other countries.
During this tima try your best fo oot all information abont
this girl who calls herself the Maid of the Bracelet.”

He took leave of the minister and went fo the false queen
and nsked her if she should like him to hring her anything
from the foreign countries which he was going to visit. The
false gueen expressed her wish for & cane baskel, a winnow,
n flat tray, a rice-hasking pedal made of amli wood, a nose-
ornament made of bell metal, and a pair of brazen anklnts,

The prince felt # disgust ot all this and went to
Kajulpekha (now the Maid of the Bracelet), Al first <he said,
“ 1 don't want anything., T am quite happy at your house, 1
have no want here”' But the prince insisted on her asking
somethine of him, saying, * You must ask something of me;
something that you like hest.” Kajalrekha sail, * I have no
want here 1 told you, but peally if you want to get somet hing
for e, please purehase the hird of the name of * Dharma-mali’
for me."

The prince had no diffieulty in getting the trinkets for
the false queen. Of conyse it took him no time to discover what
metal she was made of. He was however weary nnil sick at
henrt mot being able to secure the bird Dharma-mati for
Kajalrekha inspite of his efforts, He wandered from one
country to another, from the jurisdiction of one prince or
merchant to that of another, and thus six months passed,

After three months more he would have to return to his
capital and of these also twa months passed. At this point he
avriveil at the town of Kajalrekha's father. There he lad it
announced by beat of drum that he was willing to purchase

a4
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a hird named Dharma-mati. The merchant Dhaneswar
wondered as to who might be the man who wanted the bird
of such a name. He knew well that his davghter alone
knew of the hird. He was convinced that whether she passed
her days in happiness or in sorrows, it mattered not, but it
must be she and none other who had sent s man to purchase
the Suka. So Dhaneswar decided his course and offered the
bird to the Needle Prince as he was called, who was
highly delighted to secure it for Kajalrekha whom he wanted
to please by all posible ways and means,

XVI

On returning home the Needls Prince gave to his false
queen what he had brought for her, and he handed over the
parrot to Kajalrekha but said vothing to either. Now, listen
to what had occurred during his absence from home,

The minister, whenever there was some difficult point in
state affairs to be solved, referred it both to the false queen
and Kajalrekha for their opinions.

The former bad no ideain any matter but often gave
orders off-hand; in ope instance her order was so impru-
dent that it caused a material harm to the state, but the
minister, shewing her every respect due to her position, did
not oppose her wishes but carried them out. On one oecasion
a great danger threatened the state. The minister could not
find any means foavert it, He sought the advise of Kajal-
rekha.  Her adviee proved so wholesome and wise that the
danger was ensily zot over. Now, the minister stated all
these to the Raja privatels. The Raja knew beforehand
what turn things would take in hiz absence but said
nothing. The minister suggested that for a further trial about
the réspective merits of the two Indies, the 'H.njg, should invite

a few friends i~ a dinner at his palace and the dutiesof the
kitehen should be .~trusted to both of them separately, On
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the first day such duty should devolve on the queen and on
the next on * the Maid of the Bracelst."”

The false queen prepared sauce with chalfe' —a hot drink
with dena (the fruit of drtoocarpus Lacucka), a plain salad
of Kachu® in which she lforgot to put salt. The prince in
shame, hung his head down when the food was served to his
friends. The next day the Muaid of the Bracelet was entrusted
with the charge of the kitchen,

Ferse : Bhe rose early in the morning and took her hath ;
with & pure body and mind she entered the kitchen, She
bound her hair into # kuaot and put on a short handy eloth,
Bhe had the kitchen washed by the water of the Ganges.
She prepared the spices with a delicate hand pressing
them on a stone and kept ready u paste of powdered rice. The
stems of the mankachu (an esculent root) were cut to pieces.
She prepared a broth of pigeons and curries of various kinds
of fish, 8he then made fine cakes with sugarand thickened milk
which when placed ou the plates invited appetite by their
sweet flavour. The arch-shaped cake called the Chandra-
pooli which looked like the crescent moon was next prepared.
Various drinks of excellunt taste and flavour were pluced in
golden cups. Chai, Ohapari and Poa were the delicacies of
the district and she showed a great skill in their making.
The cake called Khir Puli insidle which was thickened
milk sweetened by sugar was 4 delicacy highly tastetul and was
much enjoyed. There were besutiful seats made of jack-wood
which were placed on the floor cleaned and washed with care.

Bhe put the fine shali rice on golden plates and in their
corners placed pieces of lemon elegantly cut to give a
taste to the food. In golden cups she kept thickened milk and
ourd ; and ripe hauanas from which the skin was taken out,
were ready on a golden plate. Then golden vessels filled
with cold water were reserved for washing the face and hands

! Ihllmia apecise ¥ As spenlent rool.



268 MYMENSING BALLADS

and she prepared nice betels with eatecha made of the sweet
smelling juice of the flower of the screw-plant nud these she
placed in a golden betel-box.

After doing all these she remained in the kitchen for
while, L1 1-24.

Prose: The trial did not end here but wenton. The
night of the Lakshmipujs day caliel the Kojager safsi o
the night fur keepingz vigil, when the harvest goddess is
worshipped, the prince st the advies of the minister asked
the queen and Kajalrekha to decorate the courtyard with
alipane paintings. The king said,  Some of my [riends will
he present, so try your host to make the paintings beautiful.”
The false queen deew logs of the raven and the crow, the
foot-steps of the crane ; a store-house of the mustard seed and
ears of corn.

How axn WHAT KAJALREKEA PAINTED.

Ferse » Sha kept handfuls of rics of o vary fine quality—
the shali—under water until they were thoroughly softened.
Then she washed them cnrefully and pressed them on a stone,
She prepared a white liquil paste with them and first of all his
drew the adored feet of her parents which were always uppor
most in her mind. She next drow two gmnaries taking cors
to paint the foolstups of the hinrvest goddess in the paths
leading to them, and she introiduced al intervals fing ears of
vice drooping low with their burden. Then she drew the
palnce of the great aod Siva and his consort Parvati in the
Kailas mountains. Tn the middle ofa hiz lotus leaf she
painted Visnu anil Lakshmi sented together, and on a charint
drawn by the royal swan she painted the figure of Maunasa
Devi from whom all victories procopdetd,  Then she drew the
figures of witiches and (he Siddhas who eould perform niiracles
by tantrik practices awl next of the nymphs of heaven, She
drew o Shemw grove Trophts Aspere) ainl uniler it the figurs
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of Banadevi (the Sylvan deity), Then she painted Rakshn
Kali—the Goddess who saves uz from all dangers, The
warrior-god Kurtikeyn and the writer-god Ganes she drew
next with their respective Jafianss or animals they rodo
And then Ram and Sitaand Lakshman were deswn by her
ndmirably, The great ehariot Puspaka—tlne nreopling  was
sketched in her drawings and the gods Yamas and Tndss were
also introduced in this panorama.

She next painted the sea, the sunund the momn and Lt
of all an old dilapidated temple in the middle of nn woodland
with the picture of a4 dend prince inside it, She deow all
figures excepting her own. The tfigures of thy Needlo Prince
and of his courtiers wers ull there—hut not any of her own,

When tho painting was tinished sho kindled a lamp fid by
sacred butter and then she howsd dowi with hor howd bent
to the ground. Ll 1.2,

v

Proge: The R with his Driends, miuistors nnd of luy
olficers went first to see the paintings of his queen and they
saw  those of Kajalvekha. They were unanimous in coming
to the conclusion that she surely lielonged 1o soms réspoctalile
family, In this way various trinls went on.

Now, thé girl often approsehss the puariol and o londs
ber heart hy woeping before it She pats bo the bird questints
about her fathar snd brother and weks when bhoe miseries will
eome to an end.

Songrs *Tell e, ol Lird, Wl (hit has taken pluog iy
fuihier's home sinoo | laftit, How are my jarouts ?  Foe o
years | have hoen dn sledsgy Iyl suloring  great  sorrowi
Forall this time L have aot haed the oot Tortuns of  sesing
them hui onee,

“ Aty yoangur brothor wits dune to me as mx [fe, Leda his
Fvew now and then ouly: fomy dreams in the night. AL S
waswritton (o my foralidwd, 50 hisw coul] Taynid L3 My fallies
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banished me to a forest. There | met a dead prince. For
seven days and nights with infinite pains 1 picked out the
needlss from his body and then what sorrows were reserved
for me ! I purchased a miil-servant with my bracelet. She
hecame the queen and I her servant. Oh, wise bird, you have
lreen present in this world from the Salya Yuga.!' DTell the
weuth, when will the wenzht of my misaries he removed ="

Ll 1-14.

Tur Rerry or Tar Bk,

Song : ** Don't ery, oh maiden, do not lament any more,
In the depth of night shall T tull yowall that you wish to
know."

When it was passed mid-night, the girl ealled the hird
aloud and said, * The night is far advanced. Are vou awake,
dear friend # [t will be dawn ere long."

“In my father's house there are innumerable servants but
as ill luek would have it, T work here as 4 servant myself, In
my father’s house there are excellent mnts,—the shital patis
of artistic workmanship, fine couches and badsteads bul as ill
luck would have it. I sleap here on the bare floor. My father
used to buy for me fAame-coloured saldis of silk, here do I
waear short snd coarse sadis made by the country weavers,
With my own hracelet, dear bird, T purchased a maid-servant.
She has become the quoen and T her servant.  You are wise,

oh bird, present in this world from the Batya Yuga. Tell me
when the night of my woes will be over !

I'ng Biun.

* Do not ery, oh maiden, do not lament, T will tell you every-
thing regarding your father’s honse, Hver sinee you were

v Tl el Do it wn belgved o be ol & homry oil wgs fiving ¥or ol the Toor
prnal lvEcce ol U —the Ly, Lhe Tretn, 1 u"w‘ ] Lhi -‘-Ilu-m
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banished ten years ago, your father has not gone on sen voyage
for trade. These ten vears vour father has been passing his
life under the shadow of a great grief. He has grown blind
by shedding tears night and day. The citizens weep as they
talk of you. The servants of the houss stop their work as
they remember you. VFrom the day you have been hanished
the elephants and horses of the stable do not touch gruss or
water when your name is mentioned.

