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GENERAL INTRODUCTION,
1. Bexcati—A Foru or PRagRIT.

The Bengali writers of old knew our language to be &
form of Prakrit. The name * Banga-bhinsa * (Bengali Lan-
guage) by which we call it now was unknown in this country
a century sgo. The old writers called it ' Prokrit.' Ihave
given numerous examples of this from old Bengali poems in
my work Bangabhasa-0-Sahityn (p. 28, 5th edition). Such
instances may be easily multiplied.

Latterly Bengali was greatly Sanskritised, und this refined
Bengali was called by some writers of the 19th century
* Goudiys Sedbu Bhasha,' Tt s a dignified name which
the fiterate people gave to their language in order to sbiow
thit they bad Sanskritized iv, Dot this eprthet was not
necepied by the masses

With the ndvent of the English the language of Hengal
began to be called * Bangn Bhasa * or the Bengali lavgunge,
—an appellation which has now been universally adopted.

From the 15th to the 18th century there woe i regular
craze nmong the classical writers of Bengal for effecting »
Sanskritisation of our dinleet. There was, lowever,
no fised standard of Bengali orthography up to the
18th  century, BEven the Sanskrit Pandits, who o0
serupulousty observed the rules of spelling of Sanskrit
words while writing Sanskrit, did not consider it worlli
their while to follow any such capon when they wrote
Bengali. While copying a Bengah book even scholarly
writers were not ot all particular nbout spelling. The samo

A



A EASTERN BENGAL BALLADE

word was spalt in diferent wave by o wilter i the pages
of & manuseript copied by bim,  No lsorimination was
observed in the wie of %, %, %, ®, 1, und 2, 3. The Sanskrit
words were in vourse of tHwie so liegely fmported into
Bengali that some ol the metrioal verses in  differont
Sanskritie metros written fn Rengali’ Uy our pocts, i anly
written in Devansgel choraoters, might he ensily tuken for
Banskrly verses, by the DPandits of Poong ok Kashmir tin-
acquainted with Bengali.® But the  spelling  continued
to be corruph in written literntire for o long time,

From the beginning of the ISth centuey the Bangali
writers began to observee the incongruity of theie action  wnd
trivl to pemove suoli Freake anil caprives in e spelling of
wondi.  The corvection of Bengali worda on the lines of
Sagskril commenced from that perioll,  Grammar began
to be written i our languuge on the model of Sanskrit
gromeoiir i which U il of Mugdhabodli aml Panini
were Inid down for the goidinee of Bengali writers,  The
genius of the two lingunyes, Lowever, ae s divergent
as bwo poles.  Saallattempts Lo wuddle. oue linguage by
Sanskntic  enoous proved fatile. Bloratelhanden §n the
18th eentury Bntrodueed Sanakeit worls Amd  mictres in
Bengali more than any otler Beagali poct and  wnooeeded
in - giving to Bengadi o foon almest a5 dignified amd slatoly
a8 Sanekrit, so Uit oven intho oyes of the puariats Dengnli
ceasel] o be n cantemiptille putais' that 80 Bail bisn prioe
to the aidvent of thal gifted poct.

Thore was a e when the ortliodox  Olidstian  wrilars
B trield by all thele air-splitting and subitle ingennity 1o
prove that ofb the fapgumses of e world were dvrvel Trom
Hobeow in whieh Gold lad delivered His es=nge in the

1 For tmbsate read the fillaming Tongads hymn e mog I arutiheaden —
Ymu foiw wre peaEer gugigy Res =y e, fasrmee
T W
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Bible,  Equally vt was the attewipt of the Sanakrit
I'midite of the age following that of a Bhamtehandra to
prove that Bengali was devived [rom Sauskrit. Whon the
blnck paint i= wished off from the face of an Huglish
player of Othello on the stage, lus veal colour ig revenled
which 1= smnetimes ns white as that of Desdemona.  Even
so ol e mnsk of artificial orthography and top many
Suuekrit words, borrowed to culbellish onr lnnguages in the
comparatively modern age, we thirown off, our langunge will
sppear inits natural colovr god =low itself to be not 4 whit
more digmified than any of the various loose Prakrits of
Bastern India,

The ballads have, bexond all shadow of doabt, clearly
showi thiat Bengali s a Torvs of Deakeit; as the Bengnh writers
themselves designatod this dialeet theee or four centuries ago.
Whether its origin is to be teaced to Ardln Magadhi, to
aisachi or, a2 late Dr. Anderson lield, to Tibeto-Burman, is
a eonteoversial point of which this is not the proper place to
atlempt a golution.  But wash off the Sanskritic  peint
from-its orthography aud pronoance each word ps the rural
people do i the conntraside, it will thin be apparent that
Rengali is not at all o dangliter of Sanskrit s Mandits
Rrmgati Xyayaratna and Loliaram Siroratna bad supposed—
o view recently shared by Mr, Srinath Sen, Pandit Sarat
Clundra Sastei and other representatives of the old school.

Curiopzly thongh we have adopled vow the Sanskrit
orthograpliy in oll forms of written Bengali, the spoken
dinlect #till adheres to Drakrif, 1 shall presently give a
list of some of the words from the Eastern DBengal Dallads
tuken down [rom the lips of the singers at random which
will show the words of our language in their nnassumingly
natural Penkrit form,

The purist may purse his brows and sneer at our langu-
age when presented in this nude shape but still this is the
teal form of Bengali current in the country, and
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though the decent people may take objection, T for myself
do not feel any hesitancy whatever in declaring that I
prefer this rural form of our language to the artificial Sans-
kritic shape in which we find our written literature at the
present day, 1 am not ashamed to avow my liking for
the spoken form of Bengali, though it is so remote from
its written diction, for the simple reason that I find in it
the very words which I beard in my childhood from my
parents, kith and kin and which still possess their great
appeal—as I hear them all around—when I return to my
village home.

The Ballads bring to me a lively message from my dear
motherland and howsoever greatly I may admire Sanskrit
and its wonderful lexicon, the Bengali classics pervaded
with Sanskritic importations can by no means be so
near and dear to my heart as this direct gift from our rural
home.

The list given below is by mo means exhaustive or
complete but if is surely an index to the sort of language
that has contributed to the characteristic simplicity and
charm of the Ballads. We are, however, so greatly acous-
tomed to the arfificial form in our written literature (hat
the natural form may strike some of the readers with a
feeling of surprise even verging on disgust, but I need not
be apologetic for this reason.

List of words found in the ballads and their

Sanskritic forms.
FF My T #FE myE e wE
by ¢ feg = =ty
e ™ mferdl  efece®
L1 L oF R am
oA fa Rl aw
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mys WPT 4 wE =3 TIPS wWAELY
fEm Sam *u h ]
e s, e Byz By
it EL] fafa =

oifa wtdy =iza T
frafich afisn catay CABTH
L] Ll esgfEw FrEifm
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L e ] EAH L1 ] 7

2. Tur Xew Hixouviss,

It is well known that we owe this Sanskritisation of
our lnnguage to the Bealiwins of Kannuj wlio broughit with
thems the earliest message of new Hinduizm to Dengal,
hitherto ridden Ly Buddlbistic religion which dissenu-
nited it enlture among<l  the masses mainky in Pali and
Prakrit in Bastern Indin.  The Sen Rajag were the great
climmpions of the Bralmanie Renaissance so in those places
whiere the Sen Dynasty had established their firm role the
privstly religion  known ns Bralmanism  Deenwe firmly
plnted

This Brahmanism was quite different from  1he earlier
torm of Hinduisw whicl bad fourished in the country in the
palmy daxs of Hindy power

The Hindus and the Biddhists of ancient times were great
navigntors. Thelrnaval netivities throngheut the world in an-
cient doye are [nels admitted, snd enlogised, unanimeusly by
yehiolurs. Side by side with the glories of the Boro Hodro lem-
ples of Java showing Budilbistic netivities ahine the splendid
relies of the tamples and of the Hindu colony in Pralmba-
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namin Bali, But the priestly religion which speang up on the
geave of old Hinduism forbade sea-voyaze. The old Hindu
customs favoured “Svayambara ' or clection of bridegrooms
by the givls themselves, but the new Brahmanism enacted
that the girls should have no voice in matrimony ut be
abisolutely guided by the will of guardians.  In ancient days
Subitri was ordered by her Inther to take an excursion in
his royal chariot all round the neighbouring countries
to find out a proper muate for her, and Damayanii,
Sakantaln and Rukmini wrote letters conveying 1o the
bridegrooms they had elected, the messages of their devoted
love, Such courses were forbidden in the new Hindu
community.

The age of marriageahle girls was not limited in the
palmy days of ancient Hinduism. Even Gaari of Kalidas:
who passed through penanced and uusterities wishing Siva
1o bie hee lord was already n grown-op lady on whose lips,
beautifol as the * Bimba [ruit," Siva east his gaze and lost
for o moment all control over himself. This necount of
Kalilas gives lie to the traditions] belief that the ecustom of
child marringe owes its origin to the union of Sivaand
Durgs. The word * Gauri-dan * therefore is meamingless
in the face of Kalidus's aceount of Gauri—a Indy in the
fall bloom of yonth. The new Hinduism solemnly kid it
down that the proper age of n girl’s marriage is seven,
In the mglth year also her marriage s held propitions and
at ber ninth and lenth vears it may be ndmssible with an
apology, but if the girl passes ber tenth year nnd the
parents have fuiled Lo give Der in marciage, all ber ancestors
up to the 1ith generation, according to the Jurisprodence
of the Brahmanic revivalists, would be doomed to hell.

It s also well-known that in ancient times there was
po stringency of caste-rules in marriage. There are
innumerable instances of intermarriage between different
castes. The costom of ‘SBvayamvara’ end the conditiona
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required to be [fulfilled by the suitor of a girl's hands in
certain cases did not impose any restriction from the view-
point of easte. There was o gencral invitation toall people
to try in the feld of competition on such occasions.

There are many such important points which show a
striking difference between the ancient Hinduism and the
modern. One would wonder how the Hindus who glory in
their Vedic religion, which is characterised by a broadness
of sympathy for all—and particularly for the fair sex, counld
become 20 narrow and apathetic to human misery as they
have grown now, and still maintain that they are the
lollowers of the creed of the ancient Rishis.

The distinguishing feature of modern Hinduism is the
monopoly of all power by the Dralmins, The Purans, or
more correctly a great part of their later interpolations,
have the distinet mission of promulgating the indisputable
Brahmanic authority. The general belief is that the Brah-
min's benedictions produce all earthly good fortunes and his
curses cause all imaginable mischicls. Why was the disc of
moon blemished with dark spots ? It is due to & Brahmin's
curse, Why is the water of oceans saline ?  The reply ogain
is Brahmin's curse. What mark is there on the breast of
the great God Vishnu? That of footprints of a kick by an
angry Brahmin, Why was tho great dynasty of Rakshasas
killed in Lanka? Why was the heaven of Indra deprived
of the grace of the Goddess of Fortune? Why was the
great elan of Jadus extirpated from the earth? The answer
of all these is Brahmanic curse. In fact in the Pauranic
works and in the Beogali classics permeated by Brahma.
nic influence everything that is good is declared to be the
result of Brahmanic blessing and all misfortunes ascribed
to Brahmanic ire, to which gods and men stand equally
exposed. One would come across an encyclopmdic mass
of legends and tales invented to glorify the Brahmins in
the Bengali Mahabharata compiled by Kasidas,

B
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In facl when the political domination of the Hindus of
Bengal passed away to the hands of the Turks, the Brahs
mins reorganised Hindu society hy spreading all incredible
tales and logends nmongst the masses indicative of their
divine commission {0 rule and guide the society. They
were colled: Bhudev—gods: on the carth; and the . vast
Hindu community stood nas one man paying their tribute
of worship to the, Brahmin. No political or aulogratic
power could have such sovereignty over the populace as
the Brohmins in' Hindu India. People shook in all their,
limbs if they offendedia Brahmin fearing lest ihﬁ]l’ wu-uld be
overtaken by Brahmanic eurse.

Biit ‘wliat - the 'new Brahminism taught was not all
evil. 'This ' Brohmanie rule lias a bright and redeeming side
which justly Eeservts praise, but this would lead'to a’ lnpm
with which our ballad litérature is not st ali concerned..

"I have said that {he new Braliminism penetrated into
the interior of Bengal with the spread of the power of the
Sen D]'nusl) —the great patrons of the Brahmins, " Thowe
couniries wiuch Jay beyond the pale of the pul‘hml juris<
ﬂmhnn of ihri Senﬁ rétnlned thieir belie! *in “Anidient
Hinduism. which in 8 [irﬁ‘rmhs age lidd been” mnsidtubly
mﬂu-ced b}* Buﬂﬂ"tnahc lﬂ-lzuu

il ' Thaﬂuh‘ada. i "'-..I|'L-I|

IS !:“-.---1.1

./ The:ballads..are . thwﬁr Iﬂund in. Uwﬁ& ﬁiimﬂql,a;
Bengal  shiclx. the  Sen. dynasty, could. not conguer,—in,
Sylbet, Chiktagong, mwplfnmmmnmgh I Jo Myswn
¢/ Dherk are mndodbted: proofs- that at one:time the whivle
ﬂw:qrh'{:ﬂmdd mbj,nhﬂnﬁhm‘i'hemhiet
of | thecsongh were the entbrprising -adventures iof .great,
prinees and the:devoliop’ ob!ilovers. | New Hinduismy.Nows
ever, ordained t:t no eecular thiog shonld be the sgbject.
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of writing. Men's deeds should not be extolled, however
great these men might be. Sexual romatice was forbidden
in‘society and literature. The literature of Bengali Hindus
under the sway of 'Brahminism mainly consisted of trane
slations from Purans and Epics. In our Caloutta Uni-
versity Library out of about ten thousand old manuscripts,
ot least six thousand are translations with additions of some
indigenous stories or something of Brahminic propagania.
The poets did ‘not stress action, Lut emphatically praised
devotion. Vaishnavism, it must be said, was the revalfing
child of this Brahminic revival. Tt upset the social founda-
tion of the Hindus by rejecting caste and disseminating
cultnre amongst the mnsses.  But inspite of this 1efractory
character of Vaishnavism it developed that devotion to God
which was' the' gift of the Brahminic Renaissance and
in ‘many respects’ held it view in' common with new
Brahminiem. But for Vaishnavism the spirit of Rensis-
sance ‘woull never have' entered’ deep into the lower
stratitm'of the gociety ; the Brahmins positively disliked
that their spiritial messajge should be conveyed to the lower
castes. - They have composed several Sanskrit verses, con-
demning ' the work of Bengali translations 'of ‘the Epics
and Purans.

In the Brahminic districts of Bengal the ballads, as they
deal ‘with human action and sexual love] were ousted and
in their ‘plice 'we have a' galaxy of Kirtsn songe, and of
Kuthakatas nnd’ dissemination of the texts' of Purans
minly - promiulgated by the efforts of 'the Vaishnavae.
Buf'one'who would ‘make ' scrotinising search ifi’ these
districts also, might yet find scraps of ancient ballads here
and there, showing thas at one time the ballads had flouriahed
there as .in other parts of Bengal. There are many
references “in ‘copper-plate inscriptiona’ of the Seps and
Pals which prove the existence at one time of an
extensive literature of ballads throughout Bengal. The
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ballad-literature was systematically discouraged even by
Vaishnavas.! It essentially belonged tothe masses and dealt
with eecular topics ns we have already said. Not to say of
the Rennissance-Brahming, even the Vaishnavas had laid
it down that all culture should be spiritual, What are after
all these topics of human deeds worth? The glory achieved
by the mightiest had not in their eyes the value of a
particle of dust of the feet of a devotee. What is the worth
of all this literature of sexunl romance ? This so-called
love is only sn infatustion and is & mere vanity and
illugion, It gives exsggerated value to the hankerings of
our mortal body of dust and elay. Spiritual love is the
only thing to be sought.

These views of the Renaissance-Brahmins shared slso
by the Vaishnavas came as a great scourge on the old popu-
lar culture, and ballad-singing stood condemned and gradu-
ally dwindled into insignificance—making way for those
songs which extolled devotion, praised devotees like Prahlad
or Dhruvae or deified mortals like Ram and Krishns and
the great hieroes of the epics claiming their descent from
Gods. In those parts of Bengal which became the strong-
hold of these ideas the ballad-literature became gradually
extinet, so we do not expect any striking discovery from
Western Bengal in this field,

The Sens could not penctrate into the back-woods of
Eastern Bengal where the Hinduism of the old school
flourished for a long time, These places adhered to the old
custom of giving edueation by folklore and ballads, Mymen-
singl—especially the eastern part of the district—suocess-
fully combated the Imperial march of the Sens. Ballal Sen's
enemies found shelter in that hilly region.” The Hajangs,

| There i an angrecious refecence bo the Bengell Ballads in (he Chaitanya
Bhagabat, by Beindabon Das, & dercot Vaishusva writer of the 16tk century,

1 There wre numerons avidecoes to prove this peint.  Ste Geoers! Iniroduction
to B, B, allads, Vol. I, Part I,
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the Kirats, the Rajbansis and the Chakmas established
their power after the fall of the great Gupta Empire in
good many localities near the Garo hills, and held sovereign-
ty for a long time, successfully resisting the Benz by
guerilla warfare.

The banks of the Kansa, the Bhairab, the Dhanu, the
Bomeswari and the Brahmaputra were the places where
the Aryamsed hill-tribes had adopted the essence of Shaiva
religion influenced by Buddhist creed and attained a high
level of culjure to which the ballads and folklore prevalent
in that country will supply a strong testimony. The politieal
supremacy of these lands passed direct from the hands of the
hill-tribes to those of the Turks, so that the new Brahminism
favoured by the Sen Rajas could not lay its hold upon them.
The jurisprudence of Raghunandan had novoice in the lands
of Hajangs and Garos,

In regions domineered by new Brahminism the Chatto-
padhyayas, the Bandyopadhysyas, the Mukhopadbyayas and
the Gangopadhyayas became the kuling amongst the
Brahmins. They had obliterated their old family surnames of
Dhar, Kar, Das, ete., in order to show that their origin was
divine and that they had nothing to do with the people of
other castes. The titles which they created became their
absolute monopoly which no other caste was- privileged to
adopt. These titles, I need Lardly say, are more or less of
recent origin, being taken from the names of gpecial
localities. The Gangulys were the descendants of those
Kanouj-Brahmins who had settled on the banks of the river
Gangur. The Mukhutis and the Chattatis were elevated to
Mukhopadhyayas and Chattopadbyayas and Bandaghatis to
Bandyopadhyayas.

In the Eastern districts of Mymensingh the Chakrabar-
tys are still the kuling amongst Brahmins, The Ghoshes,
Basus, Gubas and Mitras, the modern nobility among the
Kayunsthas, were not heard of there until recently, and the
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Dattas occupied the highest statis in society. Thus it will
be seen that in those remote, eastern ports the old order still
prevailed though at the present day the  western influence is
graduslly penetrating into these woody lands. 1 0

The Pathans and other people obtained the, posaemm of
these places, as I have said, not from the Sens but from I.ha
hill-tribes direct.  Someswar Singh, & Brahmin genersl of
upcountry, ousted one Vaisys Garo from  Durgapur, and
oceupied. (he place in 1280 A, D.  Near Sherpur (here was
an independent chief named Dilip Spmanta.  He lad 8
fort near by called Gar Jaripa.  (The word Jarip being an
incorrect formof Dilip,) Majlis. Humayun, & general of
Feroj Shas, killed this Dilip Samanta in 1491 and oconpied his
kingdom. Dilip Samanta was a Koch, and the Koch tribe had
spread up to Savar, in the north of Dacea where Dhimanta
8en, son of Bhim Sen, a relation of Ballal, defeated them in
the 12th century. Isha Khan, one of the twelyve sub-lords of
Bengal, occupied Jangalbari in Kishoregunj (Mymensingh)
by, a sudden atiack on Lakshman Hazes of the Rajbansi
tribe in 1580. In the same way Bokainagore, Hadnnpu.r,
Kaliajuri, and other places of the district; where | the
Aryanised hill-men reigned as independent chiefs passed to
the bands of the Pathans in the 13th and 14th, centuries,

It is for this reason that  the ~xich ha]lnd~b1§ﬂ‘n.turn
published by the University bas haan mainly found from
these remote eastern localities. Tha message they bear is
umquu—dmunct from the culture u[ thuBuhmmn Ban.m-
sance., The western districts of Bengal, as I have said,
tohﬂjf drove the ballads away. They have hae_u for long
centuries safe in these eastern strongholds, and this mode, of
popular education by folk-Jiterature has continued in these
eastern ntmngimld—-—remnta from the influence of the, new
Brahmins.