“The sun is not bright in the day and the moon looks pale
by night in grief, and the wild birds sing their saddest lay
from the boughs of trees. No lamp can dispel the darkness
of the fair palace. This, in short, is the story of your father's
house. Ten years have passed and there are vet two vears
during which you will eontinue to suffer. After this time
happiness is in store for you. Ll I-44.

XVIIl

Prose: Tn this way the maiden speaks every night of
her hopes and sorrows to the bird, She asks the question
over ngain as to when her evil days will be at an end. The
hird soothes her by sweet words as best as it can.

Thus passed some days more. Now aunother incident
took place at this moment.

The prince had a friend who was a guest at his house at the
time. This friend was convineed that Kajalrekha must have been
a princess. He was so much impressed by her beauty and
noble qualities that he became maddened with love. He lost
all sause of right uud wrong. Night and day he thought over
his. plans to take away the maiden from that place to his
own palace aml there marry her. He took the false queen
into his confidence. The Needle Prince also was so much
ensmoured of Kajalrokhs that he ceased attending court

and stayed in the inner apartment for the pleasure of talking
with her,
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to was quite indifferent to his false queen, who felt her-
oIl ereatly wronged and devised plans to remove Kajalrekha
from tho palace hy some means or other, The friend of the
prines and the falsa queen put their heads together and
doveloped some plans, They wers convinoed that if they
could sucesed in oreating a suspicion in the mind of the
prince  agiinst  Kajalrekha's  character, he wounld surely
hipish her.

Kajnl slept in g room all alone with the bird Diarma-mali
for Lwr only companion. Vaking the advice of the friend of
her hushand the [alse queen covered the gatewny leading to
Kajnlrekha’s room with & thin layer of vermilion and the
friend stapped aver the spot leaving four marks of his feet on it.
Tt just nppeated from these fool-prints as if a man had gone
‘it and eome out of the room. Now the false quaen charged
[ajnlrekha with miscondnot and persunded the prinee to
helieye her storg by an eloguent speech. The friend also
joined hor and endorsed all she had said and thus produced
a strong convietion in the mind of the prince as to Kajal-
cokha's zuilt, In great wrath did the prinee call on Kajal-
paklin and ask for an explanation,

She wept and said :—

Ferse : *,1 sleepalone in my room, Alss ! who is such a
hitter enemy of mine ss to have fabricated this storyj

w1 call the angels of heaven to bear witness to my
conduet: the moon and the stars were awake in the night and
witnessed all that happened : 1 call on them to bear witness.
The parrot is my witness. The lamp of my room burns steadily
with wakeful eyes in the might. I call on it to bear
witness! I call on the Nizht itsel! to rive evidence. The
parrol remains in its cage in the room all night. Bring it
to your royal court anid ask what it knows. Let him tell
the ruth, LL 1-8.

Prose - The pareot was in its golden eage and he was
prought before the Court.
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Ferse» “Tell us, oh wise hird, on oath before God, was
the maiden all alone last night ? Tell us if she is chaste or not ?
In this court which has always followed the maxims of truth
and justice—tell the truth, we eite you as witness,"

Tue Binn,

“Oh prince, T don't know what T should say. I have no
memory of what took pluce last night. She is unlueky and
hence has been involved in # bad case. She is guilty in
tliat sense, so you may banish her to a forest.”! Ll 1-16.

Then the prince asked his friend to take her with him
and banish her to some desort island in the sea.

KAJALREEHA.

Verse: “The guilty one hegs leave of you, oh prinee!
From to-day I shall no more be in your palace. Remember
me, esteemed prince, as one who served you for some time and
forget and forgive all my [aults, You may forget me, no
matter. My prayer to God is thal He may grant me the
tortune of seeing you but once at the time of my death.” She
took leave of the false quesn—her eyes were blinded with
tears. She could not seu the path. She said, “T have com-
mitted many faults, esteamed queen, fargive them and remems-
ber me—onee your servant.”

She took leave of the parrot. Her incessant tears fell on
the earth like rain. She cams on hoard the ship calling the
sun and the moon ta hear witness to her innocence. The
citizens asssmbled there and cried,  Alas! ulas!™ Ll 1-14,

b Thie Bird Boks with (s prophetie wee feemaw Wit bla svidence would wol bo
Yalimved snd thet mors sfferimrs sraitsd Ui Jot ol e girl, Nenes b did not siaid
sguinad falo w guve aE eqpivecl anewei

5%
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XIX

Proge : Tt was a vast sea—its coasts or limits could not be
seen. The ship came into the midst of this great water.
Then the friend of the Needle Prince said to the maiden —

Ferse: My home is at the city of Kanchanpur. My
father is a great man—a millionaire. 1 have innumerable
horses and elephants in my stable. Nine lakhs of cows graze in
our pastures, our wenlth is immense and the prows of our ships
are plated with gold. W have pleasure-houses in the midst
of our tanks, there are rich cavopies, curtains, bedsteads,
couches, and other valuable furniture in our palsce, T have
not yet married, I am a bachelor. Be kind unto me, fair
maiden, and fill in the gap in my house consenting to be my
bride. All the servants and maid-servants of the hounse will

minister to your wishes. I you ngree, 1 will lead the ship
towards my fair city.”

KAJALHEHRA,

“You are a friend of the prince and I am but his maid-
servant ; owing to my ill luck am [ doomed to exile, He has
sent me with you wishing you to banish me. Being the son
of a king, why should you marry a maid-servant 2 **

Tag Prixor.

* You were n servant, but now I will make you my queen.
Onee but come to my palnee and you will see,

My palace shines with gold and there the couches and
bedsteads are made of solid gold. You will be delighted to
see my father's city,
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Tax Marpex.

“ Hear, oh prince, the tale of my sorrows. My father
took me to be a guilty one and banished me.

Then I became a servant in a Raja’s palace. He has
banished me taking me to be a guilty one. Sol have come
here with the burden of scandal on my head. Why not
throw me into these deep waters. Covered with shame as
1 am T will not show my face to any human being. LL 1-26.

Prose: The prince did not listen to the maiden’s laments
but ordered his ship to be straightwsy taken towards his
city. She began to cry saying:

Ferse: “Alas! where are my parents at this evil hour?
Thers is none to help me even if I die of a broken heart.
My husband took me to be a guilty one and banished me,

“ For my evil actions in some past life I am born to
misery and am wretched for life, This wicked man has
raised his hands to burt a person who is already dead. If
I am » chasts woman, let there spring up a shoal in the
sea at my words.” Ll, 1-16.

Instantly & shoal sprang up in the deep sea and the
ahip struck on the sands. The captain and the oarsmen all
said, “This maiden is a witch, It is for her that things
have come to this pass. We must get rid of her.”

The prinee was thus obliged by his men to land her on the
sands. As soon as she got down from the ship, it floated
again. The friend of the Neodle Prince had no other recourse
left but abandon her there inspite of his great unwilling-
ness to do s0.

Song : Lot us for a while turn the topies from Kajal-
rekha to the merchant Ratneswar.

After & few days of what happened above, Dhaneswar
died. Ratneswar then proceeded on sea-voyage for trade
with his father’s ships. Now travelling in different countries
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tha young merchant was on his way back to home. His
ships encountered a greal storm and were obliged to cast
anchor on the sandy shore where Kajal was barely alive.
She sustained her life for six months living upon the green
reeds that grew there. The night passed and the young
merchant espied one morning a beautiful damsel in that
lonely shoal. He could not recognise her as his own sister,
and Kajalrekha too could not recognise her hrother as she
had left home when he was merely four years old, After
a good deal of persuasion Ratneswar prevailed upon her to
come to his ship and accompany him to his homs, When they
reached the city of their parents, Kajal at once knew it to be their
home and remembered the palage and everything init. But she
said nothing to any one and silently we,i_:at. in her room all alone.

Ferses ; There the horses and elephants in the stable are
as before, but the parents of unfortunate Kajalrekha are no
longer in this world.

“The hig halls and compartments of tne palace look empty
and void in my eyes, for my parents have left thesa for sver.
Here in this room I used to sleep on the couch—in the arms
of my mother. Here too I dreamt sweet dreams in nights
full of pictures of happiness. Yonder is that room in which
my mother used toserve me milk and butter; uniucky am
I to have lost my dear mother. Where is my dear father
Dhaneswar fo-day 7 Won't you come, dear papa, and see
your daughter who has returned home after twelve long years,
Alss, no mother, no father have 1 in the house, not even the
parrot I loved. Big halls looking grim and lonely confront
my eyes on all sides.”

Days passed in this way and one full month she spent
weeping,

One day the young merchant Ratneswar came to her
and said, * Oh my moon-faced friand, you wers on the other
side of the milk-white sea, my ship has brought you down
to this country of ours saving you from death,
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The crocodile and the big sea-fish would have eaten up
your fair limbs had 1 not brought you here with utmost care
and affection. Neither have I married nor have you, I sup-
pose, done so, Just think of youth which is fleeting. With
your consent and kind permission may I not hope to be united
with you! I have neither father nor mother living, This
palace looks empty and void. Tf you give your consent to-day
1 may marry you t0-morrow. In fnct, T have already made
some advance, [ have invited my kinsmen and friends who
are already in the palace and the priest is ready too, to link
us together in nuptial bonds ; musical parties with their instra-
ments have also assembled here, Now, make yoursell happy
by consenting to my proposal. We have a large number of
maids and nurses in the palace, they will be all your servants,
carrying out your slightest wish ; you will pleasantly rest on
the couch, I will offer you betel from the betel-box and they
will offer you meals of fine shali rice in golden plates.”

KAJALREEHA,

“You want to marry me, but T have one condition. If
you can fulfil that I shall consent to your proposal.

“ You want to marry me, but you do not know to what
family I belong and who my parents are. Before any intro-
duction, you wish to marry me. 1 may be s Hadi or a Dome.!
Nobody knows it. You will not then obey the Sastras which
forhid such a union.”

RATNESWAR,

“ Your face, fair damsel, shines like the moon. I am
convinced that you are not & Hadi or a Dome. Tell ms who
your parents ara and where is your home? How did you
happen to be in that lonely sea-beach ?  Give me these

o fadis and Domis ars the lowest classes, tha " antonchable ones™ in ths Hisdas
Saclaty.
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particulars, but whatever it be, T assure you, I have resolved
to marry you."

KAJALRERHA,

“T am not ahle to give you the particulars you want to
know for the simple reason that from my tenth year I have
been a wanderer in the forest leaving all touch with home.
There is, however, n parrot in the palaca of the Needle Prince,
who will relate to you the whole story of my life. Tt is this
bird wlio will act ns my match-maker. If you want to marry,
bring the bird up hereand then settle everything.

LL 1-52.

XX

Prose : The merchant instanly sent his men to bring
the parrot from the palace of tha Needls Prince. They
started for the city of that prince with a ship full of gold
and jewels,

Now, after having banished Kajalrekha the Needle Prince
became like one mad. He left his city and visited many
countries in quest of her. He marched from one country to
another, from one sea to another, but all in vain pursuit.
Ho thus wandered about on board his ship many weary
days and nights. When he was absent from his capital, the
men sent by Ratneswar visited his city with their ship full
of gold and jewels. The false queen was tempted by the
high price they offered for the bird Diarma-mati and sold
it to them.

They were right glad at the bargain and returned home
with the parrot. Then it was proclaimed hy Ratneswar by
beat of dram that he had hrought a sea-uymph From the
milk-white sea and that he was going to marry her. The
next day, people were struck with wonder ut this raport.

The most surprising part of it was the announcement that
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a wild hird of the forest would relate before all the incidents
of the sea-nymph’s life, The attractive report drew people
of all olasses to the'merchant’s house. Many Rajas and princely
merchants, and millionaires assembled there to witness the
wonderful spectacle.

In due time a parrot was hrought hefore the spectitors
in & golden cage, the doors of which were kept open al the
desire of the hird.

We forzol to mention that the Needle Prince, the
husband of Kajalrekha, was also present in the assembly,

At this stage of the affairs, the parrot flew up from the cage
and took its seat at its top from which it gave the following
account of the ancestry and other things relating to
Kajalrekha,

Perses: * My name is Dharma-mati (lif. the pure-minded)
I am & parrot us you see me, Listen, oh my distinguished
audience, to what I am going to relate.

In the southern districts there lived a merchant named
Dhaneswar who was a millionaire. He had a son and a
daughter and by the grace of the Goddess of Fortune, he
flourished in all respects, The girl was ten years old, she
was o matelless boauty; when she smiled it seemed diamond
and pearls sparkled. She looked fresh and lovely as a water-
lily drenched in rain, The son was only four years old.
They ealled him hy the name of Ratneswar or the lord of gold
and his body shone ns gold itself. 'The girl was unlucky
from her birth and became subject to great woes in life.
The merchant asked me one day as to where he could get
a suitable bridegroom for her. [ am the bird Dharma-mali;
true to my name, 1 could only speak the truth. I ealculated
the destiny of the girl and found that she was to be married
to u dead prince.

For twelve years she would continually suffer from great
sorrows. 1 nlso found that if the merchant would keep his girl
in his palace, grent mishaps would befall him. 1 advised
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him sccordingly to banish the girl to some forest; that was the
only condition hy which she could expect her miseries to comne
to an end after twelve years. The merchanl at my sugges-
tion took his daughter and went on board one of his ships
and took me nlso along with him in his travel. Afier going
a greal distance we saw a forest having many Mahua trees
in it. Tt wnsa deep jungle covering a vast area and without
sy boundary line. For thres days the girl ats nothing.
She was, in fact, about to die from starvation. The father
left her near an old temple and went to fetch water. When
the father went she looked on all sides and then opaned the
door of the temple and entered it.  Just then the merchant
returned with a cup of wuter and called hier aloud but she
was o prisoner in the temple. The door could not he opened,
It seemed to be made of steel and the bolts themselves seemed
to be of the same strong metal.

So the merchant had voother conrse left to him than to
return home leaving the daugliter there " LL 1-88.

Prose: Here the bird flaw up and taking its seat on the
roof of the secand floor delivered the following message

“1 will now change the topic from that of Kajalrekha
to that of the Neudle Prince.

In thetown of Champa, there was u merchant prince
named Hirsdhar. He had nochild. He was called * Afbur'
(n hateful name given in the countryside to one who is
without any chill). He had none in the houss who wonld
keep the lamp of his line burning in his palace after his
death.

He worshipped many n god but none of them granted
him the boou of & son for which he prayed to them. But
hear, ol my learned audienees, what happened to this prinee
next. A sanngasi came to the palace sometime after and pro-
dicted that God had at last beon kind to the king and would

soon vouchsafe unte him n son of extmordinnry beauty and
talonts. Saying this the sonnyesi offared him a mango and
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directed that his queen should eat it. The gueen ate the
fruit nnd after ten months gave birth to a dead son.

The sannyaxi was called for and lie advised the Bajn to
pieroe Tundreds of needies into the body of the dead baby.
Thus be has been Lknown s the Needle Prince.  After this,
Uy sorunyisi asked the Rajn to keep him in n forest all nlone,

In n dismal solitude in the depth of a great forest a
temple was huilt and the dead prince wan placed iu it
Though it was a still-horn Laby, by the grace of zods it grew
up in beauty like the bright moon, The prines lay like a corpse
all the while but Lis body attained its yonth{ ul development
in proper time, At this time Kajalvekha went thore, Her
father had banished her and commanded that nsit was her
evil lot she should marry n dead man.

She wept nnd wept and her tears would melt a stong. In
fact, she washed the body of her dead hushand with them.
For seven days and seven nights she sat on the bed of the
prince and picked out the needles from his body. These seven
days and sevon nighis she fasted and on thie sighth day sha
swont to hathe in the tauk leaving the two needles of his eyes
untonched nnd the medicine thal was to give him hile near
the hed, Just at that time n wan from n city came thits
and wanted to:sell his danghter,

She purchased the nnid-servant with her lencelut for her
prince but the servant now beenme the queen and sha her
sarvant,”

The bird then related one by one all the incidents of her
husband’s palaco and the sorrows and miseries she was sulijected
to by the cruel Maid of the Bracelet now piiaed to the status of
the queen. The bird retailed all that happened as a result of
n conspiracy made by the frinnd of the Neadle Prince and how
by his wiliness the latter lost nll power of judgment and sent
hor to exile,  When he said this, the teavs of the bird invessant-
Iy flowed from his eyes aud vhoked his volee.  This wicked
friend had wanted to marey Kajalrokha by Torce. Because she

3
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was chaste her tears moved the great sea itself to com passion
and it bore in its besom a sandy shoal.”

After saying so far the bird flew up in the air and while
still flying he addressed the audience and said :

“To-day the twelfth year of her suffering is complete.
Ratneswar, her brother, wants to marry her." Saying these
words the bird disappeared in the sky,

The Needle Prince, who was there did not know if
Kajalrekha was dead or alive. In the presence of ull he began
to ory being overpowered with grief.

Ratneswar was put to great shame. He was repentant
and left the place (court) to hide his shame, He went to his
sister bowed down to her with respect and affection, with a
hundred apologies, Ll. 1-58,

"

XXI

Prose : Thus they now knew one another and the parrot
Dharma-mati went straight to heaven,

With great pomp the marriage of Kajalrekha was for-
mally celebrated with the Needle Prince and the latter, after
staying there s fow days, returned to his city.

He kept Kajalrekha concealed in the ship and entered
his palace alone. Then he ordered a large deep hole to be made
in the compound. The false queen—the Maid of the Bracelet
—wanted to know the reason. The Needle Prince told her
that Ratneswar, the prince of the southern districts, was about
to attack lhetity. He is bent on plunder, 8o he was going to
take refuge inside this hole with all the valuables of his treasury.
The Maid of the Bracelot as soon as she heard this, did not
wail to hear anything more or seek opinion from others, hut

went straightway into the hole with her ornaments, hefors any
one had gone there,

Then at a signal from the prince, his servants at once
filled up the hole with earth.
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PREFACE

Dewana Muding is & remarkable ballad, Tt is interusting
for many reasons, Firstly the langusge never rises aliove
patois. Theanthor Mansur Baiyeoti, whom T take to bo one
of the best of our peasant-posts, was thoronghly illiterute wnd
sang the song in the lunguage which his mother had tunught
him. The poet is u child of natare in « vory literal sense
of the word. He was gifted with the power of close observa-
tion of human nature and bas span out the subtle and tendor
smotions of the human heart with an effective mastery over
the pathetic style. It muy besaid that he is not indebted
to any culture save what he got from his littls rural world.

The value of his poctry is uninue, for nature is the solo
teacher here, Though without the proper artistic sense, songs
of this class have alwuys a tendency to run wild, there is
certainly a beauty in the panorama of views presented to the
eye by a wilderness contrasted with an artistically made
garden that shows the gardener’s design and the prunings
of his knife.