The female nhamciem of the hulhul lltarnhm bear a
striking affinity with those of the standard Sanskrit wﬁ
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of the Gupts pevios. | 'Botie uf the harbimse of the balinde
ure, like, 50 many Sakuntalas. and) [irbasis. . They. choose
ﬂhﬁunwn In,l'di without waiting for the permission of the
parents.; The pre-puptial love is romantic jin each case, the
fair ones breathing an air of perfect freedom in thematter of
the election of their bridegrooms. It is strange thst even the
iJlikerate poetaof these rural districts are found quite familiar
with,, the. gpirit .of khe wordif swoynmbora,’ which in their
local distriots they name® Ielicha bar. ' The time bad of
course long gone by wlien a Hindn king wounld proelaim the
suwayambars of his danghiter inviting the _prinees of the
surrgunding  countries o cote nnid pasticipate in the come
pefition. . Such a course in those days when the  Hindu had
m.ﬁhﬁrmli&cﬂ supremacy would be more-or. less franght
with danger., Portuguese and Magh pirates| and. sometimes
young members of Mabomedan aristocracy would get an
opportunity to come and forcibly seize the beouliful girls,
but stilly so far as it wns consistept with:safoty, & free
scape, was given  to; the  girla: for,chopsing their: ‘mntes
and | the society  had mt ahut - iis . portils &gllmt mual
IOmANCE, : 1n movol vild orsi

 Women:. nﬁ&n shmml .dnnted ld'mnermtwhen lheu
Mﬂiﬁ..ﬂﬂ guardians opposed ;them. A npouniry poet
gings that shere are a hundred and oneisweet. things in
the .world, (but (nothing is so sweet to a wotnan 88 when
shw gets for ber busband one whom: she' loves. » The unecle
pf.:Sonai, [Bhatukram, had arrdngéd her marrisge with'a
Matomedan nutoorat, but the girk wrote s 'letier ito . her
lover nsking . him to carry her off. | Bhelua when she came
to kuow that her father wsy nobinclined to give ber in
marriage: to her lover, on!the ground of . his/ inferios
sogial slatus, lefk her fatheér's pdlace, and fléd wway with
tho lover: Suchinstances may  be-ebsily multiplied. Old
Bengali litarature breathing the air of - priestly renaisssnce
ig. o -rigid feld in. which we. seldom come across such
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love-romances. The ballads reveal an astonishing freedom in
our women to which the modern Hindus are not accustomed,

The age-restriction is nowhers in this romantic litera-
ture, Since all the heroines first fall in love and then
marry, it is natural to suppose that all of them should have
passed that stage where the present society would commit
them to the absolute care of their guardians in matrimonial
matters, rendering them into the veiled toys of the inner
apartments when mere children, Sometimes we find a girl
attaining her 21st year before her marringe and still there
is no hurry about her fell by ber guardians, In one ballad a
very sober and simple Brahmin girl of orthodox community
offers her heart to n lover in private. This man plays
perfidiously with her. The father is shocked at the conduet
of the young man and asks his daughter to make a choice
from amongst her numerous other suitors, but the girl
refuses to marry and prefers o life of celibacy. Such conduct
in 8 Brahmin girl could not be permitted in the present
Hindu society. The society deseribed in these ballads is
free ns sky, where the lovers sing their love-songs like larks.
Bhelus,—the daughter of a rich merchant—absconds with
her lover but is foreibly parted from him by a tyrant who
fakes & fancy for her, She remains in the bnrem of the
wicked Abu Raja for days and months much like Sita in the
Asoka Garden. Thence she flees to the palace of a Friend
of her mate, but this friend proves a traitor and conspires
to kill him. For nearly a year during which sghe passed her
days in the utmost anguish of heart, she is carried off and
on from place to place like a prize or a precious booty,
peying the inevitable penalty of beauty. But it is curious
that after all these vicissitudes of her fortune she is not only
cordially admitied to ber father's home, but even the father
of her lover agrees to socept her as his davghter-in-
law. The couple is married with great eclat on the sea,
Instances of such toleration and forgiveness we seldom
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find in Hindu literature of the Rennissance It may be
the case that this ballad was (o a certain extent tainted by
Tibeto-Burman influence, for in the Hindu society of remote
Eastern parts of Bengal there is surely n Mongolian element
of lemale freedom in the nir. The conduct of Bhelos, it
must be said, is all through nnexceptionable and without
blemish, thongh not quite consistent with the ideal of
Brahmanie purity.

The caste seldom proves o bar to the union of lovers. In
some ballads a king gives a general permission to the
prince—his son, to marry any woman whatever might
be her status in society (vide Mukut Roy, p. 93). I
believe before the rigorous priestly element woz introduced,
there hind been many cases of ' Pratilom * marriage, now
candemmed by the Hindu society. In some paris of Hindus-
than even now a Hindu Raja may take n Moslem wife
bllocating a separate harem for bher where she may
follow her own religious practices. The sloka ' ey
gemef ' was at one time po dead letter, but actually
the sinlwarts of sociely were privileged to marry from
any caste. From nll these evidences we conclude without
any hesitancy that throughout this wvast literature of
ballads in Bengal there is absolutely no preponderance of
the modern Brahmanic ideas. Everything described is
fresh, lively and vivifying.

The new jurisprudence of the Hindus forbidding seu-
voyage had no hold on the people of Mymensinzh and
Chittagong for a long time.. Beautiful and interesting
are the nccounts of the ships sailing towards distant
countries and of their return home Iladen with cargo.
When a merchant eamie back to his pative shore with
rich merchandise, it was the ladies who had to accord him
welcome first of all at the landing ghat. They ndorned
the prows of ihe ships with vermilion, and made offering
of tufts of grass and grain,—observing other religions

C
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ntﬂ before tha unrgn was lnntlud aﬂhure In this matter
the: accounts given sl our ballad<postry offers a striking
dontrast | with »those 'of soa-voysgdes described by Kali-
Kankan, - Bijnyeupta; | Kshemannoda; - Ketakadas and other
Benaissance-poeid. They: have  given  inoredible  legends
‘about, the ancient sea-voyages with a free play of theit un-
s reglrained imagination, which sometitnes read like Arnbian
‘Nights tales. ' Kabi Kankan whilg deseribiing the perilous
condition of the eailors in o stormy sea directs his ill-sensaned
bhumour #i the East Bengal pilots.  Soch | passages iy be
praised ne powerful satire but they do not /give me any idea
of | hife in thesen.  Iw the ballads we have many animated
descriptions of storm® in wvast waters,; The  borrors -of
the sea in commotion when the large waves ride like lill-
tops rending the very bosom of the vost wuters and touching
the sly,—the sails and the ropes léing sampped off by
violent guits of - wind; and the cedw appearing. help
less and small like pyguies antbau dreadiul commotion
of = nniure,— the hewildered pilot disabled from  sieering
the course ofithe ship or: controlling the  helm 'and-the
@reat whirlpools below looking like dreadiu] meonsters - with
gaping moiths—all these are porttayed in stch a:life-like
colonr. thai' we seem o be ' in . the midst of the sen par-
ticipsating in the gamul pmia md desperate struggle of the
Yoyagers. Thil[i 6 iy F  prrkleim sil)
Such ﬂmmpumx are ver;r mr:d in ‘the ballnds re-
covered from  Chittagong seasside.. In th-:bgl!nﬂ of Nasar
Malum the figores of the Harmads—the Portugtese and
Burmese pirstes—have been presented with their pioturesque
dress, bent on artucking merchant-vessels and  plundering
the booty. They were men of short stature with coats
of scarlet colour, thats and skripped turbans, and their leadir
bad always o telescope in hisi hand. They ecommitted
inhuman atrocities on the eaptives whom  they killed,
mutilsted orsold in the soutbern gountries, The dutids
. : . :
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of a Muiut'l;t}"h'fﬁtr'hiat.ntiﬂ are clearly defined, He was
generallyan axpert -not only in nivigation ot in draw-
ing  ehoets of the seb. He kept with lim birds of | a
particular gpecics wiiiel possessed an instinetive knowledge
af tlwesea s whire waters, werel shallow these) birds would
indienta the: danger-zone by their shrieks. Do not know
- tlus;poart of the necount is 00 mere logend.  The Malum
knew | from. ebservation of the  sky. the vorying condi-
tiong of - Whe weather nnd  eould take: precavtion when
he anticipated . danger. . Tamoss  Gazi's| account of his
voyage is wvery  inleresting. He: finds: women in a
populous. city’ doing  marketing, ploughing -and . many
gagh functions, while men perform the duties. of kitchen.
This: evidently, refess tp Burmese swomen. The shores
hie 1 describes are! occasionally enlivened , with small - hilly
ranges wliere the deer and bnifalo) groze  freely and drink
from /small fountains' and narrow woler-courses. The
merchant is unfamiliar with coconnot, trees, iso .he
wonders at the tall trees bearing cups ol waler at the
top. In the Bay they generally fraded in" dry: fish. Many
pre the :lcncnqnq_m where the sen water entering the
slnlp in storm dmm!;bd th'é dry fishés producing’ a bad
nduur. x_ﬂuch mﬁfm] the Villtires and oi_her 'bi’rﬂanf preir
Bo 1 in {ire shy fo" Wogp “down nnd

ulT Iu (e ‘Builad of Bholu the march nm:
nxpeﬂ‘hun is gmp'ucaﬂf ;]eaerilu:d Thie wnr-ﬂaet mnsmbe&
of fnurler.-n ships - Tha rmnmnts of m‘h rJI them nm
ttLl.lll[ﬂHSlI 1 r.- Irﬂnl ulup Was ln&ﬂa with ii'nrnqs
and serjphires, nq A to mlmure divine: aunutmn for . War
fn A righteons cﬂunu. The meeting of several ﬂmh
from four dumtmna, when  Bhelun's marriage | was to be
mlu.llrfnml A i,urhuh:-nl; seil, pre.snn!rml A, Huperb and
mn]t*:sttm nl:ucmnﬂr:, und thﬂ pc-at a[mm considernble, power
n delineating the gmm‘[ ceremony in which .i!.hu Raja
wu made the !m:hm nl - seerol cunuplruy of  the
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wronged heroine. We know from theso ballads that it was
the custom in some of tlie merchant families of Bengal
to perform the wedding of a betroihed couple in the deep,
One merchant says—"* Sea is my bome ™' (Vol. II, Parl I,
p. 146).  All this shows the extent of commercial activities
conducted on the sea by the people of this ancicut land where
in thel4th century or n little earlier sea-voynge was for-
bidden, Oceasionally the seenes degeribed in the sea are
picturesque. The sandy isles whare there is scarcely to be
seen any human habitation, desert-like withont any sign of
vegitation—where the crocodiles stretch their body lazily,
half in water and half in the sandy shore, batching their
eggs—are presented with the vividness of a scene enacted
before one’s eoyes. Sometimes the sailors sce hundreds
of coconnut fruits earried on the foams of the waves,

no one knowing from what island they came floating
in snel superabundance.

4. The Hinduz and Mohomedans.

We bave up to now publishied 54 ballads, OFf these at
least 15 were composed by Maliomedans. In many cases
though a ballad was composed by 0 Hindu it used to be
sung by Mahomedan minstrels. As the purists of Brahmi-
nic Rennissance gradually imposed more and more stringent
rules in regard to social morals, some of the finost of
ballads breathing o refreshing air of freedom were con-
demned os unholy, and Mahua, Kamaln, Kajal Rekha,
Bhelva and many othier balinds of great poctical beauty
and charm bore the ban of Brahminic canons and
were expelled from Hindo homes. We owe their ex-
istence to Muliomedan ‘Gayans’ who did not sel 4 pin's
fee ot the angry look of the Brahmins. The poel Jamat-
ulla, whose another narne was probably Amir, wrote the
most excellent ballad of Manikinra. We have been abls
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to recover only a part of this interesting ballad. 1fs realictio
scenes give s actual visions of Jife with all the light
and shade of a rural atmosphere. Jamat-ulla is a perfect
master of tlie poetic style. His description of the village-
quack Tinkari, of the young friends who gradunlly became
confirmed dacoits, of Vasu's love-romance and the rich repast
served in his father-in-law’s house are graphic and enlivened
by spurkling humour. The wonderful Maniktars—1ihe litroine
of the tale,—is s great figure, Wo have no space here
for analysing the unique and complex character of this
womnan, She was trained for domestic as well as for
martial Jife, and her strutsgems revealed in the incom-
plete ballad are worthy of a Machiavelli. Jamat-ulla's
close knowledge of Hindu society does him great credit.
In this be is not a whit inferior to Alwal, the antbor of
Padmabati (vide Bangavasa O Sahitya, 5th od., pp. 478-86).
He ocensionally cuts a joke at his Hindu friends but that
ia well merited and there is no sting about it. The poet
Mapsur Baysti, author of Dewnn Madina, is a prince of
rustic poets and the devoted Madina, the best of his
creations, has justly drawn admiration from Rowmain Rolland.
The ballads of Nasar Malum, Nuruoneha and Manjur Ma
composed by Mahomedan poets display remarkable literary
powers, Some of the Moslem poets whom 1 have named here
rise far above the shoulders of the average Hindu poets of
old Bengali literature. 1f our Moslem brethren still contend
that the old Bengali literature is essentiolly Hindu in its
eharacter they will be very greatly mistaken, The Bengali
Moslems liave us mueli ground to take pride in their mother-
tongue as the Hindus themselves, and if a true estimate
of merit is made by impartial eritics, I sm not sure whether
the palm would be carried by Hindus or Maliomedans, It is
due to Moslem patropage that the Bengali liternture first
olitained n footing and recognition in the socicty of the
Jearned in Bengal. In the countryside where the Fakirs and
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Mﬂnlem singers still spread théir cultore by Bcngnii auﬂga
and aphorisma, they éommand at dudience far larger than
the so-called cultured writers do in our modern literatire.
The literature of ballads, —of (he Mopaza eult and of folks
lore generally—are almost entirely in the hands of Malio-
mednms in Eastern Bengal.

But though most of these authors are devout followers
of Ielam yet iheir'heart fs not debased ' by any nareow or
ill-bred sentiments of racinl prejudice,  The poel of Muanjur
Ma puis it in the mouth of his hero that his wife was o
fniry of Bhest, u vevitable flag of heaveny, sacred as n Tulasi
leaf amd beantiful ad Dasabhuja. The Mabomedan poet of the
bullnd Nurannelin pays lis salute to the Pirs and Sninta’ as
well o to the loeal Hindu  détics—Buratnai and Srimai
in: his prologue. Another Mohomedan poet' says, ** The
Moslen nnd the Hindu are like ropes [rafn thie stme bundle)
One calle Him, Alla Rashul and the other Huri.""  Such
preliminnry verscs breatliing good will and appréeintion' tire
very common in these' ‘ballad-literature! I 'quote another
verse froni o Mafomedan jiocl which' Tivs the sae eatholic
ideh. " Ram and Ralim, Bismilly and Vishno wre the
different names of the snnd Being.™ The Mnlihmetlnn Writer
of thé billad * of Nizam Dacoit 's1ys, 1 pay my lumble
trilite of rEnpect to' Nut''Nabi dnd to Roran—the wopd
of God_.... 1 ne:qt glute’ the shrive of Vreindaban with all
its ‘nssocintions of Radlin nnd Keishia, and o {he mettiory of
Sita—the’ jewel of ‘elitste Wwomanlidod nd td Ram—4he
princy of the dyvisty ‘of Raglti.*" 'Tlhie Moslems in' the
liallads ‘are generally 'Hiost Jinid 'in ' Aheir profession of "sael
mnﬂmhmmua foelinls, and thie Hilldus aré not  sfow'in
gi#ni-' Afitting resplose td’ '."l'l&"ht Tit thié baliud O Kawka
whel TAI' we ind hov the it of Shtyapte was pmtmfl"utml
Iy’ Aabbaiedion Fakle @ith the T:blp ol “n''Yonng - Hmﬂu
poct, T'Phe poet Kild IKahke ek 8 Woll-now whiter of
the sixteenth century—a contemporary of Clisitanya. He
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was a devotill disciplo of & Mahoicdan Piv and  lad * such
respectful love for lam that he ale the reluse from liis’
Muster's plate withont nny seruple. The  Maliowedan and
the Hindu poets  hive désoribed lovestales in which the
Jovers belonged 1o the two different’ communitics.  Tn ouve
case n Malomedan princess falls in fove with o Kalutriya
youll and i another thore s nonsest dovoled love verging on
martyrdom between a Bealimin giel hud's Malomedin youth.
In yetanother instance we fid a Hindu widow'of high staius
in society running awny with her Mahomedui lover. Al
these three ballods are written by Mahomodans.  Tn the
ballad of Chandravati composed by the poet  Noyaneliand
we find Joychandra, a Bealimin youtl; marrying o Mahome-
dan girl. Such netounts never created any raeinl billerness.
They did not originate from communal prejudices  but were
products of guileless hoarts: which bolioved that the Dblind
deity was indifferent to all goeinl and communil vonsidern-
tions. The Hindus and the: Maliomoedans enjoyed  these
ballads alikel - A/Moslem: poetwho never eared Tor the ex-
clusivé interests-or prejudicesiof s communily trites the
following vérse 7 DO not teust iy brethren g cow which’
is allowed to grze inl the pastares nenr 4 bill (any moment
it mag be Killed by laotiger), | Menst nol; my brethren,”
on a house that stands on thie bunks ol river (sicli bonses
are!gencrally washed away in Bastern Bengul by the
Padma, Ahe Bralupapotei and other big rivers every  year).
Trust inot; my brethern, on the wife of a Mabomedan and
an'the bewed of in Hindi! (U pruthor means tosay  that the
Mahomedans allpw dheir women dhy right' of ‘divoree amd
of taking nnotlier mate. |\ Bo the seourity of w Hindu lms-
band ‘cannot be thdirs. Mie Mabomedan keéps the board
o ol madter o religiows compulsion iwherdas the Hindu !
keeps (it tosdny . and ~dhaves it - off fotmorrow ab hix
willk /Tlic ‘Mabomedan: poet  of “thei batlad Manikiara
passes  wany  jokes at some ol the incongruons
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customs of the Hindus, but the tone is one of good
will and friendliness 5o that no Hindu ocould take nny
offence.

Tlat o Targe section of the Buddhists, malireated by the
Hindus after the downfall of Buddhism in Bongal, cven-
tuilly necepted Islum will be seen {rom the supplementury
portion of the Sunyn Puran by Ramai Pandit, i which
i i wrillen that the prophets snd tlie angels of the
Malwineidans incarnsted themselves in Bengal and Orissain
order 1o punish the Brahmins: T have got o copy ol an old
Benguli poetn of the Nath Cult with me in which a long
aceouni of the relationship thnt existed between the follow-
ers ol the Natha eult anid of Islam is given, Tt ix elear from
this book that a lorge seetion professing the Natha cult had
npro-Modlem tendency whiel no doulit ultimately developed
in tsny ol them Auening Maliomedan converts. One of
tlie apostlos of the Nathn enlt sings in thiz strain: **The
Moslem Vies, prophets and Saiyads are bat the manifesta-
tions of thee, ol ford! ™ He philosophically interprets the
*Roja" coremony of the Muliomedans and pays his regpocts
to some of the distingnished *Sheks’ and Dervishes, When
we find Uiis spirit in o seripture of the Nathe eult preserved
in n Dharma templo we are anturally reminded of the
Sanekrit work Sekli Subhodaya attributed to Halayndlhia,—
written in hononr of o Mahomedan saint.

There are many evidences to prove that in the earlier
diys of Mahomedan conguest, the Hindis tried to assimilato
the best elements of Islo i their religion.  Some of (e
Mahomedan Pivs amd Fakirs, especially o band of Anlins who
eame from Arabin, lent their powerlul support in bringing
about this lmppy union in the 15th and 16th  eonturies.
Owut ol this feeling came into existence the enlis of Sotya
Pirand Manik Pir which were broadbased on s sympsthetic
apprecistion of all that is good in thie two communities. The
Mahiomedun ballad-makers have clearly indicated how they
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made the ntmosphere of Bengal congenial for their habitation
in the nighbourhiood of the Hindus in terms of perfect
nmity, goodwill and peace. When we come across the
present state of communal trouble what a eontrast do we
find? Tt is not surely due to any bitlernoss inlierent i the
Hindn or the Mabomasdan ; the zeed has eome flying in the
air [rom gome unknown region,

After a enrelul study of this ballad-literatwre T find that
there are some points in whichs the Maliomeidan posts have
easily surpassed the Hindns, It is impossible for o Hindn
poet, however brond his views may be, living in an en-
vironment of orihiodox idens ns he does, to depick o eharaoter
like Mapjur Ma, in {he true spirit of sympathy as tho
Mahomedan poct his done. . Saeh sympathy for the fallen
girl in impuossible 1w be shown by a Hindu poot whose heart
wonld naturally vevolt agoinst & [alse wile in spite of all
things that might be snid in her defence.  The old Bengali
literatiure abounds with Baramasis, DBut no Baramasj I
think matches the wealth of ilomestic love and pathos
which we find in the Buramasi of Dewan Madina, Kalbi
Kankan no doubt gives a very powerflul Baramasi in his
Chinndi Kabyn, Tt Pullaea’s misfortuncs, though they possess
great pathos, commot be o mateh Tor (e exquisite tonches of
the renlistic account nssociated with the ficld-work of o
rustic pair during the twelve months of the yoar that we find
in Madion. "The love of Modina and Dulal in fact gives o
picture of Wlie Bleal wuptinl i the eoitage of peasanta,
The love of the paic which begin romantieally eadaally
devetoped it nn alamantine  bond by duily es-operation
it hitschold work,  'Phe very matire aof - thelr duties drew
U 1w o oo e Ll one was iilispensable fue Lhe othor.
They e Gilerally e lediaol Nesh and the Biuod of blood
of ok tlier. No poot has done so much to show the sacred
tio whieh lowl o prusant swith his wife as (he poet Mansur
lins done by porteaying (he fdelity, purity and child-like

s
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trust and dependonce of a peasant wife. The repentant Dulal,
fearing o cutastrophe, comes in slow paces to his deserted
homo beholding sighta which confirm his presentiments, He
sees thie favourito eow of the house rediced to o skeleton,
evidently with noone to give it grass or water, straying away
from its shed,—the pet bied of his wife loosened from its
beautiful enge and erying piteonsly from the roof of the bouse,
—the [avourite eat mewing in despair near the kitchen which
i ovidenlly deserted by the mistress. The mango-plant
which hod been reared up by the couple with so much care
he found eaten up by & goat or cow, and the hedge raised
for its protection broken in ploces. These situntions the
poet does not lhuddle together in an inartistic [ashion,
but they are given after pauses and intervals gradually
accentunting the effeet of the coming tragedy,

Another Moslem poet—tile author of Nasar Malum—is
almoat an equnl of Mansur Daiti in giving domestic touches.
We have no space here to review the poetry of (Lis wonder-
fal Ballad which the reader will find in the present volume.
We wonder how the lienrt of these Moslom pocts, unirammel-
led by socinl orthodoxy (mnd who probably inherited the
apiritual enltore of o more eatholie religion tim the modern
Hinduisan) was s veritablo stove=honse of such fine poetieal
idess. The ballud of Nuvnnehn ovinees remarknble poetical
powers.  Bvensuch o prosiie ballad as the Hati Khedn
ar Bleplint-captive lis been tedeemod by livoly tonchos of
true poetry which we searcely espeeted in such n dey subject,
The Mihomedin pessuntey of Bost Bengal Tiving in the Gan-
getie valley, which ahownds with vicl Ilnndscipes enlivened by
lirge rivees, have gut from theie picluresque country not only
g Py ol waein Dol palsiting with domestic letderness
—hub abo posubtle power 1o anelyse the psyelology of
Lapmsan heard,  onder the spell of emotional  pain and
jov—dwelling i the infinite calm of theie rurtl atmosphere.
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. Ballnds and Vaishnace Padas.

I should nsk my renders 1o study covefully the four
bnlinds ¢ Molg, Shom Ray, Andha Bandhu and Maishal
Bandbu. They spurkle like gems of the same brilhanee and
quality.  But their chiel interest lies with me in  their
giving s in an onmistakable way the very sentiments of
our great poet Clinndidas with all the rhythn ond wealth of
emotional thouglil rendered so familiar to us by him, These
ballads  bring & messuge, which we find spiritualised
'by Chundidis, of highest martyrdom in the cause of
love,. The herves and leroines of theso ballads eare
not for easte or for any social eanon, They irample
upon every form of ordinance imposed on women in Hindu
sociely, The letoine often runs through great siacrifices
for love, but she is not east in a stereotyped form
and Ims o stamp of individoality which s peculiacly
her own, The linguistic forme nsed in the ballads nt
times verge on the very words of Chandides. The siton-
tions described by Clandidas in lyrical songs find their
counterpart in netunl dramatic imeidents deseribed in the
ballnds.  Rend how the prinee in the cong of Dhoparpat
exposes himeell to ruin in o durk night waiting for the
wagher-maiden and it will appear that the well-known poem
of Chandidas * & cita 3991 c9w2 W61," ete., hos been pictori-
ally illustrated in the ballad. The Andha Bandbn's flute and
its wonderful effect remind one of many churming passages
of Chandidas dealing with Krishon's divine flute, The very
fangnage seems to be similar insome places. The gxuberanees
of lyrical ideas in the Maishal Bandhu in all their flowering
beauty discloses the exquisile touches and poetry which
inspired the: poet of Nonnur. Sham Ray and Maishal
Rondl are more denmntie bat still botly of them possess o
snpernbundance of emotion investing the drama of love with
o troly lyrieal chorm. What wo grently regeet in the
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modern versions of Chandidas's poeme is a lack of order in
the arrangement of songs. The editors have often times, in
the craze of conforming to the rules of postics, lailed to
grasp the original order of the songs.  In the modern editions
occasionally u sang comes to us like an unconnected piece.
Reading between the lines one would see that these songs
were not only sung but there were probably intervening
prose nurrations which are missing now. The players with
their artistic gestures and motions also supplied gaps ex-
plaining the situations, and these links are now missing,
Both in the ballads and in Chandidas’s lyries thereis an un-
mistakable element of dramatic skill. The former biing
composed in the form of a narrative have often left no
blanks to be supplied by nacting on the stage. In
Chandidos’s poems, Lowever, mony omissions are to be
supplied by the inaginntion of the render. Take for
instance, the song referred to above.

¢ (A1 3EA] CLNT TB1 CNE WIBE A |
i wicy 4u1 (BT Rl w2 2id
A G Fan) wiE, feapy sy vy
=izl wianlz Agys lan gaa y=a fm
gz Frtfs wls caiawr oo sga o3 32 |
TR B Ay STy wan cauE
Hiv@Eia 5w 79 30 M =WwE 5z 5N
30z pe T (R wizg woe =y

In this poensthe first line is evidentls  adiressed to the
lover, of the rest 2ame appear to b smd  in eonfidoen 1o
Radbin’s maidenfriends pnd obliers e 3 soliloguy idlressed
to hersell. Al thesn gaps which onginally osed to e flled
hy prose explinations nmd avtistic gestiics nre now to
be supplied by the render’s imagination only.
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It is & curious thing to find that of all the Vaishnava
poets of Bengal, it is Chandidas alone who has n marvellous
affinity and cloge resemblance with our early ballad-makers,
Tui the three ont of the four ballads mentioned by me the
heroine ig of low birth,—a fact which cannot [fuil to remind
us of the inspiration which Chandidas derived from Rami.
Even in Andha Bandhu, though the social status of the
blind lover is not mentioned, love between the pair is
between two unequal characters. Another thing to be
noticed in this ballad is that both the liero nnd hervine
stand on the same level of purity apd dovotion. In
mosk of the other ballads the heroes cannot retain the inte-
grity of their original impulse but betray the fair ones,
turning teeacherous, Here, however, tlie man and the woman
are almost equally conspicuous. in their devotion and
sacrifice. In this ballad the man does an extraordinary
act of renunciation by committing suicide. She whom
his heart has aill along yearned to meet, with all the
thirst of a warm passion has offered bersell to his arms
without his seeking, buot he rejects the great oppor-
tunity nnd trinmphantly rises above the situation, from
o sapecior sonse of duty. Al these figurea have giant’s
strength. Tove has given them a heart of steel to
bear the worst shafts of ill fortune,—it has fortified
them against overy thought of worldly plensure and enddwed
their soul with o true spirit of martyrdom. We forget
Uit they were transgressors of socinl lows, —that they often
gave great pain to their parents,—that they were no
better than social outlaws. Yet, these figures rise far nbove
those of the ordinary mortals of this mundane world of ours.
Here do wo see the trne clinracter of o divine emotion
revealed in all jts beanty. We instinetively feel that
all the flowers of the forest bloom ns tributes to this
golly Teeling i man and that heaven itsell, with fis
myrinds of stars, comes every night to look with wonder



XXXViil FASTERN BENGAL BALLADS

upon these angels of devotion who carry with them the
very nir of heaven. We find in the ballad-liteeatare many
instances of martyrdom in love, besides an emotional
phraseology developed i course of lung centuries which hins
made our labgunge so sweet. This dear land of Bengal
of ours was onee a spacious field of martyrdom where frail
woren and green youths proved their giant sirength by
lieroic sacrifices. The sccular side of sweet emotion ix
shown in the ballads and the spiritan] side we find developed
i, Vaishoava literature. The heaven fo which the
Vaishnavas had risen beeame peeossilile boeanse hevo i ihis
countey there was n great culture of tender feclings, to which
our rural lterature bears an undoulied testimony. The
atmosphiere wag prepared for the advent of oue whon Lis
lovitig countrymen has ealled * F7@#.5% " or the Moon of
Navadwip.

From a reference to Andba Bandhn we find that it was
composed sometime after Clandidas, but [eom the manner-
iswns, the style, the spirit of the tale and other paints, we
are leil o suppose that the poet of this ballad did not live
in n distant age,—the ballad-maker might have been even
hi# eontempornry.  None of these ballads  sliow any spirit
of imilntion or copying. The similarities show that the
poet lived in the same age and were imbued with the same
apirit,  The Innguage of the four hallads and of Chandidns’s
Isrics seems 1o be.of a partieular epoch and not the result uf
imilation.

The ballads unmistakably prove as lo why the religing
of Choitanya lad such o strong holil on populir imagina.
tion. The emotional poems sprang np as anandigenous plant
in Wi il loading to renuncintion of a ligh onler amd
Clnitanynism i=a frait of that plant.  Bengal s the elosn
sil of the cwetional ereed in a sonso m wlich no other
place can lay an equal clain to the Apiritual message il
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Chaitanyn. The baliads prove the development of the
history of Vaishnavism in Bengal.

Chronologienl considerations should not lead vs lo wrong
conelnsions,  The enrliest of these ballads may be traced o
the 10tk or 11th contury, thongh their langunge lias under-
wouie considornble clinnges in conrse of their recilations
through sovernl couturics, The [our  Dballads I have
naned appesr to belong 1o 14th-10th eonturies; but the
majority of the love-lallads are productions of  post-
Chaitansa age. The tradition of their poetry and also its
phraseology, lowever, Lave come down from o remote nge.
In a ballad of Mahipal the ovigin of which may he traced o
the 10th century thiere is o passage which bears o close
resemblance with n gong in Maishal Dandhu and nnother
in Blielua, composed mouy centuries after, Itis this old
poetic traditson of the earlice hallads that <erves to illustrate
the history of the growth of Bengali Vaislmavism.

The practice of Satiis now out of date and held to be o
barbarons  rite founded on saperstition  and. compulsion.
Many  Europenns, however, have borhe testimony to the
devotion and uncesapromisingly heroic attitude of some of
the Safis. No one will siand to defend this rite now-a-days
but fot us not—1ihe descendants of Satis—decry them in the
apirit of the missionaries, The Salis and these women
of our ballads are sisters prompted by the same divine
fecling of sacrifice, They prove that the Bengali nation
after great saerifices and acts ol renuncintion of nages
Lid hecome ready to receive a message from heaven, This
message cne throngh Chaitanya,

Stories like Kajul-Rekha, Kanchanmala and Malancha:
ntala are some 6f the oldest in pur folk-lore.  Inspite of the
supernntural element that we find in them the women of
these tales are figures of pure and unalloyed gold—unsur-
passed by any character in literature outside our provinee.
In the subsequent folk-lore also, the women have risen far
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above the level of ordinary hercines. What nation could
produce n woman of the type of the princess wlho loved
the blind youth? She craves permission of ber husband to
join lier lover, There is no morbid sentimentalism in Ler.
She smoothly slips away from her golden bed in the
palace with ler lusband's conzent to the companionship
of o poor Ulind man. Any other writer would have
dizfigured her by an abnormal colour. But the Bengali rustic
hins preserved ber immoaculate purity—white ns ice and
transparent as crystal. She abandons a loving husband who
is fondly devoted to her—and demands that he ehould give
her to the blind beggar. This piece of atrocity has been
rendered so gracelnl and easy that we find in her conduoct
the white bent of virtue only—the element of estraordinary
devotion which elallenges our admiration. The poet lins
nnravelled a most complex knot in human psychology and
made the wliole thing simple and easy. The trial by which
the Sannyasi in the story of Kanchanmala tested the
strength of ler devotion is barder than what we find
in the Tth book of the Ramayan. The poet's study ol
human nature is wonderful—he hits at the weak pant
in a womnan's character with an unerring aim, Let ue not
disparnge these great gifts because they come from rusiic
hands. The diamonds nnd rubies lose nothing of their
value, though picked up and delivered to the jewellers by the
Garos of the Arnean jungle. T do not consider our peasnnts
uncultured, though they may be unlertered,—the civilizing
influence of the Vedic religion, of Buddhism and of the
Join ereed has come down to them as heritage, aud if one
mixes with them he will find in o short time that they
possesz all the elements of n great cullure tronsmitted
through many long centuries, though they may not posspes
even n bare knowledge of letters.

This part of the 4th volume does not contain transia-
tions of Malayar Baramasi, Jiralani, Laments of Pari
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Banu (Begum of Shaha Suja), nnd Sona Rai-Cland Ray,
The original texts of these ballads will be found in Part 11,
Vol IV. Want of space did not nllow me to give the
translations  here of the nbove ballads. Malayar Bara-
masi is important ns it comes from the pen of the eele-
brated poet Kanka. The ballad of Pari Banu throws
further light on the hst days of the unfortonate prince
Sujn,

DixEswoAasDnA SEs
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PREFACE TO RAJA RAGHU

The ballad is based on an historical episode which
occurred in the sixteenth century in the district of Mymen-
singh. There are many ballads deseribing this anecdote,
one of which, composed by the poet Adbar Chandra, has
already been published in Vol. II, The present ballad
gives an account of the supplementary portion of the
story to be found in the published ballad,

The historical event is well-known to the people of
East Bengal. Both the ballads have clothed a simple his-
torical story in u poetic and logendary garb; but the histori-
cal element im both of them preponderates, and the legends
only lend a charm to the story by a play of rural imagina-
tiveness.

We havo referred to the historical facts described in the
two ballads in the preface to the songof * Rani Kamala® (in
Parts I and I1, Vol. I11). The death of the pious Queen
Kamala who sacrificed her life at the aliar of a popular
superstition is a fact, and instances of such sacrifices are
not at all rare in our couniry.

Raja Raghunath, the baby-prince of this song, has been
mentioned in the otber ballad as well,—and the first part
of this song tallies with that ballad in its main features,
differing only in some of its details. The affection of the
mother for the child forms one of the atiractive elements
in both the ballads, The Raja surely died of a broken
beart. Up to now the popular belief in Busang is that
be lost his wits by losing his beloved queen—a fact
corroborated by the evidence in the two songs.

The Raghu Khali is still seen in the vicini.; of Jangal
Bari. At the time of its excavation, it was made to jein

i %)
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the ditch round Jangal Bari with the river Dhaniar Thala,
but in course of time it silted up in places and now
its course may be traced off and on in the locality.

That the infant prince was carried off from the prison
of Isha Khan by this canal is evident from its nome, for,
what other reason could be there to name the canal alter
Raghunath in sucl close neighbourhovod of Jangal Bari,
the capital of his enemy, the sturdy chieftain Ishn Khan ?

I have given u briel history of Susang Rajus, so far as it
is relevant to the story of the ballads, in the preface
alluded to and there is no need of repeating it here, The
first part of this ballad, which gives an account of the
good King Janakinath's sorrows over the loss of his
queen, nnd an account of his anxious solicitude for the
little child, has o melody of sound and a fine touch of pathos,
which it is vot possible to preserve in translation. The
gtory is told in the form of a legend and will remind one
of Tennyson's Morte D'Arthur and Sir Galahead. When
bistory is muxed with legends the poetry becomes very
attractive in rural ballads but there is some limitation to
it. Inpara. 3 (lines 168-1589), where the rural poet speaks
of the powers of Isha Klan to be so great that he regarded
the Delbi-Emperor a8 a worm, or in para. 5 (lines 188-201)
where the baby-prince 18 described as groaning under a
stone, 22 maunds in weight, the crudeness of rustie
exaggeration gives 4 shock to nll sentiments of poetry,

The loyalty of the citizens of Susang to their king,
specinlly of the Garo subjects, is very vividly described,
The whole ballad is composed in animated and lively verse,—
the beginning creates an atmosphbere of mild pathos and
poetic tenderness, while the end upholds the dignity of a
martial expedition in brisk and rapid measure.

The ballad of Taja Raghu was sent to me last year by
Babw Nagendra Chandea Dey.  No doubt it was composed
about the ume of the occurrence of the historical event,
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though like all old ballads it has undergone some change in
course of its recitation by the ballad-singers of subsequent
perioda.

There are many historical ballade of this type lying
strewn over Bengal, and these, il fully recovered, will
supply historicsl materials of considerable value.

DixessE CEANDRA SEN.






RmRnshu
(1)

The good king hiad gone to his outer-bungalow for taking
rest.  But the recollection of his beloved queen gave him no
rest. A deep anguish was rending his heart nll the while.

** O my dear queen Kamala," said be, ** whither hast
thou gone descrting me? As a blind man seeks 4 lost thing
with his hands but in vain, so do T sock thee, but to no pur-
pose.""

Separated from tho beloved one bie lad lost half lhis
weight; and his colour, once dazzling bright, had lost its
usual lustre.

“More dead am I than alive, O my darling I**  he
moaned, ** gricving over thee, night and day. The baby
withers aseay without thy suckling; how can I save it,
poor thing, from death 7"

He thought in this strain till his brain reeled and the
world looked dark and dismal to him, He knew no rest till
his distracted mind found a balm in slegp.

In dream be saw his queen once more before him. It
scemed to him that she rose slowly from ber watery grave,
He saw her stand before him in that onter-bungalow nnd
beard ber soft whispering words, which ran thus : ** On the
enstern side of yonder tank which bears my name, 0 King,
order a liouse to be built for the baby, Let it be there m the
night all alone, and I will come there and nurso it every night
Suckled by its mother, the child will grow doubly strong."*

After this the vision of the queen faded away and the
king rose from his sleep—startled and agitated—and
pondered over what he had seen in his dream.

P T
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““No dream it is,"’ he thought. *‘All this is real, for
her words seem still to ring in my ears, and the touch of
her soft hands I feel still on me. A dend sleep, unlucky as
I am, seized me and I lost unheedingly the treasure that
had come to me. Incoberent are many things that I had
heard in the dream,—but her touch was real, for I feel it
atill on my body, and the words that she spoke were
real, for the soft whisper still rings in my ears. No doubt
the queen had come herself for the sake of her dear
He belicved the words that he had heard, sud had a
louse builk forthwitli, with gates towards the east on the
bank of the tank. The house was furnished with a bed
suiting the haby-prince. 1In the evening the servanis
carried the child on their arms for a ramble outside the
compound. But when night came it was brought into the
new house and placed in that milk-white bed.

There in the depth of night when all became still, the
queen rose from the tank snd softly entered the house,
She laid herself by the side of the baby and suckled it every
night.

E‘Whnt a baby ordinarily gains in strength in six months,
the prinece gained in a single night,—fed by the milk of a
mother, now a dweller of heaven.

The king trusted and doubted, but still hoped that the
words he had heard were sctual and not a fantasy of his
brain.

He filled a betel-box with betels and spices, and placed
it in & corner of the bed, hoping tha® the queen might be
pleased to take one or iwo of them.

But she pever fouched the betels mor the spices. No
longer was sbe a being of this earth. She felt unconcerned
about worldly things, for how could an immortal fall into the
trap of affection laid by a mortal ? Bbe came only for the
baby, caring for the preservation of the royal line. If she
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did not protect the baby, the glorions line of the kings would
come fo an end, a8 there was no other issue,

" It is not for a personal objeet, nor even for nffection,
nor for n wenk hankering of heart that I come here! Why,
() dear, why dost thou tempt me with a betel or n betel-nut,
when T have given up nll my earthly ties? ' That was
her mild and silent censure on one who was once the
lord of her heart. (Ll 1-52.)

(2)

Thus did every night the jueen Kamala come and go
niil no one knew of it.  She eame to suckle the child and,
her purpose done, she passed out of  the Towse unperceived
by others.

The strange growth of e child—its ruddy health,—con-
firmed the belief in the king that the yueen surely came to
the house by night, aml though he swatehed nnd watched
every time—Dhe could not know by which way she came and
went,

Near the ontor-bungalow was the king's own  parlour—
i big linll whiere he nsed to take his rest.  There the oy
snb night and day nod brooded over the (ueen’s mysterious
courso—as to how and by what pnssage the beloved one
enme and wenl every time.

“* Po-night I will not shut my eyes for . moment,'" he
resolved, ** but keep my gaze fixed on the path e find her
vat.”

With cyes lised, the king romainel starnng at the
hivre,—amd often stealthily glaness) al the tank.  ** This
night T must find oot the teuth s ony ik, be thonght,
“and will not give np my pursuit 111 hove seertained the
AT

Hi daid Bimself down in his bed but with eyes wide
open, and pondered thus :—"“1f 3t is from the Ramila-tank

2
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that my Kamala should rise, I must watch the tank all the
night."’

The first quarter of the night passed away,—it was
noisy and [ull of confused voice of men and women,—the
second quarter passed too,—though not so loud, yet noisy
still,—two quarters and a half passed and there came a dead
lull over the sweet face of the earth. Then there was no
sound, no noise, everything lay atill under the spell of a
death-like sleep. The sky wns over-cast with clouds and it
was dark. At such an hour of nmight—lo! what was
that mysterious sight which confronted the good king's
eyes |

All on a sudden o strange light burst forth from the
centre of the tank, illuminating its water. So clear and
bright it was that even the bottom of the tank lay bare
before the king's eyes,

From the deep water of the tank the amnzed king saw
a figure rise slowly, decked in gay costumes, bright
like tha image of the goddess Liokshmi.