Iu the beginning of the story there is the tale of a
female bird that killed the young ones of her co-wife. Tt is
a pure folk-tale. A story like this is mentioned in my Folk
Literature of Bengal (pp. 165-166),

The ballad is u historical one and records un  event
of great pathos that took place in the Dewan family of
Baniacnong aboat 200 vears ago, when Sonafar was the
ruling chief in that city. But these pural burds, as I have
suid elsewhere, often doveiail folk-stories  into historical
ballads apparently with the motive of making u greater im-
pression on the peopls to whom such stories ware already
familiar. The speech of the Begum nt the beginning of the
tale contains much of the folk-slement, There is & lack of

2856
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ull sense of proportion on the part of the poet in making
the dying Begum give such » long address from her death-bed.
The story would have been improved by a little pruning here,
The laments of the children, afraid of a watery grave, might
have been aptly curtailed. In fact the first portion, as we
find it to e the ease in most of these ballnds, is one of weari-
some length, monotonous and full of commonplace and stale
expressions, The interest of the plot, however, guthers from
the Bth canto when the hrothers sscaps death and are taken
care of by the merchant Hiradhar, and where Alal deserts his
old home at the persuasion of his hrother,

The poet is, as T have said, s master of tender ¢Xpressions,
'The baramaskis of all Hindu writers, while oceasionally display-
ing a wealth of Iyrical poetry, are senornlly stereotyped and
artificinl, where the poets are anxious (o display the whole
stock of their culture and lose sight of the thread of the narrative.
The famous baramashi of Fullara is cerfainly a masterpiece and
makes & very poignant appesl to the reader’s mind. But there
also, the Sanskritic element, introduced for the purpose of dis-
play, jurs on the earsas in the line * =g =13 Fa0Y Rrea sifamta”

Here in this ballad the baramoshi of Mading possesses i
supreme interest which, Lam afraid, may be missed in my poor
iranslation. The words are mostly cullsd from pastoral associa-
tions. Most of these, I fear, will not be understood by our Sans-
krit scholars. 'The words are so common smong our teeming
agricultural population, that it is cerfainly not a matter for
glorying on the part of the Sanskritists of Bengal that they do
not understand them heenuse they ave vulgar., This language of
aurs is nol a monopoly of the Sauskrit-knowing people ; on the
other hand, if we wre to prize those words in our languige
which have the greatest force and are most effective, we must
2o to the cottages of Bengali pessants and not to the fols of
tlie pundits.  This ballad proves, beyond all doubt, that the
languige of the people which we have hated so long, shows the
troe nature of our vernncular nnd is a storehonse of its most
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powerful instruments to a greater extent than the finished
classical style of the learned folk. Unless we prupare a
lexicon which includes the words of the countryside, all
attempls at compiling voeabularies of Sanskrit words and their
weanings only will but serve to expose us to the charge of
slavish imitation of ancient classics and betray our sad ignorance
of the real linguistic deficiencies of our tongue. Haughton
and a few European writers of Bengali voeabularies attem pted,
a century ago, to compile thuir works on a truly Bengali
hasis. But we have not advanced n step from where they
left us a hundred years ago.

The bowvamashi in this ballad has not one line which can
be improved or eut out. Its heauty lies in the rustic language,
the unmatehed tenderness and beauty of which it is difficult
fo convey in a translation, This song, like many others of the
¢lass, shows us the true type of Bengzali woman,—Hindn or
Mulammadan it makes litle diffevence. Madina is more adora-
ble to us than even Savitri or Sita, heing essentialiy n Bengali
character, Our traditionally ideal women have a classical
dignity which, however noble it may be, keeps them at a little
distance from the truly Bengali home. But in the rags of a
peasant girl, with her daily labours in the field,—with her
cooking, winnowing and husking of the rice nnd helping her
husband in transplanting the green plants or in waterinz the
flelds or selling the shali erops,—this busy unlettered woman,—
who seems to be one with the commanplace, rustic house-
wives to be met with every day in the coitages of the pensants,—
has proved to the worid in this ballad (he sincerity, the devo-
tedness and the tender emotions of n woman's heart more
powerfully than most of the claracters of our modern
romantie novels. T am specially proud of the fact that Madina
is & Muhammadan girl and the poet a Muhammadan ;—
for this ballad undisputedly proves that some of the hest
gams of our literature are gifis from our Mubammadan
brethren and the restrictions so long attributed to our
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literature a8 possessing essentially a Hindu charscter is finally
removed by the discovory of hallads like these. Its language
and spirit both prove that it helongs to the Bengali home and
that there is nothing exotic in'it. [t hasalso shewn that there
is essentinlly nodifference between n Hindu and a Muhammadan
and that both are the true offspring of their dear mother-
land —having characteristics in common which prove their
nature to be the same though clothed in different garhs.

Madina the true woman is not only great in  her devotion,
hut also great in her absolute trust in her hushand’s love. And
ull these traits of charaoter possess a singularly human interest
as they are true presontments of nature and not  the produets of
theories born in the [ancy of elever writers.

Kajalkanda is a village of which frequent mention is
to be found in the hallads of Mymensing. The village does
not seem now to exist. Baninchong was a great city in
Sylhet although it is now reduced to o mere village., Its
ancient traditions of the great powers of the Dewans of the
place extending over Lour and other administrative towns
of the southern part of the distriet are still fresh in people’s
minds, and Babu Achyat Charan Tattvanidhi has devoted
an important chapter of his elaborate work on the history
of Sylhet to the recounting of the glories of the ancient
eity. 1 shall, however, have oceasion te deal with the historiesl
facts about the Dewans of this place Inter on in eonnection
with some of the other hallads.

Dewana Madina is complete in 730 lines. 1 have divided
the poem into S esnlos.  Jalal Gayen, whose namo oceurs on
the last page, was one of the singers and shoull not be

mistaken for the author of this song. ‘The ballad cannot be
less Lhan 200 years old.

DINESH CHANDRA BEN.
7. Bisuwakosn Laxe,
Baghazar, Caloutla, 22nd August, 1923,
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“Swear to me, my dear hushand, that you will not
marry again if I should die now. Death, methinks stands at
my threshold. My days are fast approaching their end. 1
have utterly broken down, The shadows of death are already
on me; The deep pit of the geave, it seems (o me, is soon
to be my resting-place.

“In this house of mine, I leave my Alal and Dulal—twin
brothers, to your care. No riches are more precious to their
unhappy mother than thess children. 1 make them over, my
dear husband, to you. They are mere babes. They still
live on mother's milk und are perfectly helpless, Here do I
offer them unto you. The sun and the moon and our eyes he
my witness, 1 leave the pot-birds of my heart to your care.
The Koran and the holy scriptures be my witness. Alal and
Dulal have none else to look after them save you in this world.
The rivers and canals, the forests nnd hills, the birds of the
sky, T eall upon all to be my witness while leaving my
saered trust to you. Unhappy that T am, 1 cannot fake
them up in my arms,  Stretch thine to protect the innogent,
the helpless ones.”

Whon she said this, ineessant tears blinded her eyes. She
stretehed her feeble hands nnd drew the babies to her brenst
and sobbed out **Ob my poor ones 1"

“ look al them, they are like two innocent buds—dearer
far than any gold. How helpless they ara! My dear hushand,
out of compassion for them, do not marey again, A co-wife
is a dangerous person, my children will suffer greatly if you

289
47



244 MYMENSING BALLADS

take another wife. To her my children will he like thorns
which she may try fisst of all to remove.

“T will relate to you, dear hushand, the story of a co-wife.

* Oun the sonthern side of yonder tank in the leafy bough
of the hizal tree a pigeon and its mate had made their nest,
Night and day they sat together and cooed sweetly, happy in
each others company. It seemed as if they knew not what
sorrow was. T'hus they went on for some years ; and then on
un unhappy day the female bird died leaving two eggs. The
mule bird had great trouble with the eggs, It could not
leave the nest for a moment hut sat there night and day,
hatching them, TInable to leave the egzs lest any harm should
befall them, the pigeon could not go out to collect its food
and had not a moment of sleep during the night.

“ Having hatched the eggs with every care, it at last
found one day that two young ones had come out of
them, Tha hird was alone and in great trouble for want of &
helpmate.

*“Who will go out for food and who guard the young ones
in the nest 7" Finding itself extremely helpless, it saw no
other way to save hisown life and that of the young ones,
than to take a mate and this it did after & short tims,

“ The male bird said to its mate, ' T am going out for food.
You are to stay here and make the little ones comfortable with
the warmth of your bosom. T have reared them upat very
greal pains. Look ufter them well. When they grow
up they will in turn be of great help to you. People water
the plants with care when young but when they grow up they
yiold sweet fruit.’

“With this adviee to its mate, the male bird flew nway in
quest of feod. The female one now reflected as follows : .

"¢ My enemy of & co-wife has died leaving these two thorns
in my way. When they grow up evil will fall on my luck.

“*Where wasit evar heard that a child born of a co-wile
proved kind and sympathetic ? In the end, I apprehend,
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thers is much woe reserved for me. When I shall be a mother,
these will be the uatural enemies of my children. Thers will
always be quarrels in the house on their account. How foolish
would it be for me to take care of these! It will be like
pursing snakes with milk. 1 am not going to bring evil to my
doors myself. [ must kill the enemies with my own hands.
When my husband returns home with food, it is proper
thiut we should divide it between ourselves only. If they are
allowed to live they will take the food from my mouth.
Such enemies as these should not be allowed to live. With my
beak T must tear off the heads of these two unwelcome beings
that have come here from some unknown regions to seize
apon all the good things collected by us with teil.’

“ Having thus resolved tha bird caught the two young
ones by the neek and smashed them on a stone. When they
were killed, she threw their bodies far away intoa forest,
Just then the male bird returned homs with food.”

“ When the female hird saw her mate, she began to ory.
Wonderingly did the otherhird ask the reason of her grief.
The new wite said, ¢ What shall T say, my dear lord! You left
pur nest and the young ones to my care. Immedistaly alter
you went away a vulture came flying through the air and swept
them away by force from my breast. The helpless things
have, alas, thus lost their lives, That is why I am erying.’

“The pigeon began to ery at this report saying, 'Oh my
poor young ones, what trouble did 1 not take to bring you up!
What s cruel shaft has pierced my heart! Alas! where are
the poor things gone, my heart is as if set on fire.”

v The bird cried bitterly in this way whilst the new wife
secretly laughed triumphant at her succesy in attaining her
wicked objeet.

“ A po-wite can have no sympnthy for my children, So,
oh my hushand, T epeat my prayer which is the last ons 1
«hnll ever make in my life. Do not take another wife hut have
gompassion on the poor children.”



282 MYMENSING BALLADS

Sho stopped here and after a few days she left this
false home of ours and returned to hor own true abode.
Ll 1-98

8

Dewan Sonafar lamented the loss of his wife bitterly,
Alal and Dulal were lost in grief. He lay long prostrate
on the bare ground and sobbed out, “ Alas! Alas!™ Tt is the
mother who alone feels for the child. 'T'o her the child isas her
life-blood. Who else can Lave such affection and tender care ©
The Dewan took the iwo motherless children in his arms and
struck his head with his hands in grief. “Alns, they have
depended on their mother's milk, how shall 1| be able to save
them from death ? When they call aloud, * Mamma, Mamma "
and ery, it seems as if an arrow pierces my heart, How am T
to give them food ?  She has killed three of us and not meraly
died herself. 'What offence did I give you, dear Begum, that
you have taken sucha terrible vengeance in leaving me !
I am the Dewan of the Iar-famed city of Buniachong
and am the lord of immense riches. My granaties are
full of crops but what doth all this avail me? Bven a
stroet beggar is happier far than myself. What good will my
high mnok nnd great riches serve, if the tears of my eyes
do not cense night nod day ! Who will enjoy all this wealth ?
My palace is emptied by ber death. Why, oh dear, why did you
sim this tereibio shaft at my soul and how could you have the
heart to give such pain to your dear hushand ?  You were the
lamp that dispelled the darkness of my house. You wers the
pet bird in the cage made of the ribs of my heart.
I would have killed myself when you died, but I had not
the heart to do so when I thought of the children.

Thus the Dewan smote his breast with his hands and
lamented. The neighbours tried their best to soothe him
by sweet words but they failed. All work stopped. His happy
home was rent with sorrow. The presiding deity of the
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house, seemed to leave him. IHis settled home became unsettled
and drifted hopelessly like a straw tHoating al the mercy of
an adverse carrent. His state affairs remained upattended as
he lay overwhelmed with grief,

* What, alas, is the good of all this outward prosperity, if
there be no joy in the heart!™ saysx Mansar Vaiyati—the
poet, much moved,

The ministers were alarmed at this state of things and
they approached the Dewan one day. The Primo Minfster
addressed him and said, * Listen to me, oh master, Your
Honour's house of long-standing fame is going to be ruinsd,
Marry azain and resume thy honsehold duties and those of
the state. Why should all be lost for the sake of one
person 2"

The Dewan said with tearful eyes : “ My poor chilidren
are mere habies, Tt rends my heart to see their sad plight. If
I marry again, that will add to their sorrows which are alrendy
too great. A step-mother can nover like the children of her
co-wife. She regards them as thorns in her way. For their
aake, nbove all, T cannot entertsin the idea of marrying a
second time. Alal and Dulal are my very life-blood.  How
can I think of adding woe to their woes which are already
heavy enough. Besides, the Begum gave thom over tome usa
sacred trust and made me swear at her death-bed that T would
not marry again, Far it is from my mind to think of mar-
rying sgain for my own happiness.  What happiness can 1 pos-
sibly enjoy if Alal and Dulul die of a broken heart # That I live.
to-day is becuuse of the great soluce T get (rom seeing Lhem,
I eannot hand them over to & witch of n second wife.,”

The Vizier took the liberty of insisting on his point again
saying, * It is no good grieving in this way. All step-mothers
are not of the same mottle, Cases are Kknown whero step-
mothers have heen ready to sucrifice their lives for the children
of their co-wives. We promise that we will take care of
the young princes. 1IF the step-mother proves unkind, what
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harm can shedo? In that case we will look after them. Your
Honour should marry for the sake of yourself and for the
welfare of this house of long-standing fame,

The Dewan thought over the matter, and at last seemed
convinced, He reflected, “ What's the good of my allowing
the house to be ruined ? * He thought, “ If there be no one
to look after the household, my Alal and Dauolal will never
know the joys of home life. They will always be miserable
and I will have to carry my great grief to the grave. 1 will
keep these children to mysel! and will give my new wile no
opportunity to harm them."

The Dewan thus seemed inclined to marry. Meantime,
the minister and other officers continued to urge their point Lill
ab last the lord of Baninchong gave his consent. No time
was lost and the marringe was soon arranged and celebrated.

LL 1-16.
11

After the marringe, the Dewan kept the little children
in his own custody, watching them like a treasure. They
were not allowed to go to their step-mother. They ware kept
altogether in u separate npartment cut off from their step-
mother's quarters. He caressed and constantly embraced them
and busied himself in ministaring to their comforts. The new
wife hecame jealons of lis great attention to the children and
thought, * He is alwiys busy with the children of his former
wife and is tull of tenderness for them, He does not care
to take any notice of me. If 1 have children, they will share
the treatment T am receiving from him. 'The sons of his
desul wifie will pontinue to be dear to him as hix life.
soul I oan no longer tolorate this sort of thing."

She thought the matter over again and devised menns to
remove the eause of her distress.  * These children sre causing
me pain every day like a fish-bone sticking in the theoat, T

By my
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find no pleasure in eafing my meals. Aslongas I am not
able to remove these boys from this eity there will be no peace
in my soul nor any good Juck for me.

« 11 1 tell the tale of my heart’s pain to him, the heartless
Dewan will get angry and drive me from the palace. There
is only one way to save the situstion. I must have recourse
to stratagem.”

She then settled her plan and called the Dewan to the
inner apartment. When he came, she began to cry. The
Dewan asked the reason of her grief and she sobbed out,
« What fault have I done, my lord, that you have kept Alal
and Dulnl completely cut off from me. What reason is
there for you to believe that I.am their enemy ? You have
no confidence in me because Tam their step-mother. You
regard all step-mothers to be of the same nature. 1 feel
greatly humiliated at the idea that my neighbours will allbe
thinking uncharitably of me, If the boys are not allowed to
come fo me, they will spread a scandal that I maltreat them.
I have got no child, is it not natural for me to feel a longing
to sée the hoys? Why do you stand thus in the way of my
lappiness? My heart always feels pain for the children and
I cannot bear my grief any mare. Can you helieve that Alal
and Dulal are dear to me as my life? I always feal anxiety
on their sccount. What do they eat, what do they do —thesa
questions naturally come to my mind every day. Tnthe palace
%o many dainties are brought every day. Belieye me, | do not
rolish any of these, sad at the thought of my Alal and Dulal,
I preserve the best food for them and hang that up carefully
in the sika expecting every day that they will come to me.
When that food rots 1 throw it away in great dissppoint-
ment. All my pain will Le sssuaged if 1 am allowed to see
them. Kindly therefore, ah my lord, bring them hare this rerj'
alterncon. 1f you donot comply with my reqiest, then know
that T will commit sucide, I do not eare fo live with this
insult done to me.
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Saying this she began to sob and ery vehemently. The
heart of the Dewan melted in great compassion, and he
said, * I am very happy, dear lady, at what you have said.
I feel that T have given you pain without reason. My former
wile offered me these iwo boys nsa great trust and I have
ever kept them close tomy hosom like a mother in compliance
with her last wishes, Her words were, “See that they do nnt
suffer the least pain in any respect.”  Hach time I see them,
her words are fresh in my memory, For this, T cannot
besr to part with them for a moment ; they are constantly by
my side. Nowhere are they allowed to go alone. You are
slways busy supervising household duties, henoe I do not send
thetn to you, denr Indy, least you be disturbed, | keep the
hoys with me learing lest T should add to your burden by
sending them to you."”

The Begum said sweetly in slow words, “ Had T any child
mysalf, would that, dear lord, add to my trouble? A mother
always takes care of her child inspiteof all her housshold
work. If the child is unhappy she does not care for work.
I assure you, the presence of the boys will, in no way, inter-
fere with my duties in the house, Kindly do not, T pray
you, stand against my wishes."" Saying so she clasped her
hushand’s feet and sobbed tenderly. She played her part so
well that even stone would melt at her tender appeal. The
Dewan affectionately wiped away her tears with his own
hands and promised to send his sons to her the next morning,
The Dewan then took leave ol her with swisl words and
after accepting some betels offered by her with swast courtesy,

Whea the Dewan had gone away she laughed within
herself, saying “Now, T have suceeeded in my project
and 1 must at once procesd 1o yemave these thorns
once for all from my way. By force or fraud I must
carry out my wishes. He has promised to send the bays
to-morrow morning. Al right, T must decorate the house
to give them a fitting reception. I will show such affection
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as will fill the heart of the people with wonder. They will
be struck by the treatment [ shall show to the co-wife's
children. They will say, “ The step-mother loves the children
of the late Begum with her whole hieart,"— so that should T
afterwards tear off their heads with my uails, no one would
believe it."

She began now to decorate the house for the reception
of the children. She did this so well that no one counld
detect a flaw. She ordered for them dainties and swestmeals
of a great variety and of the first quality and placed them in due
order in the drawing room; she hersell cooked rich meals
and befors it was dawn got overything ready.

She then awaited the coming of the lads just us a crane
with saintly bearing and closed eyes walks by the side of a
lank in expectation of small fishes.

“8he satin an expectant attitude like a cat with her
paws ready for the prey,"—says Mausur Baiyati, the poet.

When she thus awaited the coming of Alal and Dalal,
her maid reported that the Dewan was on his way to her
apartments, He was seen coming the next moment, follow-
ed by his two sons Alal and Dulal. The Jads were dressed
gaily. How handsome they looked! Even the nymphs
of heaven would be attracted by their lovely figures. In an
instant they were hefore her and saluted her respectfully.
She drew them close to her bosom and kissed them tenderly.
She then herself served the dishes she had prepared.
Alal and Dulal were highly pleased with her preparations.