On all sides was a halo of light—soft and beautiful,
and the king astonished nnd maddened by the sight gazed
in wonder over the lustrous halo that strangely spread itself
on the tank. Oh! how glorious did the light look at that
midnight hour |

Like the bright image of the goddess Lakshmi—she
rose up from the waters—surrounded by n halo of light and
it took no time for the good king to discover that it was his
own dearly loved queen Kamala.

As he saw Ler, his soul scemed to leap out in joy from
the body.

** To-night shall T confine her lo my embrace and nover
let her go again from me."'

Thinking thus, the king walked steallhily towards the
tank. The queen in the mennwhile rising from her watery
bed, slowly advanced towards the new liouse. And  with
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the nectar-like milk of her brenst she suckled the beloved
child of lior heart and then gently lulled it to sleep.

She then stopped out of the house and came to the
tank casting her glances on its blue water in an un-
concerned way.

The king had hidden himsell ina place near by. As
the queen was walking out of the house in slow steps
he came up, stretched out his hands and held the edge of
Ler “sadi.’

Not a word did she utter, but tried to free herself from
his tight hold. The king entreatingly said, ** By all that is
sacred, | peay you dear, do not give me up., I request you
witl bended knees, O dearest, do not forsake me thus.
When you have been pleased to come to me once agasin, do
not forsuke me thus; save me, dear queen—save me from
my unbearable pangs, Should you leave me again now, I
will not survive the desertion but die of grief. For I can no
more bear the pgngs of separation. For your sake, queen, 1
observe fast and vigil, and 1 do not relish food or drink.
Though living, T am more like dead, Just feel my heart
anil see how rapidly it beats.

" Be gracions unto me and promise to me that you will
no more come near this evil-starred tankagain. T have
caught you this time and know it surely that I will not give
you up. Wherever you will go, thither will I follow you."'

He canght tight the edge of the flowing sidi of the
queen, but the queen foreibly tried to extricate herself from
him. They both struggled hard, the fugitive and the
pursuer, till the queen dragged hersell to the tank and fell
into it,

In the Knmala-tank, she melted away from sight like
an neriyl being, and be sought in vain for her, swimming
and struggling through its deep waters in all directions.

Like one that hod lost his precious treazure, he sought
with his hands every creek and corner of the tank, weeping
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all the while. In his strugglo, profuse woter cntered his
mouth and he almost lost his senses. DBul all this came
to no purpose. Fatigued and jaded, he could not still find
the dear one and came once more o the bank and there
eried like a child.

He haid been living on secanty meals—but tlis time he
gave up food altogether—nor drank a drop of water inspite
of intense thirst.

Thus did the good king pass awsy from this earth,

unable to bear lifc separnted from bis dear queen.
(L1, 52-110.)

(3)

The child was called Raghunathi. He wis born, when
his royal parents were both advanced in years and now the
great mishap took place and be was left an orphan when
yet a baby.

One year passed=—thon two years—and thus did timoe roll
on. The courtiers installed him on the throne, when
the prince was five yoars old.

The viziers and other officers with utmost care nourished
the prince and they ruled the state with prudence and deep
affection for the prince who would take its réing in hand in
the fulness of time.

The rayats were happy under the rule, though their
king was a8 yet so only in name,

Meanwhile Tsha Khan heard of the deatl of the good
king of Susang, He had fought many o hard battle, when
be lived. None hil yielded to his encmy and both of them
were on par in the field,

Isha Khan was a strongly built man, brave and skilled
in arms, and he reigned from Jangal Bari, the capital that
he hnd founded years ago.  The tal of his giant-strength
sounds like a myth. In the world there was none who
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might be called his peer. He held an clephant tight by his
proboseis and moved him fo and fro dragging the huge
animal with his arms. The earth and lieaven trembled in
fear of Tsha Khan, the great hero, and he looked like n moving
mountain, when he walked., The bank of n river would
crumble into its water while he would pass by, and his
voice sounded like the roar of distant clouds.

He challenged mighty heroes to war and his people
believed that there was none in the world to cope with his
might. He dreaded not even the Great Moghul—whom he
regarded as an ani or & petty worm.

Our good king of Susang Janakinath, wns his equal—the
only man who fought all his life with Isho but did not yield.

Now when Isha Klisn heard the report of ihe king’s
death, he proceeded in all haste towards Susang.

He surrounded the fort of Susang with a large army,
but the people there said, “* Lo, a jackal lhas come to the
lion's den !’

For three monthis there was hard fight and the town of
Susang was under siege of mighty Islia. After three
months, by manceuvre and eraft, the Kban suceteded in
catching hold of the infant Prince. Ho was arrested and
brought to Jangal Bari.

A great agitation and alarm spread over the State. The
whole town of Susang was in mourning, All said, ** The
gaintly king has gone to his place of cternal rest, leaving a
baby, his only son. The only lamp of this great house is
the baby-prince. Isha Khan has bound him hand and foot
and carried the child off as & captive.”

The bereaved subjects prostrated themselves to the
ground gricving for their infant king. Many of them
wandered like mad men distracted by the dire calamity,
lsmenting thus :—** It is due to our ill luck that the State
has gone to rack and ruin.”’

The whole State sssumed an air of menacing silence,
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which presaged a storm. From the upper hills descended
the sturdy Garoes—like a torrent—in a formidable body.
They came one and all, and their number was legion.
They looked like mad men, fierce and desperate in grief and
they zaid, ** Foolhardy is that chief of Jangal Bari, who
could dare take away our infant prince. We can know mno
rest until we have cut off the head of Ishs Khan and thrown
it into the stream of the Dhaniar Thala. Till we have
done so, there will be no end to our shame. We must
destroy the town of Jangal Bari and break it piece-meal.
Sufficient must be our retaliation for this act of atrocious
meanness, "’

Alas, the royal throne is vacant. The kingdom loses all
its charm and attraction without the king. For that baby-
king, their grief was greai and they walked here and there
like mad men. Some proceeded towards Jangal Bari,

They took, in their hands, spears and tridents : some
were equipped with long swords called Ram Katdri, ** Svize
and kill '* was the cry they raised on all sides.

They formed an army, thirty thousand strong. Thoy
danced in wild fury as they marched, and the earth trembled
under their feet.

The thirty thousand Garces mnrched, indignant and
desperate; the villages and open fields were flooded by them.
They came to the town of Jangal Bari at once without halt-
ing at any place. (Ll. 110-168.)

(4)

Dewan Isha Khan of Jangal Bari was as clever as he was
ferocious. He had dug a deep and wide ditch round his town
which lay well-protected by it. Who would dare cross it ?

At midnight the Garoes approached the ditch—it was 80
vast that when they came near it, their courage seemed to
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fail them for a time. No means could they devise to cross
the ditch. Each had his plan and all of them thought over
the matter but the task seemed impossible. Unable to
settle their course of action, they hid themselves for the
night in a neighbouring jungle, There the leaders assembl-
ed to discuss the course to be adopted. Many suggestions
were offered and rejected, but at last the advice of an old
Garo wns accepted by all.

Six miles off, there was a river called the Dhaninr
Thala. If a canal could be dug, joining the ditch with that
river, tkeir object might be fulfilled.

They nll approved of this ndvice. During the next day
they hid themselves in the deep shades of the great forest,
anid when evoning came, bringing in its train an impene-
trablo darkness, they all come ont, and each of the thirty
thousand, with o spade in hand, began to dig the canal
which was to join the diteh with the river. Thirty thou-
sand spades rose aml fell, working incessanlly over the
grounil of that forest-land, and the canal was dug in the
spuce of four bours.

Each of the Giaroes dug out a small well to have o little
water for washing his spade and thus the tank now known
ns the Kudal Dhows (spade-washing) tank was constructed,
(LI, 168-189,)

(%)

The whole town of Tangoel Bagi was enjoying great festi-
vities as tho imfunt prince of Susong was canght and
brought  thither.  For three slayz  they  nde then-
selves merry, forgetful of everything ele. They  eould
not, i e Deight of their festive juy, know that the big
Bhowlia boats of Isha Khon which Judd lain  anchored
on the eiverdunk, were seized by the Garoes,  who eame
to Jangal Bark, all e, on the very boats of Tsla When !
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They broke open the prison house and found the young
prinee lying under a heavy stono—they removed the stone
and carried off the prince to the boats, which, rowed by
the thirty thousand Caroes, flew like an arrow, ArTiving
at Susang in three hours,—the path ordinarily took three
days to travel. Bo suddenly was this flight managed by
the Garoes, that even the ever-vigilant Isha Khan could not
have any inkling of what transpired in the heart of Lis
own town at the time. (Ll 189-201.)
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PREFACE TO NURANNEHA AND THE GRAVE

This ballad was collected by Babu Ashutosh Chaudhury
in the beginning of August, 1928, It is complete in 632
lines. Ashu Babu beard the ballad sung by an old minstrel
named Haibat Ali, more popularly known by the pame
* Kadirar Bap "' (father of Kadira). Chaudhury first
came to know of this song from Mr. Sher Ali Khan—
the well-known Zamindar of ** Bara Uthan,”" a village
lying at the foot of the Dewang Hills. Though the
major part of the ballad was obtained from
Eadirar Bap, yet the compiler had an opportunity
of comporing the texts and adding to them by con-
sulling several other versions which were recited to him
by other singers. Of these he mentions the names of the
following persons, all of them inhabitante of the district of
Chittagong : —

(1) Hakim Ehan—a Mabomedan peasant and a native
of Char Chaktai (Police station—Katwali).

(2) Gunna Mia—a native of the village of Popdia
(Police station—Boal Khali).

(3) Paithan Chandra Dey—a farmer of the village
Noa Para (Police station—Rouzan).

The minstrel Haibat Ali is n strange soré of man, He
is now advanced in years but has retained his exquisitely
sweet voice. Chandhbury had fo take a good deal of tronble
to find the man out. He has no fixed residence and the Bay
may be more aptly called his real home, After o wearied
quest the man was found at o village named Peshkarer
Hat. Ashu Babu hired the champan belonging to Haibat
Ali for a trip to Chittagong Port. The boat wended its
course through s small river. Haibat Ali stood erect at

{ 1)
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the prow. He wore on his head a large hat made of
cane. [t protected him from the sun and rain. While
be sang, he drooped little to the front and kept
time by striking the waves with his oar. Omar Miah and
u few others, his colleagues, sang in chorus, The voice
of the old man rose higher and higher till the [armers on
both the banks of the small river left their ploughs and
assembled to bear the song. The occasional wayfarers
stopped in the midst of their journey and stood listening
to it in wonder; for the voice of the old man was sweet
and it trembled when be touched a woeful topic, creating
pathos that melted the beart of the sudience. Chaudbury
writes in @ warm strain that he would never forget the
memorable day when the ballad was thus sung to him
continuously for eight hours. Haibat Ali, atibe end,
pointed to the small river through which they were travel-
ling, and said, “‘This river is very dear to me ; it bas
been wmy favourite place for singing this song for many
long years! "' The villagers bore testimony to this state-
ment declaring that the people of the neighbouring villages
always heard the song recited in the still hours of the night
and in the early dawn, and they had often woke np
from their sleep at the melody of the voice, sweet ag the
warble of birds,

I am nfraid I have taken a rather long space in
describing the minstrel. It is due to the warm appre-
cistion of Ashu Babu who in an inspired language
related to me the story of the old man.

The ballad bristles with interesting facts regarding
the local geographical and historical aspects of the period
when it was composed.

We find in it references to the following villages : —

(1) Rangdiar Char—There is no island in the Bay ol
this name pow. But close to the village Anwara at the
foot of the Dewang Hills, there is now a village called
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Rangdis which in all probability was an islind wt that
early period and which Iatterly has become n part and
parcel of the mainland.

(2) Deogaon—This village was one of the nine impor-
tant Ohakles when the survey and settlewent of Chitta-
gong first took place in 1764 A.D. TItis at the foot of
the Dewang Hills, It has lost some of its importance
in modern times but is still o flourishing village.

(3) Panch Gaitn—Or the ** Five Waves " nre still to be
observed in the north-west of Cox’s Bazar in Chitingong.
Down here in the Bay there is a terrible spot, where one
by one five big-sized waves rise, and gradually approaching
the mainland dash against the shore dnd melt away. After
one has counted five, there is o dend Iull in the sea and
then ngain one by one the five waves rise ngain  and beat
against the shore ns before. These five waves rise with o
foam on their crest and perform the same funetion
continuously. The spot in the Bay is called the ** Five
Waves " or *“ Panch Gairn."' No one has been vet able to
sscertain the cnuse of this curious physical phenomenon.

(4) Kala Pani—Gradually receding to the south of the
Bay, one comes to view a vasi space where the blue sea
becomes one great sheet of dark-coloured wuter. This
dark-blue space is called the Kala Pani.

Ujan Tek—There s a Steamar station of this name on
the way to Cox's Bazar from Chittagong. This is the [jan
Tek of the story. Formerly it was a resort of the Harmads
(Burmese and Portuguese pirates).

(8) Laldia and Sonadia—These two small islands are the
great centres of fish-trade. They have been recently
inelnded within the jurisdietion of Chittagong distriet.

(1) Duan Chlibanya and Andar Char—These islands
are also two chiel centres of fish-trade, and are now within
the jurisdiction of the district of Backergunj.

The ballad graphically describes the oppression which
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the Portuguese pirates committed throughout the
country. ‘* Harmad' is a word derived from the
Portuguese word ‘Armada’  denoting ships, The
Portuguese have left indelible marks on the Bengali
langunge, and at one time when the Moghul power waz on
the wane, tho Portuguese played an important part in the
political sphere of this province. In the competitive
strnggle  which followed in the beginning of the 18th
century, the Portuguese lost their power and gradually beat
a retreat, unable to withstand the aggressive march of the
English. They are now satisfied with the small possession
of Goa in a corner of the Indian continent. At one
time they were a great power in Bengal, nnd the Bengali
language, as I have already stated, has n great intermixture
of Portuguese words in it.

The ** Phiringis "' or a mixed race which sprang up by
inter-marriage between the Portuguese and the Indians, and
who now elaim to be ealled Anglo-Indians, are still 1o be
seen in profuse numbers in the Chittagong side. They
now dwell in the following, among other villages of the
district—Madar Bari, Bandel, Jamal Khan, Deang,
Shalinmirpur, Alkaran, Gomdandi, Gujea, Baklia and
Changaon.

Perhaps the catliest reference to the wards—Phiringi and
Harmad—occurs in (he celebrated poem of Mukunds Bam,
written in the year 1577.

The Harmads or the Portuguese pirates became a terror in
tlie Bay and its coasts, and innumerable references to their
oppressions are to be found in the eclassical old literature
of Bengal. Muknndn Kam himself says of the Harmads as
o dangerous people dreaded by the native population. In
lis description of Dhanapati Sadagar’s sea-voyage there
i a couplet which, in o short compass, hears a testimony to
the genernl panie created in the country by the depredations
of these maruuders :
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“ ffafors orata aifE wduica
wtfalva =tfe 32 ordiors s

(The captain left the country of the Phiringiz and
steered the ship day and night for fear of the Harmads.)

In the poem of Padmavati, written by Alwal in 1658,
the poet in his preliminary autobiographical notice describes
how in his journey from Fatehabad to Arncan, his ship was
attacked by the Harmads. In the hard skirmish that
followed, his father Samsher was killed fighting
valiantly with the Portuguese. Many are the references to the
atrocities committed by the Harmads on innocent persons,
particolarly on women, and 1 have spoken of these
in detail in my introductory notes to the previous
volumes of the Eastern Bengal Ballads. Further details
on this point are to be found in 8ir Jadunath Sarkar's
arficles in the Asintic Society's Journal and in the
" Prabashi,” published quiie recently,

In some of the genenlogienl works of Chittagong, the
authors have given short necounts of the Harmads and their
atrocious plunders,  Chaudbury quotes’ the following
couplet from one of these books :—

" IF TPEINE B CEEEIE (R
cutafs cutet 518 e wiee see "

The rich, the poor, the young and the nged were often
indiscriminntely murdered or taken as captives by them to the
southern ports of India to be so0ld as slaves to the French and
other European froders. In the song of “* Lament of Shah
Buja’s Daughter ** o reference is found to the Harmads. But
the most graphie account of their oppressions is to be
found in this ballad itself. The Fortuguese pirates often
Joined hands with the Burmese robbers, and the word
Harmnd, originally applied to the Portugusse pirates
alone, latterly denoted the Burmese robbers also. They
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had no mercy for any particular sect or community,
and Hindus and the Mabomedans equally dreaded
them. They made men, women and boys captives
and made holes in their palms through which they
passed cords to bind them. When rendered perfectly
dissbled in this way, they were kepl confined under the
deck of their small boats and carried to distant countries
for being sold as slaves., The expressions, ' Harmad's
Miillitek * or * Mager Miulliick *° were in extensive use and
were applied to anarchical countries. The Harmads lived
in the conntry thus dreaded by all, and in their manners and
customs were more like the Mahomedans than the Hindus.
The upper classes of the Hindu and Mahomedan
population often combined and presented a bold front
against the Harmads, For this purpose they indented
army from the up-country and formed strong alliances
among themselves. When going on sen-voyage their ships
made a procession and went united under the leadership of
a veteran fighter. Such processions were called Bahars and
the leader was called the Bahardor.' The Harmads were
often massacred by the retalinting people of the sea-shore;
but they were completely reckless and were prepared ns
much to take lives as to lay down their own. In the
present ballad we find some of them cruelly avenged hy
valiant fishermen whose boats had been plundered by them.
The ballad has not only an  historieal interest but
containg fine touches of intrinsic poetry. The domestic
sketches are s0 faithful thot we come across vivid pictures
af life in the hut. The provineialisms moy be mmeongonial
to the refined Jemse of our modorn readers, but there is noth-
ing eratic or gross in the humour of the poem.  The ernde
worids of Bastern Bengnl, in tie remote back-woods of the
provinee, may fail to please the ears of those readers who

Ben B B, Ballads, Val. TV, Vart 1, Tutroduclion,
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care too much for refinement in language. But in the
linguistic field, the standard of refinement is a fleeting one,
and words which seem elegant in a particular age become
crude after hslf a century, Bven Roja Rammohan's prose,
which was held as o model of composition in the
nineieenth century, is not appreciated now. Apari from
the question of cleganco of style, the erudeness of provineial
dialest in this ballad, instead of diminishing the interest of
the poem, adds force to tho deseriptions. The words are
8o upt and expressive thslt no amount of lexicographical
knowledge would enable our learned readers to substitute
more approprinte forms of expression for them. Thig
provincialism pleases my cars, for the poet, ovidently free
from all restriction of eultural refinement, speaks of things
as he gaw and heard, untrammelled by any artificiali ty, in
the language which his mother had taughit him—than swhich
there is no truer or more forcible vehicle for conveying
one's ideas.

The deseriptions of love-making of the young couple,
that of famine and of oppressions of the Harmads, the gocount
of fish-traders in the sea, of the experience of sea-voynges
and of naval fights,—all have contributed to the creation ofa
background for this rural love-episode which is full of
vivifying poetry and of intense interest to the students of
history. The measured course of the rhythm, sometimes
brisk and sometimes languid and slow, suiting the needs of
the narrative, shows the high poetical powers of the rusiie
poet.  The siri song of the boatmen particularly moves in
measured steps, keeping pace, s it were, with the sound of
onrs, and presenting the pieture of merry boutmen and their
trip over the deep in & charming metre, swift as the
sea-breeze anid abrupt us the rise and fall of the waves,

I have more than once referred to the instinetive control
which the rustic poots evince in dealing with love-narratives,
Though omitting no details in the descriptions of love

d
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between young couple, they are always on the guard, and
in this ballad there is not a word or line to which objection
may be taken by the most fastidious critic. It is strange
that the illiterate rustic poet shiows such o masterly sense
of wsthetics which is rare in the works of classical poets.
Even the great Milton has passages which cannot be read
alond and which the attempts of the poet to raise them to s
classical dignity by a manipulation of high-sounding words,
have been rendered ridiculous rather than dignified.
Instances of indecency are rare in the ballads of Bengal,
and in this onc particularly the poet's caution, which
is natural and not o result of eonséious effort, is to be
highly proised. This song is one of the gems of this
ballad-literature and I nm sure thore nre many more
of ** purest ray serene '’ in obscure villages which for
want of small financial help may be lost to us. Unless
our Alma Mater, which bears the moito of Advancement of
Learning, is more gencrously disposed towards this treasure,
it is destined o few years after, to pass into the region of
oblivion, beyond any chance of recovery.