They now stayed there for days together and their step-
mother prepared new dainties every day and offered them
choice things. She served all food herself and remained
standing before them when they took their meals. She did
not lose sight of them for o moment and her kind treatment
so charmed them that they did not leave her side for a day.
No more were they seen walking in the streets holding the
hands of their father. They forgot the pain of their mother's

38
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death and were well plensed with every thing in their step-
mother’s apartment.

Ll 1-182.

Iv

So did they pass their time happily again, but the Begum
was all the while thinking how she could succeed in
removing them from the palace. For she took them to be
her bitterest enemies inspite of everything, She did cot dis-
olose her secret intention to any one. By sweet words she
liad conquered all hearts, so no one suspected her foul design,
The people admired this rare and excellent tmit in her
character, and wondered how a step-mother coulil have so
much affection. Generally such children are huted and
cruelly treated and if an opportunity presents itselfl a step-
mother does not even feel any scruple in murdering tiem in
cold blood. But here the case was quite different. It she
found & thing tasteful she did not eat it herself, but gave
her own share to the children.

This extremely kind treatment to the ehildren charmed
the soul of the Dewan. He now ceased taking care of them
having placed them in the sole charge of the Begum, He
looked afier the affairs of the state and felt greatly relioved.

Time volled on in this way., The lady’s minid ‘was i1l at
ease planuing all the while how she weuld get rid of
the hoys. One day in August she saw the wators of the new
flood flowing on all sides in beautiful transparence, and a
plan struck her at the sight. * In the new waters the boat-
race is a pleasant sport. How swiftly does a hoat run over
long distances all buried under wuater! If these hoys hear of
this amusement they will surely feel un enthusiastie desire to
gee the mes. Then T will appointa person to drown them
in the river.”

After planning in this way she sent for the publie
exceutioner aud privately discussed the matter with him.
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She said tothe latter, * I consider you a sincere well-wishar
of mine. 1If you will do one thing for me, 1 will reward yon
with a gift of 20 puraas of land duly executed by a documant,
You are to keep this strictly seeret and swear to me that you
will do %0." 'I'he executioner promised to do asshe desired, and
said, * If I get 20 puras of Iand, there is no work in the world
which T cannot do and of this [ assure you, most estesmad lady.”
Then she whispered to him her foul intention und he agreed to
carry out her wishes. He retarned homs.  The Begum then
gave orders to n ecarpenter, promising him a good reward, to
prepare a pleasure-hont of the * Mayurpuankhi type " (the prow
of which was like a peacock), Alal and Dulsl were to go hy this
pleasure-hoat to see the hoat-race. The Mayurpankhi became
ready and the princes were dressed in suitable wttipe, All
kinds of edibles were placed in the bost, The public execq-
tioner sat at the helm and playad the part of the captain,
He rowed the boat and it entered the vast river. N o vity,
no village coull be suen near by, Then the executioner came
to the princes and said, Pray to God now, for your lust hour
has come. T am like death unto you. You two are to dis
in my hands. [ am to drown you in this giver now, Strange,
that you could not poresive the wicked tlusizn of your stap-
mother ! yaur edse now is liopuless.  Fure, I am to be rewarded
with 20 puras of Iand."  All and Dulal swere seized  with
terror at this strange news and hezan 10 lanent atl sirike
their breasts in  utter griel, “We could ot pittirive the
maotive of the step-mother.  Alas! if we had bl U [t
inkling of this, we would have fled to some forust and
lived like two Fakies thure. Alas! where is onr motlier gone
nud where is our dear father now at this hour! we are going
to lose our lives in thiz alijeot manner. We o not find  fuult
with you, oh eaptain, in this matter, You are appointed to
carry out orders.  From one Livth we lisvie ey miserable wnd
hinve sulfepad grently. You miny still geant ux bife if vou e
compassion anus. There will e nane in (he feulnes to light
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the evening lamyp if we die. There isnone to sympathise with
our father in his great distress, She has been able to do all
this because she is our step-mother. Says Mansur Baiyati, the
poet, * The wickedness of a step-mother i proverbial” “1{
our mother had had,” they lamented, ** o sister, she would have
taken care of usand protected usat the hour of danger with her
life. If our father Lad lad o sistar she would have kept nslike
treasure near her bosows.  1E our mother liad had & sister-in-
law, she would liave watched us night and day and would not
have allowed s to step out of the houss, Alns | we bad none.
i Lhe houseexcept the step-mother.”

Alal clasped the feet of the executioner and said, “Xill
me but set Dulal free ” and Dulal said, * Torture me to
death any way you like but save my hrother's life.” The
executioner said, “A plague on you! I will kill both."
Then they feil at his fect praying for mercy and eried so
piteously that even a stone would have melted at their sorrow,
Then the executioner reflected, *1f 1 leave them here far
away from home, their lives would e saved and they would
certainly not visit the palace again after this. Why should
1 commit this heinous crime if I ean safely spare two innocent
souls.”

With twelve ships a big merchant was coming that way
on the river from the apposite direction of the tide, in order
to purchase rice. The public executioner called out and
explained to him privately something about the loys. The
merchant took the boys into his vustody, and the executioner
then returned hume.

There is o villnge named Kajalkanda on the bank of
the Dhanu. There lived n well-to-do peasant named Hira-
dime who was a whole-saly denler in paddy. He sold a
hundred pures of eaw paddy every year. Thers was not
another desler sy zreal us e in the locality. The merchunt
purchased viee from Hiradhar and sold the two boys to him.
Adal snd Dulsd lived thers with  Hinulhar and theugh they
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were princes they bhad to tend cows in the pastures the
whole dny and undergo great hardships being allowed food
only twice. Alalin great sorrow fled away from the place.

LL 112
v

On the banks of the Dhanu lived Dewsn Sekender, the
lord of 12 forests and 13 inhabited arcas. The Dewan was
very fond of hunting. In fact when he hunled birds, he
lost all sense of the outside world. He was one day wander-
ing in the forests hunting hirds in large nambers and
happened to espy the lad (Alal) under a tree. He was pleased
with his handsome looks and took him to his palace, The
lud proved of great service to him, doing all kinds of work,
but if his master offered him wages, he would not accapt
-any. The Dewan suspected that the boy belonged to some
nobls family, but when he asked him any question about his
parentage, Alal observed a scrupulous silence, and this troubled
the Dewnn 8ahib very much. When, however, he insisted on
paying him wages the hoy would say, * Where i= the hurry,
my lord, for it? I will iake them all at one time, let them
sooumulate. I will seek money in proper time. Kindly do
not fail to pay me then.” ‘There was no work, however hard,
that Alul was not prepared to do for the Dewan. He did his
duties with his whole might sven at the risk of his life, Every
one praised him for his whole-hearted service to his lord.

The Dewan suspected the boy Lo be the scinn of a high
family and wns even willing to offer him one of his two
daughters, Maminn and Amina. But his dificully was
apparent; until he knew of his parentage, how could lie do
that ? If he asked Alal, he would by no means admit that he
helonged to n high family, He would simply say that he
was the son of a very ordinary person. But how could such
 boy he born of an ordinary man ?—the Dowan thought and
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would vever believe it. He. was ever more troubled in his
mind as he thought over the question,

Twelve years passed away in this way and one day Alal
wanted his wages that had aceumulated during the long time.
The Dewan wanted him to state in what shape would he like
to accept them.

Arar,

“There is n city called Baninchong. Tt is my wish that
1 should build my house in the beautiful lands adjoining that
city. Kindly give me 500 men to do this work and along
with these warkers 200 soldiers to safeguard my interesl there.
The Dewan of that place is Sonafur. If need be I will fight
with him and build the house.”
Dewan Sekender consented to his request and gave him
the belp he desired.
L1 1-42,

Vi

Now, be pleased to hear something about tho eity of
Baniachong. Dewnn Sonafar bitterly lnmented the loss of his
sons after they had been seat away from the city by his wicked
Begum. They were like the ribs of his hearlt. *“Oh, how
ereel for them to leave the world prematurely | They have
left no token by which T may soothe my soul!™—he eried
constantly and became reduced o o skeleton,  During his last
yoars his wile caussd him great tronble by her bad treatment.
She, however, bore him one son, Leaving them the Dewan ons
dny went te his own true home. The young prince suceceded
him in the Gadi, but the noble house became rained at Sonafar’s
death. His Begum appointed new ministers and officers nfter
her choice dismissing the old ones.  These new officers twisted
their moustaches in a fushionuble way and did not do any work.
They, howsver, rezularly drew their salaries. When things
ware in this state Alal came to the city with his men. He
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appointed 500 duy labourers to build his house in the suburbs
of the eity and two hundred soldiers surronnded the place and
guarded it, Day and night the work went on incessantly
without any obstruction.

When the report of this reached the city of Baniachong,
the ministers and other officers of state were highly enraged.
They sent a man to Alal ealling for due Najor and and rent.
Alal dismissed the man without paying anything with these
words," I am huilding this house in the lands of my father,
what nonsense do you speak about Najoy and rents # " Some
soldiers were sent to bind him hand and foot and denz him to
the Court.

Next followed n hard contest between Alal's men and the
soldiers of the eity. The latter were taken hy surprise and
defeated.  Alal took possession of the palace and became
Dewan in the place of his [ather.

The soldiers and other men of Dewan Sekender received
due rewards and returned to their own town. On getting the
report of all this, Sekender semt n proposal o Alal offering
him the hands of one of his daughters. He did not stop there
but himself paid a visit to Baniachong and insisted on the
proposed mateh,  Alal said in reply, “'T'here iz a hrother of
ming who lives somewhers in the country, [ am fecling a great
puin in my heart for him. 11 T ean get him back, I will
marry. We are two hrothers and we will marry your two
daughters,  But first Jot me search and find him out,”

After this, Aldl went alone in quest of his lost
brother. He disguised himsell ns s very humble person and
wandered from place to place. Many a river did he cross,
many jungles and marshes, And though he suffered great
privations and anxieties e could by no means secure any
information about his hrother.

One day he sat to take rest under a fig tree near 4 marsh,
Near about him played the cow-boys who had let their chnrizes
graze at large in the pastures around,
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They sometimes played and chen sat and sang together.
So sweet was their song that it pleased the ears. Alter some
stray songs, they sane a ballad in chorus which was to this
eflect. A Dewan had two cons.  His begum died leaving
them helpless, The Dewan took a second wife, This
wicked woman, on some pretext, sent the boys to the river
in arder to drown them. There Ly the gruce of God,
however, their lives were saved. A peasant took them into
his care. The elder hrother fled away to some city and the
younger one cried day und night but could find no clue ns to
where lie had gone.”

When Alal heard this song, tenrs Legan to flow from his
eyes without restrnint.  Then he approached the cow-hoys and
asked, “ Who has taught you this song, my good lads=" They
said, * The man who tanght us this sonz has not come to-day
with us to tend the cows, In yonder peasant’s house he lives,
If, sir, you wish to see him you may zo by this path.”

Going to the house pointed out by the cow-hoys Alal
met Dualal.  They stood {uce to face amd had no difficulty in
recognising each other.

ArLar.

“Oh my hrother, you are deir to me as life, come with
me to énjoy jointly the state of our father. 1 have settled
everything abont our marringe. On returning home let us
marry and be settled in life," '

s

I have married o peasant's danghter.  She lins borne me a
gon. L have named him Suenj-Jamal. My father-in-lnw has
given us some small land ns & dowry, How can [ think of
leaving my wile and son! Madina, my wife, is dear to me
as life. It will be nnfair to leave her; and how ecan 1, dear
brother, do such an unrighteous act ?
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Avan

“ But if yon give her a letter of divoree it will not he
unfair.  You will be elear in the eves of God. 11 you live hers,
our social status will be lost. What is the good of this life
if one loses one's position in soeiety 2"

When Dulal henrd all this he thought over the mattar for
some time in his mind and enlled for his hrother-in-law,
Madina’s brother. He related the whols story to him and
gave him a lotter of divorcs fo be made over to his sister.
He did not wait to take leave of Mudinn or see her once
before his departure but seeompanied hix brother, and hoth of
them tetarned to Baniachong with a gladsome heart.

Dewan Sekender heard of their return amd came to
Baninchong to settle the date of marriage.  Alal and Dulal
were dresssd in their best attire anid they marched at the
head of n grand procession. Elephants, horses and camels,
archers, sportsmen and soldiers armed with long sticks went
in due order. Aldl and Dulal were seen in their shining
dress in the midst of the procession, Behind them went the
drummers beating deums.  Alal and Dulslarrived at the house
of Dewan Sekender and duly mareied his two dnughters,
Maming was married to Alal and Amina to Dulsl, The rites
were porformed wccording to  the rules Inid down in the
seriptures. They returned home, diseharged the duties of
the stats and lived happily.

God has now brought a change over their fortune and
their sorrows are nl an ond.

L1 1-84,

V11

When besutiful Madiny got the letter of divoree, she
Intghed at it taking it for a mere joke and wonla not belisve it
b L
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at all, It is impossible that my husband should leave me as
long as he lived. Itisa mere trick fo try my devotion,
How can he forget his own Madina whom he loves with his
whole soul ? He will not be able to live parted from me
for any length of time. Surely he will come back after a few
da} .‘P!

She anxiously awaited his return, Every morning she
arose from her bed with the thought, * Surely he will come
to-day "—and then put off her expectations to the next day.
Thus many days passed between expectations and disappoint-
ments. To-day she prepares cakes with palm fruits and the
next day husies hersell in preparing fried rice. One day she
makes curds of u superior quality, which she carefully keepsin
store for him. With excellent rice of shali crops she prepares
fine chira which she plares in a clay vessel, This she keeps
in a hanging rope-shell ex pecting his return. Every day
she prepares dainties to the best of her power, longing for his
quick return. But alas, the dear husband of her heart does
not come back! Good fish she has reserved in the tank and
the best of chicken in her yard in expectation of him. But he
never returns to his house !  * Alas, what fault have I done
to you that you have so cruelly left me | "—she said Lo herself,
nud thus six long months passed. She is mow in great
agony of heart and does mot see mny way out of her
distress. “ My son Suraj Jamal is dearer to him than life.
L will send him to that city where he has become the Dewan.
In weal or woe through all changes 1 am his partner
in life. TImpossible that he will leave or forget me. In due
time he will surely take me to him.” Still feeding herself
with hope in this way sle called her brother to her presence

one day and said, “1 have no secret to impart to you, dear
brother. Go with my darling child Suraj and bring a message
from my husband, Tell him everything about me and hear
what he hns to say.” Saying this she sent him to Baniachong
sl the child Suraj accompanied him.
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Near the great bungalow with twelve gate-ways they
met Dulal in the path. Dulal, of course recognised them
but said to them in whispers, * Don’t stay here. Return
to your home. I shall be greatly distressed and lowered in the
estimation of my men if you stay here any more. You have
some agricultural lands. Go live upon those. Don't coms
back to this city of Baniachong. There you will live com-
fortably. Here do not, I pray, humiliate me in the eyes of
my people by your preseace. Do not tarry a moment and for
my sake do this, [ shall be put to grest shame if my people
come to know of all this,”

Greatly disappointed at Dulal's words they returned home
with sad hearts. Suraj was in great pnin and wept wll the
way, and related the story to his mother with tears. Bad
was she at what she heard. BShe sobbed out to herself, *Oh
Allah, what is this that you have written in my forehead?
Like & bird that came from the jungle, he has fled away to
the jungle. The pet bird—dearer than life, has gone away
earrying off all the joy of my heart, nay my very life with him,
My heart has become like a stone in having to bear this severs
gtroke of misfortune and live alone in this house.”

“For a single day you could not, my dear, live parted
from me ! How have you the heart now to treat me in this
way ? " Then came a traio of associations to her mind.

“In the good month of November, favoured by the
harvest-goddess, we both used to reap the autumosl paddy in
a hurry lest it should be spoilt by flood or hail-storm.

“ My dear husband used to bring home the paddy and 1
spread Ihem in the sun. Then we both sat down to husk the
rice. Oh my husband, dear us my life, how could you be so
eruel as to forget the past and go far away ¥ In December
when our firlds would be vovered with green crops, my duty
was to keep watch over them with care. 1 nsed to fill his
haoka with water and prepare tobacco;—with this in hand
Ilay waiting, locking towards the path, expecting him© Al
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my dear husband, where are you now! 1 am dying for you.
Can't you feel in your heart what I am suffering?

“When my dear husband made the fields soft and muddy
with water for transplantation of the new rice-plants, I used to
cook rice and awaited his retarn home. When he buasied
himself in the fields for this purpwse, 1 handed the
green plants over (o Lim for replsnting. How warmly
did he praise my aslacrity inall this work! How conld you
have the heart, my hushand, to forget the past. I burn with
grief a2 1 recollect these small things. Was it a mere
passing dream that you |lelped me to dream? Will
everything vanish leaving me the memory of your cruelty
ulone ¥

“In December the hiting cold made us tremble in all
our limbs ; my husband used to rise early nt cock-erow and
water the fields of shali crops. 1 carried fire to the fields and
when the cold became unbearable, we both sat near the fire
and warmed ourselves, Wu renped the shali crops together in
great hoste and with greal care. How happy we wers when
after the day’s work we retired to rest in our home.”

When she recollected, these little things tears flowed
from the eyes of Madina unchecked.

“How counld you be so cruel, my hushand 7" She said
to berself ugain and ngain. ** Here do I ery alone for you., He
used to cut and remove the straw and the thorny plants, snd
1 brought water to the fields. Both of us would thus work
together in the day-time. Such # dear lond has left me,
the unfortunate one! How will it be possible for me to live ?
There is not another womau in the whole world as miserable
as myself. Alas! who is it thut hns set fire to my fields of
ripe crops?  What is the good of this cursed life? 'The cage
is here but my bird has fled away.”

Thus she oried day and night and passed her days in
great unhappioess.  She gave up taking her meals and always
said, *Alas! alas!™  Then she became insane, 8he spoke
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incoherent words. Sometimes she langhed and sometimes she
cried and often she clapped her hands and sang.

She hardly took any food and became reduced to s
skeleton. Har beauty faded nway, her form lost its loveliness.
After all this one day all her sorrows came to an end. She
was 8 nymph of heaven and went fo her own abode. Near
her dead body lay poor Suraj Jumnal—the hapless child ; his
face floated in tears.

The neighbours assembled and dug & grave for her.
They read the usual texts from the scriptures and buried her
after performing the customary rites.

L1 1-112.
VIl

Having dismissed his darling son Suraj from his presance,
Dulal ruflected, * He is dear to me as my life-blood. How
crael of me to give him up! How is it possible for me Lo
give him up aud how is it possible for me to live parted
from my besutiful Madina! What will she say when she
hears of my treatment? Surely she will feel great pain. She
who sucrificed every comfort of her life in order to win my
love is deserted by me for no fanlt. Oh! with what heart
shall T give her up ? She was dear as my life, the ever-trusted
partner of my sorrows. Alas! liow heartlessly have I deserted
ber! Her father had offered her hand to me in the hope
that T would muke her happy. With this ohject in view he
made me heir to all bis lands and property. I have given pnin
to my dear Madina. An ungrateful wretch am I to have
done so; and my place will be in hell for this piece of
ireachery. For the pleasures of thig world which will last only
for # day, 1 have courted eternal hell. No, 1 must not do
this. 1 um going to fall at her feet and crave her pardon.”