One word more about characterisation. The ballad
contains o narrative which touches us by its pathos, espeei-
ally towarda the tragic end. It is full of romnnce, and the
voice which speaks from the grave at the end, gives
to the kile o legendary eharm. The characlers however do not
strike us by any solemn renuncintion or spirit of sacrifice
whicll raises some of tho Bengali  ballads o ethical
sublimity. It is # romantic (ale full of interesting scencs
which will be onjoyeid by the reader, bt Nurcnneha, though
in the point of sufering, she viehls to none umong the
Bengali heroines, his nol the graml appeal of reliant
Mauding or patient Kajal Rekha, por the slent majesty of
Kamaln the queen, or the eapacity of enlurance displayed by
Kamala—tho meechant's danglier.  She is not a towering
figare like Malua, nor is ehe resopreoful like Mahon, or
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dignified and self-controlled as Cliandravati. The spirit of
self-sacrificing love shown by Kanchan of Dhopurpat belongs
to & higher sphere. Yet in this garden of full-blown
roses, she is a small jessamine or beld, sweet and
fragrant, and we shall never be sble to forget her tragic
death caused by crushing sorrows. Like Juliet, she is all
sweetness and fell a victim to conventional and domestio
circumstances over which no one had control.

The poet has given us the highest message of love by
the legend of 2 ** voice from the grave,” which declares
the immortality of love. The sinews and nerves, the flesh
and blood may go, ns they are bound to do by the inevitable
decree to which all mortals are doomed, but love never goes.
In this fleeting world, love lasts for ever—its ever-wakeful
eyes remain broad open over the darkness thst enshruuds
the region of death, like stars watching the earth when it
isin the stupor of midnight sleep. The rustic poet says
all these things quite naturally. There is no pedantry,
no ostentation in his sayings. It is not.in this ballad
alone that we find this great philosophy of love. Thare
are many others already published in which the readers
will find such elevated sentiments in the peassnts’ own
langunge.

I also refer the readers of this ballad to its prelimi-
nary hymn. The poet salutes not only the Creator
but also his creaticn. He pays his homage to bis
pative land, to all the great shrines within his own direct
knowledge bearing associations of saints and prophets. He
is cosmopolitan and pantheistic. In everything of this
world he perceives divinity and the holy spirit of the Deity.
He is absolutely beyond all superstitions and communal
narrowness. To the Hindu goddess * Srimai ' ho make; his
obeisance and says ina bold language that there is one
god whom the Hindus, the Buddhists and the Mahomedans
all worship under different names of Vishnu, Phara and
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Allah. This catholicity of views is born of the stmosphere
of Bengal and pervades its royal mansions as well as its
huts of straw. The great saints and the humblest farmers
owe this liberal spirit to the almosphere of the country,
which, for nges, has been permeated with Vedantic philo-
sophy and the Ligher truths of the Upanishads—propagated
by a hundred institutions, such as the Kirtan, Knthakata,
Baul songs, Panchali, Jari<gun, Mursbida-gan, Jag-gan,
and Sari-gan.

Dixese Ceavpna SeN,



Nuranneha and the Grave
(1)
Hymn.

With o feeling of veneration do I behold all crested
objects around me. Bearing thus n feeling of deep
respect for all, have T attained n state of undisturbed
composure. All the eighty thousand pirs (saints) and nine
lacs of prophets of whom I hove heard, are holy to me and T
bow down to them with due respect,

This port of Chittagong possesses a special sanctity in
my eyes as it is my dear native land. The dust of Nashira-
bad rendered sacred by Saba Sultan, the great ssint, where
people of ull description assemble to pay their Lomage —is
thrice holy, and I bow to it with due Lhumility,

Next to these, my obeisance goes to Shek Farid, whose
famous disciple Nizam Aulin deserves the high esteen of all.
The villages and ports st the mouth of thie river Kaincha
are azeocinted with many sacred things and they are all like
& shrine to me. In the village of Bat-tali is the grave of
Muhsin, the great pir, and I bow to the holy place. Briefly
do I speak of the famous villages on tha banks of the
Dula and Sutapali, The lake Thamtlsmi, the rivers
Chunti and Pakli, the village Haite, all are in my eyes
like holy shrines and I pay my respects to all of them.

In the village of Chaskhola, the goddess Buroma Srimai
is established. In Ragoai the presiding deity of the river
Ishamati is held in high regard. All of them are to be
respected.

The Hindus and Musalmans, brethren, ore ropes from
the same bundle—some call Him Allah and Rasul,
others kmow him as Hari.

{ & )
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Bismillah and Vishou are the different names of the
same deity, and the differcnt sects under the names of Ram
and Rahim worship Him who is Almighty and In-
divigible. (LI 1-18.)

(2)
The Laments of the Hero.

“The breeze of April and the note of the cuckoo are sweet
in this season. Why do you, and in quest of whom, do you,
O dear pilgrim, tread this path at this pleasant time? An
ornamental ring adorns your nose; as you walk gaily—it
swings from side to side, adding grace to your face. Why
are you alone in this public road and who is that fortunate
man for whose sake you tread this way. May I ask you,
O dear one, if 1 still occupy a little space in your beart."

Chorus—"* Oh my mad sounl! "'

““ I have no control over my mad heart—I try in vain to
keep it in the right way, In the depth of night, I cannot
have a wink of sleep. My thoughts run in s wild strain
and there 15 no end of them!

** No hunger and no thirst do I feel, no passion, no feeling
moves me. It is the thought of your sweet self that keeps
me occupied day and night.

**1 find no pleasure in food or drink—there is no sleep
in my eyes—the costly blankets and shawls give no warmth.
How lucky am I that in this condition of mine I have met
you here to-day and all alone!

““ Gaily does the flowing end of your sidi move lo
and fro. As I look at you, it seems asif the very ribs of
my heart would break.

‘' How joyous were the days when we two played under
the bamboo groves—sweel to me is the memory of the
sports that we played as children. How ecould you render



NURANNEHA AND THE GRAVE t 1 |

your heart into stone to forget those tender associations
of the past ? *'

The girl grocefully drew her veil over her head and
looked back and glanced at him. Then did she address
him thus, soft and tender were her words :—*'Not a day
passes, dear, that I too do not remember you, In your own
heart you may feel a reflection of mine.

“ Do not obstruct my path in this manner. Yonder
is my lut, hali-hid under the banana groves, Come hither,
my young friend, as a goest and T will myself prepare
chicken curry and thickened milk to entertain you. 1T will
do my best to please you and T assure you, you will have
hospitable reception there, and if my parents give their
consent, there will be no difficulty in arranging the union
you desire.”’

O my sudience, enger you must have become by this
lime to learn who this girl is and where is her home.
You perhaps feel also "a curiosity to learn who this young
mnn is, who sccosted the girl thus on her way and all alone!

[ will relate to you the story. (Ll 1-80.)

(3)
Nurannehs,

Behind the hill of Dewang is the Bay—and there
sprang up an isle which they ealled by the mame of Ran-
gadin.

It was a small island newly formed, the habitation
of men was pew, the plants were new and in the
burhes and jungles of the sea-coast, lay hidden hundreds
of Leta' and Rishya fishes,

The new soil yielded bumper crops. But hard was the
task of the cultivators to protect their fertile fields from the

(phiocephaing Leta.
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onrush of saline water. They built embankments to keep
the brine off,

The bulls, the cows and buffaloes there looked stout
and they were so healthy that one would suppose them to be
besmeared with grease. Bul if the Rood or plague appeared
there, they died by hundreds.

In this island of Rangadia, near the sea-const the
fishes often appeared of such giant size that they could
swallow men. Plenty were the sharks and crocodiles which
sported in the mid-stream.

The waters near were a home of all kinds of fish.
The Leta, the Risbya, the Tailya, the Faishya, (he Koral,
the Boal, the Chandra, the Chur, the lobster, the Sheal
fish (Boali) and variousother fishes were plentiful there.

The new island sent, as it were, & silent invitation to
the fishermen for and near.  And the Aracanese, and the
Mahomedane came in large numbers and settled in the
fertile plains.

The land there was so fertile that an acre yielded crops
hundred times more than what could be generally expected.

From the Eastern country came down a well-to-do
peasant nnmed Azgar, and settled at Rangadia. He buil
a number of huts covering the roofe with straws of the fine
Ulu species. He excavated a small tank near his house—
the water was as sweet ag Lhe milk of cocoanut. Many were
the fields that lie ploughed, and the fertile land gave high
promise ; a passerby would often bear him uttering mean-
ingless words, such as ** Hera,™ ** Thi,"" " Thi ** and the
like, while driving the bullocks over his fields.

The farmer Azgar had an only daughter, who like the
moon illuminated his house with her bright smile and they
called ber Nuranneha.

Her wrists were adorned with bracelets and she looked
30 beautiful with them that the neighbours, the good
matrons and dames, cast admiring looks upon her.
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They all said, “ How beautiful is this little danghier
of Azgar!'® The swings of ber golden nose-ornament lent
auch a charm to her face that it was sufficient to win one's
heart at a single glance!

The daughter of the old farmer was conscions of her
growing youth and with an over-joyous heart did she work
in the fields of her father !

When the west-wind blew and the sea roared with joy
the girl felt an overflowing emotion at the advent of her
youth,—she cast frequent wondering looks nt har blooming
features !

At this stage of life, she met her old friend—the com-
panion of her childhood.

Oh, the attachment of early youth! It bears through
life and is sticky like the gum of the jack-fruit! However
hard one may try, one can not get rid of it.

The atinchment of early years is verily like the
note of the cuckoo. Though there be a temporary lull, it
repeats itsell sending a thrill into the heart.

The nttachment of early youth is like the cocoanut oil.
During the winter night it freezes and becomes hard but
the touch of the sun's rays melts it, and it becomes its own
self again.

The atiachment of early youth is like the Bhang or
the Ganja drug—one who has been a prey to it can never
get off, his senses reel and he knows nol low he
acts.

Heore shall 1 relate the story of an aitachment formed
in early years and which bore throngh life making the pair
tenderly attached to each other with a devotion which
bas hardly a parallel. (L1. 1-44)
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(4)
The Early Life of Malek.

The name of our hero is Malek, Deogaon is his native
village. A fine beard adorns his face. He is a full-
grown young msn. Fastened to one of his arms with
& silk-thread, is a charmed locket of silver, Though be
was [ar above the age when young men are married in
the countryside, Malek had not yet taken a wife.

His father was a rich former—tho Leadman of the
village, and owned extensive lands in the village of

aon.

Naju Mios—the father of our hero—was a good-
natured snd straight-forward man. He said his namaj
every day in strict accordance with the geriptures and
observed fast (roju) for thirty days in the year.

In his beart, the holy words of {he Koran were
engraved, and when he sat in judgment over others he
showed impartislity and & great power of discernment,

His granaries were filled with paddy, and his ponds
with o great variety of fishes. Behind his house wis
& big orchard with fruit-trees yielding their unfailing
treasures in due seasons,

He stored his ships with Balam rice and undertook
his voyages for trade against the tide often in the streams
of Kaincha, visiting the towns and villages on her banks.

But luck, fickle luck, left him. The thunder of divine
wrath fell on him, and people never saw again the smile
of that ever-smiling face.

It was the month of April when the strong rays of the
sun beated the water of the Kaincha, making it a bed of
fire. Violent blasts blew over it; Naju Mia with his ship-
load of paddy was crossing the river, It wae a great risk
Yo cros the stream, and Naju cautiously advanced taking
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shelter in the turns and nooks of its banks. But he could
not help crossing the river ata certain stage. So ho came
up to the midstream. There the breakers caught the ship,
which began to whirl round and round like a spinning
wheel.

Naju had tsken his seal near the coptain, and he
watched the course of the ship ; the helm could no longer
control it; the wind was so high that the sail was torn
to picces; the ropes and the cords became torn shreds, and
the ship reeled like s drunken man. The hind part of the
ship sank down, the prow rose highup ; the great store of
a thousand aris of paddy weat to the bottom of the river;
but this was not all—Naju himself was drowned in the
dreaded water of the Kaincha.

The mother was dead long ago, snd now that his [ather
departed, the child Malek bad none left in the wide world
save an old grandmother! She was eighty years old and
yet had to cook meals for berself and for the child, twice
every day. Thus was the old lady occupied with her daily
work and she bronght up the child with all tenderness.
When the tide came and the water of the Kaincha rose
high, she could not control her surging grief. Tt would rend
one’s heart to bear her wailings. A strange sound of wail
would burst forth from her throat. Like those deep-mouthed
crocodiles of the Bay, sbe too cried ** hoot,” ““ boot ! """

“ Oh my son, you never returned home either in the
flow-tide or in the ebb-tide! Oh ill-luck, what crocodile,
what shark has swallowed my darling! ™ Thus Iamented
the ald mother while she held her grandson tightly in her
breast. '* O my son, ' she eried, ** you did not live to
get o bride for this young pet of mine."’

The whole locality resounded with the loud lamenta-
tions of this half-mad old woman, but there is an end to

& Fioch " a corroption af ' poot '—a& sof.
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everything, and she died of broken heart grieving over her
dear son lost in the river, (Ll 1-40.)

{5)
Nuranneha and Malek.

Now shall I relate to you what happened next. When
Naju Mia lived in Deogaon, tliere was a man named Azgar
who was Lis close neighbour., They were not well-disposed
towards each other—though their houses stood facing one
another awd were separated only by a cornfield |

Naju and Azgar could not agree on any point, Why
their feelings were strained, 1 will deseribe in proper time.
The story is interesting and strange, nnd Jove is the main
thing of our topic to-day.

When the grandmother died. the child lived all alone
in the house, and Nur, sweet Nur, often came there and
cooked meals for the boy,

It was indeed & heart-rending sight to see the poor oliild
Malek in this utterly forlorn condition, and Azgar felt deeply
for him.

The old enmity was forgotten. The tale of quoarrel
between Azgar and Naju was a thing bygone, forgotten
by the survivors. The little girl's simple heart melted
at the sight of Malek's rorrows. She felt 3 deep sympathy
for him. Bhe cleaned his house with care and brought a
pitcher full of cool water for him every day, and did other
household work., But if he looked at her, she would draw
her veil over her face.

Ob flower, how changeful art thou! Tt was only
yesterdny that 1 found thee to be a bud and to-day thou

art a full-blown flower,—bees are humming sround thee,
attracted by the honey !
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She was all day cooking meals for Malek and doing
other honsehold work like a little housewife !

But underlying all these there was something else.
Each act she did, ndded to the strengih of that sweet
attraction which silently grew between them.

Now nnd then she ecast a glance at him,—n glance
which sent n thrill of joy into his beart,—a glance
which can only be compared to n streak of lightning that
comes to brighten everything for a moment, and theu hides
itsell in the bosom of the clouds.

But when Malek glanced nt ler, she Jost all power of
control and became transfixed to the spot as if struck by
thunder.

Love had come and conquered their hearts and melted
them ! Oh, what a pain does this love's first dart bring !

Malek began to grow emncinted and thin day by day !

Nur's bodice half-covered the growing breasts, the black
paint ndorned her eyes, Malek became love-sick and crazed.

Oh, the attraction of first love! Tt takes one by sur-
prise,—the heart palpitates and the head grows giddy—one
becomes insensible to feelings of shame or danger. There
is nothing like love in thie world. Intbe heartof a woman,
it is God's highest gift and blessing,

The house looks splendid if a garden of flowers or an
orchard is attached to it.

The home of n man is joyous if there is a housewife
to grace it.

The youngman's face looks splendid with new beard.

The green leaves adorn n tree, and the flower adorns
the green leaves ; the forehend of a woman looks bright
when she wears the red vermilion, her sign of luck—when
licr ears are adorned by pendants of pearls and her nose by
nosc-ornament.  But all these things that embellish and
adorn are nothing as compared with the joy and beauty of
thie first meeting of lovers.
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First love is like sweet drink to thirsty souls, It is
like a drcam in life—a struggle between fantasy and
reality. The eves catelh o strange gleam and the heart
is subdued by a strange cmotion. Oh, how long can
the embankments of sand resist the foree of tide? Itisa
thing not to be hidden or to pass unobserved.

The mother of Nuranneba treated Malek with great
affection. 8he often brought him to ber house and enter-
tained him with water-melon and cucumber. 8he offered
him thnckened milk of buffalo and delicious cakes sweetened
with the juice of sugar-canes.

When the (armer Azgar went to the field, Malek used to
accompany him. He would follow Azgar with the ‘huka’
and fire preserved in straw-bundles. Fine rice of the
girning species and the curry of lobster he carried to the
field in banana-leaves, and Azgar and Malek would sit
together, like father and son, on the ridge of the corn fields
and liave n hearty repast.

Youth seemed to burst forth through her thin sidi
and when with & pitcher under her arm she went to the
river-ghat, she often eyed Malek on the wayside. Near
the landing ghat of the river was a tamarind tree. Its
crooked fruits hang down in numbers from the boughs.
Under this tree they oftcn met in the evenings, on the way
to the river-side.

In the compound of Azgar’s house was a place reserved
for husking rice. The corn was brought there and bullocks,
yoked to & post, bad to go round it for threshing the corn—
and Nur walched the bullocks going aright. While she
was thus engaged, Malek would take his seat on the bank
of a pond and play on his flate.

Malek, in the still hours of the noon, often enjoyed a
pleasant nap in his houss, all alone. Nur would silently
creep into the room, and with & pankha in ber hand fan the
sleeping youth. She would often prepare fine betels with
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cloves and cardamoms and gently rouse him from his sleep
in order to offer her presents.

The beauty of a woman at the dawn of youth is like
sun's rays, it floats playfully all around and Malek was
deeply merged in its sweet stream. (Ll 1-00.)

(6)
The Flood.

That yesr, by the cruel dispensation of Providence, o
gieat storm overtook the land. Tlhe sea rushed froth, over-
flowing the banks, nnd hundreds of houses were carried
away. The farmer lost lis erop of paddy, and the rich
harvest, almost ready for the reaper's seythe, was nll des-
troyed by the flood.

The raging waves ndvanced and swept away men and
bensts—no one eould swim neross the vest waters as no
bank or landmark could be seen anywhere in it.

The earnfields, with nll species of fine rice—fenabati,
bijmali, balam, thinnal, girming, binni and others of
varions names snd quality—too many to be mentioned
here—were devoured by the flood.

Famine overtook the country. The survivors could
hardly get means for sustenence. Alas the terrible Hood!
It spread far and wide and wis o scowrge to the country.
Liand and water became, as 1t were, one elear silvery «heet.
What o terrible roor burst  forth in the sky, ol
by lightning which showed itsell like o sharp swonl!
The boatmen themeelves wore drowned in the rushing
waters.  The Moulavi lost his  dearly prized Koran
and the dealer in betels lost all his goods!  Sewme
ascended the roofs of their houses, but mo safety even
there—water rose  higher and Liglier aml overtook Lhem.
The cows, the bufloloes, the sheep and other domestic
ainls dicd by hundeeds,  The prices of  paddy rose
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to O dris (1} mds.) per rupee. The househiolders sold
their wives, sons and daughters. Many died of cholern for
they lived upon the leaves of trees.

Azgar fell into extreme distress. He had not even
rice-dust to live upon; starvation stared him at the face.

The house liad lost all its posts and the roof was gone,
All the goods he had were carried sway by the flood.
Malek had gone away and nobody knew where. Azgar
sorely grieved his loss.

The fields lay uncultivated, no one was there fo plough
them, In the river and in the swamps, corpses floated by
hundreds. The bullocks that drove the plongh were all dead.
The reserved seed-rice, the yoke, the plough were all gone.

For o while Azgar meditated as to what course he should
take, and then went to Rangadin. It was s newly formed
isle and the lands were distributed there without rent for
ihe first few vears. Azgar got a drone of land (20 bighas)
rent-free.  He was not required to pay any nazar to the
Zemindar for it, and was besides provided with cows and
paddy-seeds of the epecies of banbari,

Tt was a highly fertile Innd; if any one threw paddy-
seeds carelessly on the ground there, he was sure to have
n rich harvest. Azgar made Rangadia his home and lived
there with his wife and daughter. His was & changing
lot, and he spent his days there, partly in happiness and
partly in sorrow. :

Malek in the meantime liad searched Nurannehn all
over the country for days and months, and at last come (o
Rangadin. He passed his days in great unhinppiness, not
heing able to findd Nur, When e recollected his own home-
sienil where no Taip burnt now in the evenings—the dear
place now in i state of complete deserfion, he felt a sharp
pain in lis heart. He camo to Rangadia, o solitary way-
farer, seaking the shelter of Tospitable people for & tempo-
enry lodge. (Ll 1-44.)
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(7)
The Re-union.

1 have now told you briefly the early history of the
pair, and now T am going to relate to you the interesling
episode of what they suffered for love.

Nurannehin herself was always thinking of Malek with
deep affection.  After one full year she now found ler lover.
In the western sea, the waves played with wind, Nur was
fully sportive that day, entering the louse and coming out
of it o lundred fimes without resson. Bhe lighted the
evening lamp in the house, but knew no rest.  With her
mother she prepared curries of different kinds for entertain-
ing the dear guest of the evening.

Her parents were ongaged in conversation with Malek,
and Nur, peeped oub and saw what was going on, through
the creviees of the thatehed wall.

There were talks on ull conceivable topies, but neither
ihe motlier nor the father of Nur, gave Malek the lenst hint
about his murringe with Nur—whieh the former had
expeeted with all the warmth of his niature.  Malek bent
his hesl down il began to rofloet sorely on this.