Hu thought in this wiy and disclosed his thoughts neither
to his uww wile nor to his brother Alal. He atarted from
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home one day all alone without taking his men or any soldiers
with him,

When he set out he heard a sneeze from behind. So he
stopped a while and then started again. He saw an oilman
before him and on the right he saw n fox heavy with its young
ones. Overhead he heard ravens crosking, and a valture
startled him with its shrill ery.  When he saw all these bad
omens he thought within himself, * I do not know what is in
my luck to-day; why is it that 1 see all these innus?iuinnu
ﬂigllﬂ ? L1 ]

Gradually he came near his old home. Ho saw the pet
cow of Madina standing on the way, Evidently she was not
served with grass or water. She was lowing, He was
sorry to see her in that condition. Then he recollected the
past. When Madina was only six, she used to visit the
houses of her neighbours but always with Alal. For a
moment she would not part with him. In the menth of April,
her mother let the bird Bulbul fly up to the sky and she ran
to Alal and asked him to help her to catch it. When the
bird was caught, they put it in the cage and reared it with care.

He saw the empty cage. It lay uncared for in the
compound and the pet bird of their childhood piteously
moated from the house-top. He said to the bird, “Why is
it, dear bird, that your eyes look red? Is it for Madina that
you have wepl? Alss, will you tell me, dear bird, where she
has gone ! "

Last May, they had both planted young mango plants,
He and Madina used to water them every day. There were
the plants eaten up by cattle. Surely no one had taken eare
of them,

Their pet cat mewed in the house and the cows lowed in
the shed. *They are all here but whers is she—the joy of
my eyes? "

No one seemed to be in the house. Over the straw-ronf
of that lonely cot, the ravens croaked * kd—pgd "






The Weeping Willow of the Graveyard

g

“ The boy covered his aves with one hand and with the

other pointed to the grave,”

Dewawa Meadina, p- 311
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He called Madina aloud. No one was there to give him
any response, Then he searched for her on all sides,

When Suraj Jamal, who lay in a corner of the house,
half-dead with grief, heard his father’s voice, he came ouf and
saw him. Dulal asked him, * Where is Madina? " The boy
covered his eyes with one hand and with the ot her pointed to
the grave. Then the child sat down helplessly on the hare
earth and began to cry for his mother,

Dulal went near the grave and Iny prostrate on it. He
sohbed out, “Oh my God, what & judgment has fallen on me ?
I have killed my wife myselfl. My place should he in
the worst of hells, Here in this world there is no place
for me."”

“Oh my Madina, dearer than life, arise nud speak to me,
I will not give pain to your heart any more. 1f I eould get
you back, my darling, T would treasure you io my bosom and
for & moment never leave you. Arise and speak fo me. It
you will not, take me to where you have gone. 1 am now put
to great shame for having done this foulest deed. Leave this
grave and return to me. How can I live in this world without
you? If you will not be kind to me nor love me as you nsed
to do—still take me to you. Isit not true that you could
not live parted from me for a moment ! Now I beseech you,
give me & pluce at your feet. I cannot bear my great sorrow.
I am guilty in your eyes, it is true, but how can you forget
your own Suraj? He cries for you day nnd unight. He is
wasted for want of food.”

He turned s Fakir and wept day and night in great
sorrow. Tt seems as il the ribs of my beart had been taken
away. ‘These fine trees that adorn the earth, and the stars of
the sky look dark as dark night to my eyes. 'The river hns run
dry. The stone has melled. Ol! where shall I find her
again 7 where shall 1go? 1 am not going back to the city
of Banischong. This earth is sacred lo me. Here shall 1
stay the rest of my life on this grave of Madina.
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“Oh ye men, tell my brother Alal who is dear to me as
life that the unfortunate Dulal will not return home, I was a
Fakir in my early years and 1 shall turn & Fakir again. My
heart has been rent in twain for Madina.

“If T had not written that letter of divorce nor
married again, she would not have left me! [ committed a
perfidious act for the sake of Dewanship, For the dust of this
earth I have given upa true diamond.

* From infancy she had been my darling, She would turn
mad if for a moment she did not see me. For twelve years
we lived together, Now this world is a hell to me without
her."

So did Dulal lament over his lot,  He built a small straw-
house over the grave of Madina and lived like a Fakir there,
He left his Dawanship and became an ascetic. He did not
return to Baniachong, Now, my friends, take heed, the last
of all is the grave.

Stone melted at the sorrows of Dulal, Jdldl Gdin, the
inger sings this tragic song.

LL  1-124,



GEOGRAPHICAL NOTES

Regarding the places mentioned in the Ballads and those
connected with their Singers (See Map).

Arufia ] In tii Sub-divizon of Kishorganj,
ihe tiver Rulsdair 10 miles to the
South of Jalwngirpor, (Malua podd):
Tha native village of Hivadbor,—Iather
of Malua.
7 wils 10 the northewest of Kendus
(8o Prefaoe to Malan, p. 36}

Ashujia the oabive village of the singer Shibu Gayen. & miles 1o thn
north of Kendun

Haghrar Hawor ... . 1o the Subediviion of Netrokona,
Uewan Bhaboa (Preface, po 145}
Teaditionally known to be s rent-free
gift to Baghra by Lhe Dewan Shahebs,

Hamungnon = .. Iu Susang. South of the Garo-hills.
{Ses Preface to Mahiua, p. iii.)
Bamsnkandi, Badifie Digls, Ulus-  Enst of Talar Haor in the Netrakons
kaudi and Thakurbadir Lbitd. Sub-diviston. The three last were
the wards of the village of Baman-
kandi (Mahus, pp. 2, 4, 0). The
village of Bamankandi has dimppeared
with its warde. Bat there are still
mounds of earth traditionally known
by these names.

Baskha: i) ... In the Subdivision of Kishorganj,
probably written as Bangshai in the
text by the mistske of the seribe;, near
the river Sutis (Malua, Bengali text,
po 92) 5 or 6 milee from Arulia
There i= an old lawela rond leadiog
from Baskhai to Amulia the vstive
village of Chand Bived.
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Basali the native village of

Biprabargs or Bipragram
Boragaon = -
n&'lp‘.l-l ] )
Dhalaikona dif

Dhola 4!

Galdchipa the native village of
Haluaghut

Ingus, Katar, Gopal Nagar
Jabangirpur

Jahangirpus, the native villuge ol

Jalinr Maor

Jigatola the native village of

the singer Abdul Guyen.
the poet Kanka (Lila and Kavka
pe 218}, See Kanka's Vidyasunder,

Naruyan Del, one of the enrliest writer
uf the Manusa-enlt.

Kensram's unele, (Kiuamm, p. 170).

In the Sab-division of Kishorganj, 18
miles to the porth-east of the Hesd-
juartery,

See. Priface o Malua (p. 30) and
Introduetion (p. xeiv).

I Nelrokona, 12 miles to the norih of
Jahangirpur,—the marsh to which the
Dewan was lad by Malua.

of Abdul Gayen, author of the hallad
Monhar Khan Dewan in the Sub.
division of Kishorganj, 1} miles to the
wes! of Head-quurters.

In the Sadar Sub-division, Mymensing.
Frobably the ustive place of Mauik
Chakiadse of " Kamall® {See [ulm,,
Joxie.)

Bee Prefacw to - Mali
Introdnotion (p. zend),

i the Sab:division of Notrkoin alioul
42 wriles to the sonthasiat oF (Lo el
amrlors.  { Mulua il Y
Duwan Jahusgir.

{fh ) amd

The tovw o

Hirawan Myl

Ve f—inger: i
f\rlrnhum

In Kuhorgan), Hore [Dwifu Bzl
wai atlackel Ly Kenamam (Kensram
Canto IV, 1. )

Jugir Gayen, u siiger of the ballads.
There are two villnges of this A,
ate B milos to the xouth of Nolrokops

anil another 92 miles to its north in
Susang.
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Kajal Kanda ..

Kalika the vative village of

Kavi Chanidmpur 1t e

Mashoa ! e
Pulamsn # P
Panch Pirer hhila

Patwaire or Patunr

Pll.hh'l'l'l'iﬂ_ W

Raglionathpur anid Halioa

Rangehapnr

River Kangsn

Tiver Dhann

Probably same as the village KAjla on
the Dhanu. (See Dewnna Madina,
e WO,

the singer Bipin Uayen, a Kayoatha,
about 30 miles to the north of the
town of Mymensing.

Azim Gayen, a singee of Lhe ballads.
Nenr Kemlun.

Ramsaikar Dliopse {waelherman j—singer,
[tis in the Sub-division of Kithorganj.

Pisani Bewa, ‘a singer of the ballads
Mear Jahangirpie (See Preface to
Malns, g4,

Near Bipmbargs, The place where
the Pir had built s mowque. (Kanka
and Lila, po 2100

In the Sub-division of Kishorganj about
12 milee to the west of the Head-
juatters—the native village of Duwija

Hangshi mod Chandeisali,

1w Patnt (bostman), [1 i in phe
Spb-diviion of Nitrokana

Ses Prefuce to Kamala, po 100 and
Entraduetion, p. sex,

Mentione? in “ Hliglna Sandari™ {in
Perg, Khalinfurs, in Ahe Sibodivision
of Kishorgzani).

Quuth  of  the Garo<hifle.  {Malwa
po 14) Naderohanid wnd Mahus  met
ench wther on the basks of this rivey
after their lokg jpasation,

In the Sub-divisions of Neteakons awl
Kishorgan] ( Peng. Khaliajur)a branch
of the Meghna. (Dewana Madins
pe 301
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River Phuleshivar

River Raji or Rajeshwari

Sachail the uative village of
Sanchail i

Thakurkonn il

T

Near Patoar (See Preface to Kenamm,
p. 163). The river mto which Kenn-
ram threw all s wealth,

Near Kendo in Netrokona—on  ths
banks of which the dead body of Lila
was cremated.

of Bipin Gayen, in Kishorganj,

Raban Gayen in Kishorganj, 16 miles
to the north of Kishorganj.

the postess Suois Gayen. In the Sub-
division of Netrokona.
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