His heart burnt in anguish,  He himsell thonght of
introdueing the topie il #l one time the word almost came
o his lips, but o feeling of shame stopped lim  from
referring 1o (he delieate point. 1o deep disappointnent
tears eamne G his cyes and he was strugeling bard i
his miod over this problem. Tast of all Azgar snid,
““ Malek, iy son, itis a late Tone now, lel ns tnke our
ments aml go toreat.  You huve fasted the whole day and
you are apparently lungry,  Come, dear boy, wisly your
oyes with ool water and finish Hhe supper.”™

Botli of them sal o eat, foco W fave, and Nurmnneli
camie up with the plates 1o serve thiem,  The rico was fine

f
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and it was warm, BSmoke issued out of the warm plates.
But all unmindful of the food, Malek glanced at Nur again
and again.

Nur chose small Rishya fish full of grease and eggs.
She dropped a score of them on Malek's plates. Eggs
fried in oil were rendered delicious with onions and pepper.
There was besides an excellent curry of Lata fish. The
fowl-ourry was of exceedingly good taste. All these were
highly relished by Malek. The food was varied and rich,
Last of all came the cakes named Bemai, nnd Malek left
the plate nfter finishing his meal. Nur came up next with
a hukda in ber hand and Malek leisurely enjoyed the pipe,
After many days Malek had the good fortune of again taking
betels prepared by Nur.

In the outer-house o fine mat was spread and Malek
went to sleep. It was o long wintry night, and we need
not dwell upon what anguish of heart and doubts, the youth
passed through—reflocting on his present and future.

In the inner apartment Nur too lay on ler bed, but
midnight passed and there was no wink of sleep in her eyes.
Her heart trembled and she felt oneasy, As when the cover
is. put on the rice placed on fire, the grains try to come
out of the pot, 2o the more she attompted to suppress her
emotions, they seemcd to burst forth the more.

The southern broeze was pleasant, and swoet was the note
of the cuckoo, and she murmurred to Lerself, ' Perfumed
with cocoanut oil have I done my hair with care, will you
not, my friend, come to sce me once ? Just come and see the
pomegranate tree bent under its load of fruits. Our past
days are full of pleasaut memories.  In childbond, we con-
tracted nffection. Oh my friend, do nol tear that tic
of chillhood and wound my heart. Natures differ. How
for the sake of shame could you suppross this sserel fire of
thie heart."

Thinking on in this steain the good girl lost ull
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control over her feelings. Her parents were sleeping in
another room and the sound of their snoring, indicating deep
sleep, was heard. She gently opened the door of her own
room and came out. She advanced a step and then
retraced it, full of hesitancy. It seemed that Ler delicate
frame quaked in pain and restlessness.

Tt was a deep hour of night, The whole house was
still and quiet. Malek himself was sleepless, all on &
sudden he rose up startled, and came out of the house. He
saw Nur standing in the courtyard. The southern wind
"was blowing and some stars were glittering in the sky.
(Ld. 1-58.)

(B)
The Harmads.

On the west of Rangadia was the illimitable sea. The
small island which was brought under the plough quite
recently, was gradually incressing in size. Down the sea,
when the flow-tid. came, the breakers roared and dashed
against one another. Many were the Godhu and Balam
boats, loaded with rice, which marched through the Bay—
their name was legion. The dreaded Portuguese pirates,
the Harmads, were constantly watching the movements of
these boats, stealthily following them through the nooks of
the coast. They plundered the boats and assassinated their
crew, and the boatmen and captains of the ses-side
trembled in fear of the Harmads.

There ia a spot not far (rom the coast called the
Panch Garia' (the five waves) beyond which is the terrible
Bay—the Kalapani (lit. black waters). The waves there
are high as monntain-summits and they ficrcely played with
the wind. Tle boats and ships were raised to s great

Ttis & chasnel Iyleg betwesn Cox's Basar and Makiabkhall,
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height to be thrown down to the lowest pit alternately,
When rough gales blew there, all of & sudilen the waves of
the Panch Garia roared and tonched the vory heaven in their
fierce dance. These waves of the Black Waters are dread-
ful., Ships with sails puffed up by winds, struggled bard
to preserve themselves, and the crew were dismayed when
crossing this portion of the deep; and some pledged a
thousand rupees to be offered to the great sants if they
could go back to the land witd safety. The Hindus prayed
to Kali and the Mughs (the Burmese) offered prayers to
Phara, and pll eried, ** Ol Lord, save us from this erisis.”’

When  the fierce Kalipini Las  been crossed, the
sed becomes o pleasant siglt; it is calm and the new
islands look beautiful in the East. These islets have no
trees or plante but yet they look fresh and delightful.

But now let us resmue tle story of the Harmads.

In the up-siream of the Bay, there are 1ony turns by
the side ol the coast ; the pirates conceal themselves in these
nooks watching the boats.  The boats come from foreign
countries, earning large profits by trade—tbeir flags are
raised high Auttering in the wind, Swilt are the small boats
of the pirates which pass over the Buy like birds over the
sky. The Hurmads do not at all care lor their lives ; they
are a set of desperate people and in naval fights they show
unflineliing courage and tact.

They used to plunder the goods nnd sink the huuta
in the depth of the sen. They wouldl sometimes take the
boatmen of the ships they plundered captives—bound
in choins,

Now, at the time of which we are speaking, Nur and
Malek had fallen head-long in love and wers enjoying
themselves  when the Harmods visited the island of
Rangadia.

They attacked the house of Asgar, opened the big
chest amd relzed all s contents, Nothing of value was
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left in the house. Azgar cried like a belpless child and
Nur struck her head with ber hands. But the tragedy

did not end there. The pirates bound botl Nur and Malek
with ropes and carried them away.

Did they mean to celebrute the marriage of the betrothed
pair ?

The old peasant, quite helpless, began to ery and his
wile joined in his laments. The greatest griel they felt was
for their daughter. How tenderly had they clicrished the
lope of seeing her happy in marriage. (L1, 1-50.)

(9)
Eneomnler,

Playful are these boate of he pirates, They
marched, Lkeeping time as it were, with the motion
of the wnves! Like the vultures thal bLovered over the
sen, they marched flapping their wings of sail. In one of
these, lay poor Nur fastencd to o cabin, There was no
cloth on her person, how could she preserve her decency ?
The wind had a share in the oppression of the poor
girl, for it opened the rich treasure of her huir which
fuitered dishevelled on all sides.

The hands of Malek were bound behind his back so
tightly that the pain was exeruciating and unbearable.

The leader of the gang was charmed with the beauty of
Nur. He approached Malek and said, ** What is this girl
to you? Who is her father, and who her father-in-law? **

Malek stared at the face of the leader but gave no
answer. At this the leader took a sharp dagger in his band.
Nur gave o shrill cry, when all on s sudden & violent gale
blew, tearing the ropes of the sails to pieces. Losing the
sail the boat fell into one of the dreaded whirlpools which
made it reel round and round, $ill it was carried desperately
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into n sandy shoal. The red orb was sinking in the western
horizon. There was no plant, no tree in that land far or
near;—sand on all sides, and nothing else. A few fishermen
were catching fish in the Bay. The whole gang of robbers
forcibly entered the boat of these fishermen. Some of
thew had just kindled fire in the hearth for boiling rice
and others were dressing fish, when this great mishap be-
fell them. (LI, 1-24,)

(10)
Rotaliation,

All the fishermen of the locality in the meantime had
gathered there. Some of them were armed with swords,
some twith ropes of sail and long bamboo poles. Some
carried oars and helms and they attacked the robbers
in a body. A great skirmish took place in that sandy
shore. Many were killed outright and many had their
skulls broken.

There was one aged fisherman who came up at this
stage with a large quantity of powdercd pepper. He
threw handfuls of these into the eves of the robbers. They
staggered at this uncxpected blow and could not keep stand-
ing. They fell down upon the sand: Tho robbers were
disarmed by the fishermen and were bound, hand and
foot. Liberally were they served with blows, slaps and
kicks.

Hasving thus made the Harmads captives, the fisher-
men proceeded to judge the criminals. Some of them set
up & great uproar, demanding the indiscriminste massacre
of these wicked men ; they cried, *° With our sharp daggers
let us at once cut off their heads ; " but the more merciful
ones said, *‘ No brethren, tie heavy stones with their necks

and throw them into the middle of the illimitable sea in
that condition.""



NURANNEHA AND THE GRAVE 47

When the fishermen were clamourously talking in this
mnnner, Malek overheard their angry speeches,—bound as
he was in the dock of the boat of the robbers. Then Malek
cried aloud rending the very sky with his lamentations.
Some fishermen lieard his voice and with torches in their
hands came up for enquiry. They took pity on Malek and
set him free and heard every thing from his lips from the
beginning to the end. Next they went to rescne poor Nur,
who bhad fainted. They raised her up, but bLer bead
could not be kept erect. As often as they tried to raise it,
it bent down. Malek liad lier eyes gently opened, but they
seemed to be bereft of sight and did not twinkle. There
was no sound in ler heart, and her pulse did not beat.
Her hands and feet had grown cool as ice—sbe lay thoroughly
prostrate and her teeth were clenclied.

They brought her to the boat of the fishermen. Some
of them poured waler on her head and some fanned
ber ; and disconsolate Malek cried all the while like a ¢hild at
her pitiable condition and lamented wildly. *‘ Look at me,
dear sister, get up and let us once more go to our house at
BRangadia,—rise up, oh my full-moon, diffusing light and
life ! Alas, who will now prepare betels for me? Who will
offer me tobacco? In the dry season, who will refresh
me by offering cool drink? Rise vp, ob lamp of my
house | Who will spread a nice mat on the floor for my re-
pose | Rise up dear one, let us go back and you will once
more prepare sweel curd for me and store it in new earthen
vessels. Then at night we will wateh the fowls hatching
their eggs in the hut. Wake up from this sleep and let us
go back quickly to our deserted home."'

Thus did Malek cry, sitting pear the girl, and did not
find consolation any way. The old Asherman brought from
a little box a pill which bhe mixed with eool water and
made the girl take . He also sprinkled water all over
her face and eyes.
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Malek raised her up and placed her in his lap
and began to fan her. He said that he perceived
a little breath in her nosirils, There, the beams of the
moon fell on her beantiful face and the southern wind
brought & freshness as it Dblew over her. A little after
the girl opened her eyes.

She sat on ber bed und said a word or two. They gave
her o handful of rice to eat alter having washed it with
water. She enquired about her {ather and mother. Slowly,
after a time, did Malek nequaint her with all that had hap-
pendil.

One of the robliers, kept bound under the deck, had, in
the meantime, broken his chain and helped others to do the
same. They then silently made their escape, unnoticed by
the careless fishermen. (L) 1-58.)

(11)
They meel again.

In the Bay, which had no limit, no end, the young
couple lived in the cottage of u fisherman on the sands,
made of straw and leaves. They were pressed with anxiety
and could not sleep in night or in day. In the night when
everything was still, they saw the play of the waves
from afar.

Their happiness was like that of a fish, which dragged up-
on the land, makes its escape and gets into water again—
or like that of a stream which after & long circuitous course
gaina its utmost goal, the sea; or like the creepers Jhinga
or long gourd when they find a refuge on a bamboo-platform,
or like a poverty-stricken man when he comes allon a  sud-

den in possession of untold gold, or like that of Eusol when
he met Jelukha.
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The next day, the fishermen stirred themselves up and
drew a progrmme of their work. They decorated their boats
with flags and proceedeil to cross the Bay,— tlie large boats,
the Gadhn, with enormons sails had their decks filled with
ey lish and other goods.  Then they morched through the
deep in g row.  The bontmen  wade themselves merry in
various ways.  Some played on reed-flutes, some sounded
the lorne—the CGalln danced on the waves, keeping
time with this wild musie. Tt was the boundless sea that
inspired them with will cestacy. BSome of the boatmen
sang siri songs, others oined their voice in chorus,

The song of the Boalmen.

** Cold is January, the chill wind blows! Merrily did
we throw our tengha net on the stream of the Karan-khah
in the south.

““ We dragged the net and came up to Bosai—lo! we
found buila, bural and dddl entangled in the threads of the
net.

Chorns—"* Cold is January, ete.

* We threw the bain nei,—in the night late we came, as
mueh time was taken in dining. We reached Dhan  Chiba-
nid and Andar Char—the pet homes of fishes.

“ From our net some leapt out, some escaped through
crevices, and some remained entangled in the vet.

Chorus—"* Cold is January, ete.

' We have rowed our boats up stream and down,

“ We liave travelled too by the deep red shores of Haldia
and by the newly-settled Nayachar—where it is a terror to
bebold the waves stirred up by wind.

" Phere, ol brethren, the coast abounds with fishes.

«+ Strangers are we, friends ; we have come from distant
lands !

T
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Chorus—"" Cold is Januvary, ete.

" Near the turn of Sonadia the * gold island,” to the
north—fishes of all kinds are seen floating on the
surface of the bay—the tails, the risha and large-sized

churi—the sea~fisli. These siruggle hard in the nots and
often tear them off. (LI 1.32.)

Chorus—** Cold is Jauuary, ete."

(12)

The boatmen spent these days merrily, singing and
playing on their flutes as they rowed, After three days
they came down to Rangadia, and Malek and Nur met
bereaved Azgar on reaching the place.

The old man burst into tears as he embraced the youth.
Nur's mother in ecstacy of joy kissed the girl over and
over, pressing her lips tenderly on hers. Happy were
they, as when one about to be drowned in a river at last
reaches its bank, or a blind man who lost his sfick suddenly
gets it back while searching it with his hands.

The butter melts near the fire, 8 woman cannot control
her feelings long if love has grown in her mind. However
carefully may you try to purify esline water through a cloth,
the salty taste will continue. Love, dear friend, cannot be
got rid off, howsoever may you try to fres yourself
from its control. Love's nature i growth. You cannot
prune or suppress this ever-growing gift of God. Iis
impression like a thing engraved on stone cannot be effaced
away. You may try to conceal it with all your might but

you cunnot help exposure. Azgar and his wife both under-
stood that Malek and Nur had fallen in love,

One day when the sun was eetling on the sea, Azgar
took Malek with him for a ramble on the shore.
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Affectionately did the old man thus address Malek :

“ Oh. my dear youth, know il for certain that I have
loved you as my own son. Bot T must eaution yon ngainst
one thing. You must not marry my daughter Nuranneha.

* Yon do not know the past tale. Your father Nazu
consitdered me to be his enomy. I remember the day when
vour father married. [ recollect how pompously the
function was colebrated. But some one spread a seandal,
and when you were born, dear boy, the quarrel between your
parents rose to a high pitch—the result was that your
father divorced hiz wife.

““ She eried bitterly over her lot, and when she came to
my house praying for help in her distress, I forthwith
marricd Lier.

** Deogaon, my native town, became since a hot bed fo¥
me, T eould find no rest in my house. The memory of those
crnel days still rends my lieart like a shaft. The people of
the 1own became hostile to me; my grannery became empty
of 15 store and not a eowri was left in my box. I ecannot
describe to you how bitterly I suffered at the time. Your
mother was to me then like o fountain of cool water
in an environment of fire. This world is full of
knaves. Your [ather, shortly after, departed from this
world of woes, and I was left to suffer my portion. Now 1
eagerly look for permanent rest in the grave, which is to
be miy bed of repose after the weary days that may yet be
in store for me.

‘* This Nuranneha is hapd=ome as a statue of purest
gold, She is the heart of my heart, dear as a rib of my
chest, She is your sister. Do not think that you are
any way distant from me, You are my nearest kin and
not a whit less than a son, But how ean you think of
marrying Nur, your own sister, born of the same mother? .=

Our scriptures prohibit such an unholy mateh." (LI 1-46.)¢ =~ -

8032



L EASTERN BENGAL BALLADS

(13)

Malek could not keep standing after this, He sat on
the ground like one who had received the Larlest blow,
The sky scemed to break down and fall on his bead and
the world trembled before his eyes.

His eyes moved not and his face became dark. He felt
the weight of a heavy stone on his breust.

Darkness prevailed on the earth and the Bay roared—
the boats were swiftly coming to the shore with their
thin sails pulTed up by southern wind,

Azgar said, ' Tt is late hour, Malek, let us roturn
home."

Malek replied, ** Do you better go home, I will follow a
little after."’

The simple old man could not read the mind of Malek
and went away, saying ‘' Do not tarry, Malek, come home
quickly."

Nur 1o the meantime hnd prepared the meals. But
why did slie feel a sudden throb in her heart? The father
took his meal and the mother also finished bers, but Malek
did not return.

** Has the spirit of the Sea possessed him?'' thought
Nur.

The curry of funda fish and the sali rice, warm
on the hearth, gradually grew cold. Nur's head reeled,
she sat and rose up again and again,—often did her eyes
close in sleep—midnight passed in this way. Azgar asked
his daughter if Malek bad come, '* He has not come—
where has he gone then?" They asked each other.
Azgar thought ** Like the parrot which cuts the rods of the
cage with its beak, has the lad cut off all the ties of
affection with which we tried to bind bim o us and fled
away!"’
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With a torch in his hand, Azgar searched every road,
every turn of the sen-shore, calling Malek aloud by
name. The ol man visited every locality and every house
of Rangadia, seeking Liw in vain.

Malek that evening came to the landing ghat and sat
there with head bent down, thinking and reflecting within
Limsell. At this time a halam boat loaded with goods
arrived nt the place. Without any plan for the future
Malek went on board the ship.

When Nur wos weeping for him with plates full of
delicious food ready near hpr, Malek had alrendy enlisted
himsell as one of the oarsmen and as the flow-tide hod set
in, it made the waves swell up and the boat rushed towards
the North displaying its sail. (LI, 1-34.)

(14)

Grod had created the girl but alag! where was the match
for her ? The Aower faded away, its own bee did not turn
up. O this mystery of creator! How unsteady are all
things! The world and its affairs are a8 unsteady as a drop
of water on a lotus-leaf !

Nur bad fallen ill. Alss, wlo was there to assuage the
pain of her head with a soft touch 2 Who was there to
make hourly enquires about hier condition, prepare Ler bed
and give her medicine 7 None was there to offer her a
drop of water. For, two days ago the father and the
motber hnd both died of small-pox. What can men do if
Providence is against them ? Nur also had got the fatal
disease and death seemed to lw 1o sight. At this bour she
thought of ber own Malek, **Alas, my hopes have
remained unfulfilled for ever. 1 shall not see him again,’’
she murmured in paiolul despair.  And then the bird few
away leaving its cage.
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Five years later Malek visited Rangadia again. He
was now o rich merchant. How splendid did his boat look,
rowed by sixteen oarsmen! It was loaded with all sorte
of valuable merchandise !

The first thing Malek did on arriving at the place, was
to pay u visit to Azgar's house. There was no trace of
that home of theirs. The old man was not there, nor the
beantiful Nurannelia, nor her mother. He beard from the
neighbours that by the eruel dispensation of Providence
they had all fallen vietim to nmall-pn;:. First of all died
the father, then the mother, and them Nuranneha—last of
all. That home of theirs had thus lecome a wvoid.
Malek's eves dropped incessant tears. His heart writhed
in agony and the world looked dismal and dark before his
eyes.

He made [urther inquirics and at last found three
graves on the sea-shore. He fell prostrate on one of them
and stretched his limbs and lay there unconscious of every-
thing else in the world. The day closed and the night
came in—he lay insensible all the while, Towards the
latter part of the night he saw an amazing sight! The
grave trembled and he bheard the voice of Nuranneha clearly
saying ** Come, dear brother, and take your seat on the side
where my head lies. Do not grieve for me. I no longer
possess the body of flesh and blood, my sinews and nerves
areall gone, T ama spirit wow. But still my beart
bleeds for vou. I have not been able to forget you. The tie
of earthly affection is too strong, and I confess that though
a spirit now—my earthly attachment still continues with
unabated fervour. My heart weeps for you day and mght."’

When Malek heard that dear voice he becnme maddened
and was convinced that death sets no =eal on true love.
Four days passed and Malek loy there without food or
drink. He did not feel the stings of bunger or thirst.
He moved not from the spot nor slept for o woment, The
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captain of his boat, the oarsmen and servants all came
there and tried to raize bim [rom the grave ; but no request,
no solicitude or even compulsion could break his vow of
fast. Alss where lay hus Balam boat rowed by sixteen
oarsmen or the ensigna and Aag of variegated colour—
and where lay all his goods nnd wenlth 2 Malek did not
even once cast his glance on these things, nor cared to know
who took nway s vast wealth, nor showed any liking for
his life of luxury !

In the western sea, many & boat loaded with rich
merchandige passed by, and the boatmen sang sdri songs as
they rowed the oars. From afar Malek who was now a mad
man, looked towards those bosts listening for ' moment
to the boatmen's songs and then made his usual rounds by
the grave of the dear one.

A spirange thought seemed to agitate him, but be
uttered not & word. He wore a torn cloth, a torn coat and
had no cap on his head. (Ll 1-80,)












FREFACE TO SHILA DEVI

The ballad of the Princess Shila Devi was collected by
Babu Chandrakumur De about the middle of September,
1927. It was sent to me in the first week of October
(4t Aswin, 1335 B. 8). It was obtained from two
men—Kalu Sekh of Adam Guzi and Nandalal Das, a boal-
man of Kadamsri ; both these places are in Mymensingh.

This ballad was onee popular in the district of Mymen-
singh. T cannot say that the present version is genuine
from the beginning to the end—the ballad seems to be based
on an historical event, and Shila Devi's name is widely
known in the district. Therc are places near Nava Brinda-
ban which are associated with the incidents of her tragic
end.

A gentleman named Gopal Chandra Biswas of Gopal-
asram in Mymensingh bad, some years ago, collected another
version of this ballad, a summary of which was published
in the * Arati,” a local magazine of the district. Gopal Babu
is now 70 years old. He informed Babu Chandrakumar
De that the ballad which he had collected was missing.
Gopal Babu’s version of the tale differs materially from the
present one in some important points, snd T am inclined
to believe that the lost version was the more genuine of
the two.

The earlier portions of both the texts are analogous
and present different readings ooly occasionally. The
Moonda comes to the Brahmin Rajah as a supplicant for
help falling in great distress, and ihe Rajah receives him
with compassion and gives him an appointment. He lives
in comfort for many years and then makes the sstounding
demand for the Princess’s hands im place of his re-
muneration which was due He is thrown into prison in

{0 )
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ohains, hnt possessed of superhuman strength as he was, he
breaks the chinin at night and Mies to u histant forest. There
he colleets a foree of wild Moondas and attacks the palice of
the Brahmin Rajul all wnawares in the depth of night

The solliers of the king are dismayed and  muny are killisl
encountering poisoned arrows shot by the Moondas.

The Moomlns looted the treasury and  marched to the
inner apartments with & view (o steure the Princess. Lt
the Rajaly in the meantime had fled witl his davgliter and
other members of the family by q private soor, and the
Moondas could not got any trnee of them.  They ecnpiod
thie palace und establishod a reign of terror there.

Up to thix point both the versionsare in perlect ngnee-
meut.  Bub there s much differcnce in (b stlseq
developinent of the story as rolated in the two Lexte, T'he
Preseat version savs thot the Bealuniy Rigali 1ok ~lelter
in the palace of o Hindu King of 3 neighbonring  provinee.
Hig e i ot gaiven vor the nome of 1he prinee,  "Uhix
secis to ue rather nousual. 1 gt first suguested to we the
possilnlity of this version having heen composed long altey
the historical event had happened, = that tle bl =t ker
relied upon sone materials supplied by rueal people whe o
only a dim recollection of an carlier ballad on the subject.
But the summary of the Laflai supplied by Rabu Copal
Chandra makes this paint very clear. It stye that the
Brahmin Rajak fallen in great distross seeks the help of one
of the Gajis—Moliamedan rulers who were very powerful in
Bengal in the 13th and Lith conturios. The Giaji built a
oew palace for Lis illustrivns guest where the Brahmin
Rajah lived with his family for some time i peace.  But
the young somof the Gaji took o {aney for the Princess
Shila, aad the Rajah felt his position there 1o be very ‘in-
secure and precarions.  He fled in all haste nye night and
went to the Rajali of Tipperali to seck his help.

The Rajak of Tipperah offered Lin all Lielp, and when
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he heard of his distress promised to send an army against
the Moonda Chief, provided the Rajah ogreed to give lis
daughter in marriage to his young son. The Rajsh
agreed to do so, and the King of Tipperah sent the
prinee, his son, on the promised expedition.

The young prince and Shils Devi were already in love,
and when the prinee went at the bead of the army Shila
Devi followed him disguised as a young gencral.

The Moondas, aware of the grave anger that was
imminent, threw away the embankment of a neighbouring
river, and the tlood that overtook the country carried away
the Tipperah army, and the young prince and Shila Devi,
when engaged in fighting with the foe, were hoth plunged
in the waters and met o tragic watery gruve. Even-
tunlly it was not difficult on the part of such a mighty king
as the Tipperals Raja to conquer the untrained Moondas. A
second army of the Rajub of Tipperab succeeded in entrapp-
ing the whole troop of the Moondas by a net of strong ropes.
They were all made captives, and three cannons discharged
one after another in a plice called the Kakrar chara blew
the wild people off, reducing them to ashes.

It is evident that a second recensionist altered this story
in certain points, with some omissions, and this is not to be
attributed to the vague recollection of the people who had
supplied bim with the material, o5 I had first supposed, but
the recensionist did so deliberately in order to eliminate the
Moslem element in the narrative. The attempt of a Moalem
prince to court the hands of a Brahmin princess was not
certainly to the taste of the people, and the author of the
second version struck off the portion altogether.

The Tipperah Rajabs in the age gone by werevery
eager to form alliances with the higher classes of the
Hindu community and it is not unnatural that the king
here would enler into an agreement with the Brahmin
Rajah to recover his kingdom from the hands of the usurper
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and restore it to lim on condition that the beautiful Brah-
oy princess would be given in warriage to his son.

Az the older version has not been obtained I make my
surmiges from the summary of it given in the Arati—sent
1o me by Babu Chandrakanta De.

It is clear from the langunge of the texts that an old
ballad was recast and handed to us in the present form, but
the composition of this ballad, even as it stands, could
not have been later thon the sixteenth century. If i
wore 50, mnny mors  fignres of speech and over-drawn
wetaphorical expressions following the depraved classic
taste of the later centuries would have been in evidence
in the present text. While offering sowe apparent signs of
interpalations and changes the ballad has retaiped fo a
great extent ite primitive simplicity.

The charncter of the Moonda—his towering and giant
figure, lis savagery and the andacity of his insulting pro-
posal, his great physical strength and dogged vindictiveness
lLave been very vividly deseribed. The ballad gives some
glimpses of the sort of life the Moondas led in the forests.

Love is the main theme of these ballads. The earlier
ones give the finest specimens of love-anecdotes ; there, the
lovers pursue a course of patient devotion to each other,
undaunted by any circumstance, however untoward, or by
any adventure however risky and hard. Buit a: we come
down to later balluds, this lofty emotion receives a colouring
from the imagination of the people imbued with the some-
what corrupt taste of classical pedants. This element of
classic taste is very prominent in some of the latest ballads
where we find arlificiality, vagueness and exaggeration in
the place of rural simplicity, relevancy and the atiractive
style ol the village peasants, The earlier ballads are brief
vyet fully expressive of the noble ideas they want to promul-
gate, covering a galaxy of dramatic events, all relevantly
strung together with a true artistic cleverness.
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n the stories of & later period we come across exaggerated
images and too much of abnormal ecolouring which distort
true poetry. In the present ballad the laments of the princess
verge on extravagance though there is o restraint which has
saved it from being atrociously so. We have liked the ballad
for the elements of primitive simplicity preserved in it and
for supplying certain facts of administrative history of the
century gleaned from its nccounts. The country used to be
run over by the raids of nomadie jungly people and from
these even & Rajah was not safe in his palace. The women
even belonging to the higher society were often counted us
property to be plundered with jewels by the hooligans.

The well-known maxim ‘none but the brave deserves the
fair * is illustrated in many of these ballnds. Brides were
not won by the pedantry and learning of youngmen as we
find in the days of Vidyasundar, but by real valour and
manliness which form the characteristic feature of many of
the beroes of the hallad-literature, while a spirit of courage,
devotion and patient suffering distinguish the beroines aud
make their striking personalities objects of our true admira-
tion ana regard,

Disesa CEAXDRA SN,



Shila Devi

(1)
The Moonda and the King.

"'A poor Moonda am I. Hutor bovel have I none in this
wide world to eall my own.  An wanderer am I, travelling
{rom land to land,"*

It 1= Providence that has brought this poor pitinhle
Moonda to the realms of the Bralimin Rajah,

No recollections of parents has he. He wanders for
alms from house to house. Slieer Providence has brought
this forester, this wretched Moonda, to the realm of the
Brahmin Rajah,

Born was he in the forest. Wild from birth the Moonda
comes to the king's Audience Hall and stands before His
Majesty with folded hands.

" Thou art the Lord of this vast realm. Oh King! 1
am a beggar,"' says the Moonda, *' 1o roof T own but live
under the shade of trees, oh Brahmin King."'

He stops n moment and then says sobbing, “ I have no
brother, nor do [ remember my parents. [Like a straw
floating in the stream I am drifted (rom shore to shore,
helpless and miserable,

** Some one surely sold me in the market-place for a few
cotcries when I was a mere child but T do not remember
who he was. 1 suffered greatly as a serl and absconded
from my master's house, unable to bear his Oppression,

** From that day I have turned a vagabond. When rain
comes pouring on my body or the rays of the sun becomes
intense, I hardly find shelter under a tree in dreary waste-
lands through which T pass, My luck, alas] is against me,
whom shall I aconse?"”

L
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The King.

“T am sorry for you, poor Moonda. Live in this capital
of mineand I pledge my wonl you will have everything here
that you may need for maintenance. 1 will give you a
honse to live in and a garden for growing vegetables. Yom
will have wages besides, for | appoint you as Kotwal of this
town from to=tny.™

The Moonda.

“ T'do not want any land or house. [ will thank God if
you, oh great king, grant mo o place at your lotus feet.

“ When I sit by a stream, my eves shed tears which over-
flow its banks. For ten years have I lived a wanderer’s
lifee visiting regions untold, Take me for a slave of ihy feet,
oh Monarel ! T will gnard the palace—no robber, no thief
will dare enter the house,  Inured to fovest-life from my
childlood I fear neither a buialo nor a tiger,—withmy two
arms stretched ont I stop the ecourse of wild elephants,
The forest 1s my home and I do not holidl the ferocious
beasts inawe. Look at my arms strong as iron bars and
my breast, ol King, is hard as a <lab of stone.""

The king looked at him and saw lus vigorous iron-
[rame. He felt a shwdder but hiding his feeling said in
a tone of apparent mercy.

* Look at the dark pond there at the precinets of the
palace,  Thither gooand make your station on its banks.
Yon will get rice and other necessaries of life from the
royal store.  Cook your meals in the kitchen, and in the
big hall with a spacious verandah attached to 1t you
will live in comfort. I have a police force twelve lundred
strong, and vou will be the head of them all.™”

When the Moonda heard the word of the king be bowed
to him a hundred limes as a mark of his gratitude and deep
regard. (LI, 1-66.)
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(2)
The King's daughter—Ten years old.

A ten years old gir]l was she—the only daughter of the
king. Her handsome features dazzled all eyes like gold.
With ler five maid-attendants she played in the palace.
Bonutiful was she as 8 champa flower—her hair fell be-
Lind her back in many a luxuriant curl and they touchied ber
knees  She looked through her thick dishevelled bair as
does the lustre of the moon through dark clouds,

Her teeth were beautiful like the pomegranate seeds
anid when she rmiled it seemed as if a champa had bloomed,
Her eyes were soft and beaming like the morning star—
nnd her rosy colour spread a charm which one, who would
<e¢ it once, could never forget.

Fiven the enemies of the king became charmed, and
those who were nobody to princess Shila, yearned for her
friendship. She grew in years, and the good king became
anxions for getting a suitable groom for her.

" This little bud of kadamba flower will be a blooming
thing ere long. To whom shall T offer her ?""—thought the
king.

Even from that time he began to send messengers for
seeking o bride-groom. With flowers and betels in hand
the match-mokers visited the countries far and near.
(L], G6-54))

(3)
The dawn of youth.

Her childhood was spent in plays and sports—the five
maiden {riends were her eonstant sttendants ministering to
her wishes in all matters.

Now came youth like a dashing stream oo her person.
When and how the tide set in—nobody knew nor could
foretell.
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* Your days of sports and plays are over, desr Prinvess
—the time bos come when you will have W leave your ol
home for one completely new—to which you are as yet
i stranger.

** Nobody had told you, dear Princess, thal a greal
change woulil be eorming over your life; yeb all unnoticed the
change lins cone.  Nobwly had told you, ol Princess, that
vour play-house was going to break for ever—yol the course
of life hus come to tuke n new turn. In the garden the
flower has bloomed. The short life of the bud is now
n mers recollection and u dream.

““Like o bird you will now flap your wings for s flight in
the open sky ; this home of childliood like o nest will then
be all uncared for, and your five maidens, who are dear to
vou ns life, will be nobudy to you.™

The Princess,

Oh! my majdens—tell me how is it that the voice of
the cuckoo brings a new message to my ears which startles
my senses. When in the cage the bird, Suka, and its mate
sing a song—it awakens in my heart an emotion I cannot
define. I cannot say what has become of me, but my heart
feels 4 strange desire which oppresses me forsooth both
with pain and joy. Verily does my mind like a cuckoo
sing u song that has a strange burden, and lo! my attire
seems scarcely enough o cover my person. Tell them, oh !
maidens, that new costumes should be ordered for me—t'w
old ones do not suit me now.

** I forget to do my hair io time. I have grown forget-
ful of every thing.

**Remind me of the hour when 1 shall attend to my toilet.
If I sleep late in the morning awaken me in time. The
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flowers delight me not, nor the moon either, whicli 1 onee so
heartily enjoyed. Tt seems to s that the whole worll is
covercd with darkness. 1 forget ihe lours of meal and
sleep.  What will my purents sy if they know all 1his

' What Providence has oha nged the old world to my pyes
Fknow not.  Alas! the charm anl spell of kweet home are
broken for ever—ilie old joys liave been snatched away from
me by Providence. No longer do T feel any appetite or «
desire Lo sleep.””

Her maid,

O,y soft bud do ot bloom.  The Dee will attack
you and destroy all your sweetness.

Y De not weep, ol Princess, vour mind js venrning for
love—some one will be coming to vou.  You o not vt
know Liim yet, for him your mind is disconsolale by mere
presentiment.

* He will give a new attire to aild grace to vour voutl
amd vour clinrm will nppear througlh it as doos the ystre of
the moon through the clouds. The old way of jloing hatr
he will change and himself make a chignon to his eloice—
the blak paint of your eyos he will wish awny and with
his own hands paint vour eves charmingly.  These jewels
which ndorn your ears vow he will throw awuy and devo-
rate them with blooming fowers from his garden, You
jewelled nose-ring he will eejeet and put 2 nice floy ¢r-ring
i its slead,

" Love is like o touchstone, which us it tonehes 3 clod of
earth, it turns into goll—so does o lover's foucl brings
on a change in a maiden’s mind."* (L1 00-171.)

+)
The Moonda aguin,

S:‘U“ I\' lln uh‘.' }'l.':l.h- mu {jﬂ—-—-ﬁ“e.’ tt‘-ul ”ll'Eﬂ' I.II'H'l "I
bhis way fiso sears are goue.  The: Moouda hay again eome
to the Audience Hall
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He pays his respects to the king and says, '* Here
om I with a prayer, obh King. Give me now the remu-
neration due to me. I have not drawn any pay for these
five yoars that I lave been here. On getting my outstand-
ing dues I will leave your palace und go to Tipperah.*'

The King.

“Go to the treasury and take from it whatever your
remuneration may be. 1 give you full liberty to draw your
pay."

The Moonda.

" Lattle do T eare, oli great Kiug, for money. T will tell
you' sowmething now. which 1 venture to hope vour Mujesty
will hear patiently. No wealth T want, but at thie liour
of leaving vour Majesty’s city | will ask of you one Lhing
whieh T value more than all riches. Al the wealth in your
treasury are aw fillh and dust compared to what 1 am going
W ask of you. Now you have s dnughter, ol great King,
who 15 in her full vouth unil you have not yel given her in
tmviage,  For God's sake, [ollil this bumble priyer of
wine aml givo me s dyngliter of yours, Save ay life,
oli, great King ! for [aw hopelessly e love. No money,
noowild or pearl do 1 owant. For Inll five years 1 have
servind yoirr Majisdy with ol wy powur nmd all for this one
remard. I baseech vou. oh Munarel, give mu this fair
daugiter of youre aond Twill sovsider all my labour as rickly
rewinled, (L 1711050

(%)
dygain to Forest.

The King: was all phlize with seath i i fetlting
propossd. AT e Katwals, who wvem [l an dbe ook,
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bound the Moondn hand and foot—some inflicted Blows on
him with their fists, othors beat hime with elubs—somn
suggesled thut the wreteh should be put o fire and be burok
alive. The executioner rolled his sword over his head nnd
said, " Come here wreteli, if you woulil murey the Priness,”

The Moonda cared not for life, ho wis not Trightened by
all these threats. In the depth of wight he broke e
fetters, that bound him in prison, aml o lorester, as he Wk,
he fled to the forest once more, (L1 195-205.)

()
The victorious vobber.

Three years pussed.  The Moonds organised o party ol
loresters in a will woodland,  One day e dnvited (e
party and cooked meals Tor them,  Alter they  had  lnishi
their repast the Moonda said, ** Ol Brethoen, leb as fo-di ¥
o to the Brahmin king's capital, TTix riolies are anlinill,
If we sueceed in looting his treasury, by oo day's labonr we
shall be masters of provision for life. "

These forest people gencrally pass thwir daye on ponr
morséls and are hall-stoeved. Whon o they Bl of el
tunense wealtl, they bessane waddonod by o desise b bl

Bach caeriod in his laaod o Dol wosevthe aomd iz
gnised himsell as o davelibowrore avocoalle, gt i e
Diagge Tunlle thes enerted over Ui shosbilios, fhey conmealod
pomoned areovws, hows and  othor wenpome Nos o 5i04-
puected Bhnt Al DueotThescomitidoed e imploments of war,
S Ly ensily paessetl Trome villngse villige ws cedinaey
laboerers. Tl vestdionts af e villuges catbed Shin s oy
faansasl by Whieir dooes and saoitail o givie them wirk.

The Maoudd.

s ot ar all weony profit e werk in this conntry
Ob Yunrd. We have often found that after having got tieir
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workdone by us, the people do not pay us wages. We
must leave this place and go to the city of the Brahmin
king."'

It took them three months to go to the city of the
Brahmin king. The wicked Moonda bid himself in the
day-time and sent his men to the city to seek work as
day-labourers.

In the deep hours of the night the Moonda nttacked the
palace with his men. Like n hundred bees coming out
all on a sudden [rom the honey-comb, the men swarmed
under the lead of the Moonda at the palace-gate. The
guards and other soldiers were now broad-awake and they
hastened to the room where weapons were kept.

The Moonda's followers shot poisoned arrows at them so
that before the king's men could equip themselves well, they
fell dead on the door way. The Moonda had in the mezntime
set fire 10 the palace, and as the guards hastened to quench
the fire, the wicked men looted the treasury and valiantly
approached the gata of the inner apartments. But when
they entered, they found the rooms empty. The Rajah
had fled with the members of his family to the city of a
neighbouring king. (L1, 205-246.)

(M)
The Rajoh as a guest.

The Brahmin Rajah there addressed his [riend, the king,
and eaid,—'* Tl luck hass brought me to your doors ass
beggar, oh King. All unexpected, the robbers seized my
palace and have now conquered if. A youthful danghter
have I with me and finding no place of refuge I have come
to seek shelter in your city. All on a sudden this mishap
has fallen upon us like a thunder-bolt. Placed in a eritical
position, as I am, where else counld we go now with this
young dsughier of mine!"
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The king as he heard this sad tale immediately ordered
a new house to be built near his palace for accommodating
his friend in distress and said :

“ Stay with me for sometime, oh King, until I arrest the
vile Moonda and restore you to your kingdom.'’

Thus did the good Brahmin king stay as & guest in the
city of his friend and full six months passed. T will now
relate to you the developments that took place in the
meantime. (Ll 246-250.)

(8)
The Prince—a Suttor.

The Rajah of this new city had & son, a sprightly lad
~-who had just stepped into youth, Handsome was he as
an angel with eyes beautiful as those of an antelope. His
manly figure gladdened all eyes and he lorded over his
father's kingdom—respected everywhere and beloved of all.
The Rajah was thinking of marrying him and had sent
match-makers far and near in quest of a bride.

In the new garden attached to the guesi-house the prin-
cess Shila went one day to pluck flowers as usoal with a
cane-basket under her arm. The soft breeze was blowing
and she felt o pleasing sensation.

An event occurred mow changing the course of her
life. ** Why do you O cuckoo "' she said, **sing a song of
such tender appeal? Who is it that has given pain to your
heart?"*

The Prince.

“ Will you tell me, Oh Princess, why you pluck fRowers
every morning? What God do you wership with these?
You are yet unmarried. For what object do you worship
Him daily ?
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“ To tell you my mind, I bave been maddened by your
beauty. You daily weave a garland with some of these
flowers. May I ask who is the lucky person whose neck you
would adorn with it? You are a princess. Have you got a
guitable youth to whom you would like to offer yourself?
If you would not reject me, fair princess, may I be per-
mitted to ask your father's permission to marry you? "’

Princess Shila.

“ 1l becomes you, oh stranger, fo touch the flowing
end of my sari in that way. You have addressed me as
a princess. True it is that I was once so, but fo-day we
are beggars at your palace for maintenance. Driven from
home we are here seeking lodging and food, depending
on your charity. My father has not known a wink of sleep
in the nights these long six months. He spends his
nights in shedding incessant tears. You are the master of
this large kingdom. Why should you wish to marry the
daughter of a Brahmin beggar? '’

The Prince.

* Do not, oh dear girl, give pain to my heart by talking
in this strain. People say that men are hard-hearted
but I see that women are so. The ketaki, karadi and
many other flowers have bloomed around, but none of
them is so beautiful as you are—a rude touch may hurt
you,—so soft you seem !

““Many ntime have I come and gone awsy but pever
dared to approach you lest I give offence or pain. I have
long suppressed my feelings but could not do so to-day.
Excuse me ; do not be annoyed with me, oh princess,
I hive come to your garden without permission. From the
day you have come to our city I have become an admirer

10
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of your beauty. The sight of your beauly opens as it were
the portals of heaven to my eyes. May I expect that you
would condescend to come to my apartments to-night?
There shall 1 open my whole heart to you in confidence.
I will not touch you nor approach you too closely—I will
enjoy » sight of your sweet face from a distance.”

Shila.

** Excuse me, prince, Have control on your mind.
Your purents will get a hundsome girl for you suited to
your rank,”’

The Prince.

“* Mind seeks its own object of choice, oh princess, Hun-
dreds of fine things would not give & person satisfaction ; until
he finds the thing of his own heart he remains a beggar.
Riches and power I want not, they are as dust of your
feet. Here am I ai your door an humble beggar. If you
give me your hands that I seek, the precious gift I will
aceept bowing down my head. Even if I have to lose my
kingdom I should like to spend my life happily in u dreary
forest but without you nothing remains in the world to
attract or please my mind,"

Shila.

** You do not know, prince, the vow taken by my father,
It is a very hard one and I myself worship the gods with
the same object. To-dsy I find that T have not been nble
to make myeell ready for worship. It has already been
a Iate hour for it. My father has taken the vow that he
who will be able to bind the Moonds hand and foot and
bring him here in that condition, to him will be offer we
gs bride and to none else.
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““He will not care whether the person be a hadi, a
pariah or a chapdil—a man of the lowest castes, but he
will fufll this pledge by giving me to the conqueror of our
foe.™

The Prince.

*“ Oh my princess, ready am I for this adventure, To-
morrow will T go to fetch the wicked Moonds up here bound
in chaing. Whether I die or live in the battle is no concern to
me. To-morrow I will with my father’s permission march
on this errand. To-day go to your own compartments, dear
princess., Know it for certain that to-morrow I go to wage
war against the vile Moonda,"’

dhila.
{Soliloquy.)

‘“Alas] what have I donel Why have I mentioned
the condition of this pledge to the prince? Ido not want
the kingdom nor power nor wealth. Alas! why have
I endangered the precious life of the prince? My kingdom
seems like a trinket lost in the sea, Why should his
valuable life be at stake for picking it up from the bottom
of the unfathomable deep?

The Moonds is a tough fighter : the result of war is
uncertain. How shall I be able to live in peace when he
will have gone fo fight with the Moonda? ' (She weops.)

The Prince.

““ Do not weep, oh princess. Do not fear. He is a
savage of the forest. I will conquer him easily and return
sictorious here. [ will bring the wicked fellow bound in
chains here. T give you my word,"*

The princess took heart at this assurance and patienily
waited in ber compartments, (Ll 260-356.)
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(9)
He returns a Victor.

In the morning the prince gought permission from his
father to go to war. He nlso sought the permission of his
mother and of the Bralmin Raja. He could not approach
the compartment of the princess Shila Devi. From a dis-
tance he looked towards her room und tears glistened in his
eves. '* Rest in peace, sweet soul,'" he said within himself,
““till T refurn with the Moonds, as a prisoner. When
I shall return victorions, I will build a summer-
house in the midst of our tank. There the servants will
make a bed of flowers for vs."

The prince marched with his army. ‘ Cut down, kill and
attack,' these were the sounds that arose everywhere—
the archiers went by thousands and the cavalry marched
onwards, The sound of the horses' hoofs rose to the sky.
The dust beaten by the hoofs rose high up in the air. The
army crossed many a channel, many a river in their way.

It was & journey of three months but so rapid was the
march of the army that in three days the prince arrived
at the capital of the Brahmin king. He broke through the
vanguard of the Moondas. The untrained foresters could
not stand the disciplined attack of the prince’s army.
The vile Moonds made a last attempt, coming like a
tornado sweeping with sheer force on the ranks of his
enemies but the Iatter soon overpowered him. Fallen
in u critical position the Moonda receded and fled with
all the speed of his Feet.

Affer conquering the foe the prince returned in triumph.
The sound of drume filled the capital. Princese Shila,
lying on the bare floor in deep anguish of heart, rose up
like n mad soul wtrugglig between bope and despair.
(L. 8566-390.)
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Soliloguy.

T have seen him for one day only but that golden day
is never to be forgotten.

Dearer to me are You than the black paint of my eyes.
Fain would I paint them with your image. It isin that
garden of flowers where the bee meets the flower of its
choice, that we both met first. For a few moments did
I see him and lost him also so soon! Fain would I keep
you, oh my pet bird, confined to the cage of my heart. Had
you been, my love, obe of the champak flowers that bloom
in the garden I would have decorated you with gold and
worn you on my ears like an ear-ring. Were you a dark-
blue sari I would never for a moment leave you but would
bave felt your touch on me day and night. Were you, oh
dear, the long hair of my head T would do a braid with it
and decorate it with flower-wreaths. You are the soul of
my body. How could you leave me and go away? Oh
cruel God! why did you not make one figure of us two?
This cruel separation would not arise in that case. Oh
Soul | T shudder at the thought of the coming battle. I do
not wish my kingdom back nor my riches. Tf you do not
return, all will be wormwood to me. (Ll. 890-418.)

The Dream.

Ok friend, 1 haye dresmt of you in the night. I am a
weak woman and have not the power to speak out my
mind. The tears abundantly fell over my pillow and
silently 1 suffered for you.

A meeting with you, oh prince, was to me valued like
a sandal-tree yielding flowers—an unexpected and rare
fortune. But suddenly the cruel Providence set fire fo the
garden reducing the flowers and flower-trees to ashes and
gpoiling the fragranes which had spread in the air. (EL
418-429.)
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The Marriage.

Prose.

[After the victory, the Brahmin Raja with the consent
of hia friend returned to his own eapital with the princess
Shila. The marriage of the prince and Shila was settled,
On the day of the marriage the Moondas ngain came to the
city of the Brahmin Raja to attack it, disguised as drum-
mers and musicions. ]

The waidens wore garlands of malati, champak and
other flowers. They all began to sing festive songs on the
occasion. The palsce was filled with the merry voice of
women sounding ‘ ulu uln.’

The princess was helped in ber toilet by her maidens.
They washed ber body with myrobalan and perfumed it
with scents. Whater secured from twelve holy shrines was
poured on her for holy bath. The queen’s eyes glistened
with joy as she lifted up the princesss face beautiful as the
moon and saw it with a thirsty soul. She put the lucky
gign of red on her forehead. The princess wore gold brace-
lets and other ornaments on her arms. The dark-coloured
megha-doombur sari she wore and her eyes were painted
with kajal. She wore in her ears golden flowerets and
her feet were decorated with the red paint mehdi. The
sari was fastened with an waist-belt with golden pendants
which made n jingling sound as she walked. Experts were
engaged to help in ber toilet. Banana plants were placed
at the gate-way with lamps fed by butter on their tops.
(Ll 429-445.) .

The False Musician.

Then ecame the musicians from the neighbouring
countrica, From the north came a band with flutes, drams
and tgbors. The musicians who came from the south
carried big drums and red flutes. The band who came from
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the enst played on cymbals and beat drums to indicate &
vietorious march.

From the west came a band who are not known. The
leader of them declared that he was expert in various styles
of music. He had a large number of followers. The leader
paid his respects to the king and eaid, ** I have come to
your Majesty to prove our skill on this occasion.”

When it was midnight this man begin to beat a
drum. The sound was so loud that the whole city came
to the palace. But at this moment the evil-minded Moonda
who had disguised bimself as a musician threw awsy his
false dress and took a huge bow in his hand.

The arrows which were poisoned fell on the troop of
the Brahmin Raja in incessant showers. The prince left
his bridal costume and riding his war-horse came out to
meet the foe. He came on the Moondas,—his men like a
deluge sweeping them all before their viclorious march.
(L, 445-466.)

Lament of the Princeds.

Alas | for whom, oh my maidens, have you woven these
ntlands of flowers? The crown of flowers on my head is
yet fresh, not a petal has faded | Oh musicisns! stop. Play
no more on the flute. This is not the bridal night. Know
ye not that Providence has set fire fo my luck reducing all
my joys to ashes? The moon was rising on the horizon
but the dark clouds have covered ber, The rain is over-
flowing the rivers in July but it is owing to my ill-luck that
the river of my hope has dried up in this full rainy season.
All that T wanted to tell him have remained untold. Alesl
eruel Providence bas blasted my hopes for ever. Your breast
was soft ; its touch was like that of a flower to me. The
evil Moonda pierced it with his poisoned arrow and the
arrow went through it. The wicked Moonda has ruined
me by destroying your life. ~All my hopes of wedded life—
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my long-cherished liopes are blasted for ever. Oh ye birds
and beasts, will you have patience to listen to my tale of
gricf—it is an endless tale!

Oh, eruel poison, why not take me also from this world
and lead me where my busband has gone? My golden
couch and the bed of flowers should be removed from the
room ! I bid adien, oh my parents, to yon. I will no longer
live in this eity of yours. I shall heneeforth forego the
joys of your company. 1 will not have the heart any more
to meet ngain our good citizens who have been so kind and
good to me.

The lamp of the house has been put out for ever. The
city is covered with clouds. No streak of the rays of the
moon or of the stars is to be seen. I do not like to stay in
this world polluted by the vile presence of the Moonda.
Oh poison, you ar¢ smbrosia to me ; end my life so that
I may be his companion. (Ll 466-502.)

The Cannonade.

The Brohmin king was disconsolate and as the wicked
Moonds gathered an army and would not yield easily he
asked the help of the Raja of Tipperah. The latter sent
a large army of archers and gun-men who hastened to the
city of the Brahmin king. They packed up their weapons
i their large bags which they carried on their backs and
rode horses whose speed was like that of the wind. The
distance a traveller would take three days lo travel they
travelled in a dany. The wicked Moonda as he came to
know the approach of the army was filled with dismay.
With much besitaney, yet seeing oo other way, be advanced
to meet the Tipperah force. These Moondas were foresters.
They knew the tactics of guerilla warfare but had no train-
ing in the art of open war. They were dispersed all over the



BHILA DEVI a1

rural country, but their course was stopped so that none
of them could escape. Being thus made captives they were
led to the city of Tipperah. By the order of the king they
were made to stand in rows on a plain outside the
city. Three cannons were discharged and the whole army
of Moondas instanily disappeared in a cloud of smoke.
(Ll 502-520.)
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PREFACE TO MUEKUT ROY

The story related in this sony, strictly speaking, is more
of the nature of o rupa=katha than that of a ballad. It presents
a type which ix to be found in Kajalrekha (Vol. I) and
Kanchanmala (Vol, IT) in my collections. The origin of
~ the rupa-kathas, bowever changed they may be in form and
spirit in course of thuir recitation during long generations,
is to be traced originully to a remote period ranging from
10th to 13th century. They have some special characteristics
which distinguish them from ordinary ballads, most of which
have & historical origin. The rupa-kathas have, on the other
hand, generally speaking, & mythical basis. During the
period which I have ascribed to the rupa-kathas, Bengal was
permeated by the teachings of Buddhist * Tuntriks,” Charms,
magic and incantations were more or less the noteworthy
factors of popular theology of the Buddhist Tantriks in
Bengal, and in the rupa-kathas we find an abundance of these
clements, The supernaturnl dominated over the religious
creeds, and those saints and mystics were most praised who
could, like the Druids of Gaelic legends, cry ‘' Flesh unto
flesh and bone unto bone' and by incantations make a
decomposed corpse whole again. In the Gaelic legend,
the mystics often changed their shapes or laid a whole town
or city under the spell of sleep by magic. These features
are so frequently to be met with in the anecdotes of the
‘Tantric® Buddhists in India, that the orientslists trace
such elements in European legends to the spirit of the
Tantras, which according to them, travelled from East to
West and invaded the Western mythology. I have dis-
cussed this point at some length in my * Folk Literature
of Bengal "’ and shown the analogous features of the Western
myths and Indian Tantric tales by illustrations,
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In the Bengali lolk-tales we froquently come across the
magical feats of the ** Siddhas.” Tlis we find in an
extruordinarily exaggerated form in the Maynumati songs,
Bengal seems to bave been the cradle of Tantric super-
naturalism, s a bLundred slories ave prevalent here
describing the wonderful achievements of the ** Siddhas,"™
not only in her rupa-kathes and folk-tales but also in the
vernacular recensions of the Romayans and the Maha-
bharata and in the Dharmamaugals poems. The story of
Mali Ravana, which is chiefly based un mystic chorms and
magic, was o later indigenous conception engraited on the
Ramayann, The episode deseribing Hanuman's adventure
in the inner apartments of Ravana to steal the charmed
arrow to kill Lim, also bears the stamp of Tantric influence.
Ins the Mahabharata, Chinta changed ber shape in order to
avert o eritical situation. This is also a purely indigenous
episode annexed to the main epic. A similar story is found
in the account of Inda, the magician, described in the
Dharmamangal poems.

The story of Malanchamala is by far the best of these
rupa-kathas, Life and romance have been so cleverly inter-
woven with each other in this tale that it seems to be one
of the most remarkable folk-stories ever composed. Mr.
Gourlsy, who wrote a foreword for my book, had first taken
my warm appreciation to be a mere effusion of patriotism.
Curiously however, be joined his voice with mine later,
on and praised the story as warmly as I had done, saying
that every word that fell from me was troe,

Another element that I find in these rupa-kathas, is the
strikingly sublime conception of female virtues. The
beroine, Malanchomala, is simply peerless. Kanchanmala
and Kajalrekha are also very superb figures. In the
present rupa-kathe the character of the forest-woman,
ongiunlly a princess, reaches a towering Leight. But of ber
we will speak more fully in due course,
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The story lad evidently o Hindu or Buddhist origin
and there is little doubt that in the shape in which we find
it now, it bas been remodelled and recost by some Mabo-
medan propagandists, Theve is however no atrocious element
of sttack on paganism in the story. Bul enough evidence
is there to show that a Mahomedsn propagandist
latterly took up an old Hindu story with the object
of singing the glory of Islam. The feats generally attri-
buted to the ' Siddhas' and ‘ Munis® in local stories of
this class have been metamorphosed into ‘ keramats' ov
supernatural deeds of Pirs and Paygambars. Towards the
end, the writer clearly declares his mission of propagation of
the Muslim creed, which, he says, inspired him to take up
the task in hand.

The character of the forest-girl, as I have said, is
a striking one, One may ndt be wrong in comparing
ber with Mirands or Kapal Kondals, but there is
some striking difference in the background of their
respective  sitnations.  When che first comes to  our
view, dressed in bark, with o bow in one hand and arrows
in another, her look fxed on n dying bird, she not only
looks besutifal os 0 oympl of that woodland but also
majestic a5 a Diann.  She had been o prineess but unforto-
nately her lot was cast with that of wild hunters. This
preliminary sccount she does not give us hersell. She is
verily like the statue of n Greek goddess, mute and glorions,—
sudldenly moved to steange theills produced by first love.
Never wnsa more wild bird caged and dowmesticated, and
never wis 0 woman subjected to more cruel [renks of fate.
The writers of this folk-literature are generally more
often suggestive than explicit and plain. We find in
the beginning of the povin the prince rojecting paragons
af besuty, one nafter another 3 this eonduet  seeus
irritating, though it was nbsunl that his imperious [ather
should paks on him the sentence of death Tor ihis
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fault. But we learn latterly that Prince Mukut had
dreamt a strange dream in which the forest-girl had
appeared befors him and fully conquered his mind, This
little incident is incidentally referred to in a later canto,
It makes the whole case clear and explains why he had
rejected the beautiful women whose pictures the match-
makers had shown him. Our modern writers would not have
omitted an important point like this in the early part of
their narrative. The writers of folk-tales, however, with a
keener dramatic sense, reserve many things for future,
waifing for the opportune moment to introduce a reference.
The simple line in whish the prince refers fo his dream,
in the second eanto, has a dramatic effect in explaining the
earlier incidents of the story.

Behula is the typieal female character in the ranks of
the noble heroines of our ballads, She is now inseparably
associated with the Manasa-cult, but we find the type in
many old ballads,—in Malua, and in this ballad parti-
colarly. In what remote age a chaste woman travelled
over the vast rivers of this country with the corpse of her
busband killed by snake-bite, and eventually succeeded
in restoring his life through the skill of a physician, is not
known to anyone. But surely there once lived & woman
of this type in this snake-infested Gangetic valley, full
of swamps and hddrs, who had undergone unheard-of
sacrifices and hardships and succeeded in bringing her
husband to the land of living from the oblivious region of
death, where he was supposed to have passed ; and that
memorable incident of remote antiquity became the basis of
8 myth which has since inspired the rustie imagination of
this couniry from age to age. Thus we find the incidents
repeated in many a tale. The story of Behals became the
most prominent in this class, having been treated by so
many gifted poets and also having been so closely associated
with a popular religious festivity. The other hervines to
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whom similsr leats have been aseribed by rural people
have been cast into a comparative shade and Behula now
stands almost alone in the field.

The end of this story is like the sequel of many other
folk-tales of Bengal. Tt will remind one of the story of
Nala and Damayanti. In many rupa-kathas the same
manwuvre is played for bringing in n re-union of the
married couple,

Though it is u folk-tale it does not lack in some mate-
risls of listory. The state of ndministration shows
tyranoy and aristocratic procedures. Though the voice
of councillors is sometimes recognised as o potent factor in
the decision nrrived at Ly o monarch, so absolute is Lis
power that generally speaking his ministers when called
upon to submit their opinion in respect of a particular case,
are found to play the sycophunt and endorse the view taken
by the monarch. This was the defect of the administrative
constitution. It was for this that the poor forest-girl was
doomed to a cruel sentence when the prince was found
dead. The councillors were consulted in the case and they
unanimously approved of the verdict. But another view
may also be taken. In those times witchoraft was &
matier of popular belief and the sentence the king passed
was bonafide. The facts which could not be accounted
for were attribuled to witcheraft, The people could not
make out how the prince was killed and the forest-girl
who had been picked up from a wild home, was
naturally looked upon with suspicion by people. They
easily beligved lier to be a monster who lived upon human
flesh. So the councillors might have ncted up to their
conviction when advising the king to inflict 4 cruel
punishment on her, Poor Kanchunmala in the Rupa-katha
named after her was charged with witch-oraft and banished
for a similar esuse. The conncillors’ judgment, however,
was nol always clouded or influenced by sycophancy,

12
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When the king committed the prince to the public execu-
tioner, it was the intercession pf the ministers which
brought about his release and made the king pass a more
humane order.

It appears from the last line of this ballad (p. 106,1. 31)
that it once formed part of s big poem confaining adven-
tures of several princes in the field of love-making. Each
of these fables composed in the form of o ballad or a rupa-
katha had for its sequel, the triumph of Islam. Though
the ballads were originally Hindu, they were latterly trans-
formedl into songs of Moslem victory. The present ballad
gives ua the account of a southern prince ; the other parte
have not yet been recovered.

DisesE CHANDRA SEN,



Mukut Roy

(1)

In the southern part of this vast country ruled a mighty
king numed Raja Shilla. His army was vist amd hiz re-
tainers, liorses and elephants countless.

GHlorified with his enrthly possessions, happily did Raja
Shilla rule his vast vmpire. And Providence, lust of all,
to fill the oap of his joys, granted him a son.

Oh my chorus, raise your voice to keep pace with mine.

The young prince was s0 beautiful that he was 3 delight
to the eyes. In the cities of soutb scarcely could his peer
be found among the sons of princes nnd noble meq.

They thought that he hailed from the fairy lnnd,  Res-
plendent did he look like u living flame.

Verily was he like the moon-god dropped on earth, and
g0 attructive were his looks that if he smiled and glanced
at & person, ill could he withstand the chorm, but stretched
his trms to embr: e the lovely young baby.

He gradually grew in years and attained the nge of
twenty, How wonderfully handsome was hel The king, his
father, justly prided in him and thought of finding n suit-
able bride for his darling.

He called the viziers and ministers to the court and
gaid, ** The prince has now come to the age when we must
seriously think of his marriage. Do you now all try your
best to get a girl worthy of him? Call for the painters who
have collections of pictures of handsome princesses and
make a selection. The prince Mukut is a paragon of
beauty and his wife should be hi= match in every respect
and not & whit less.”" (Ll 1.26.)
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(2)

The north is famous for its garden of roses and thither
did the king send his messengers in quest of a bride. He
sent messengers to the enst, to the west and also to the
south, in quest of handsome-looking girla,

From the north the men returned and informed His
Majesty that the king of that region had a daughter of
exceeding beauty, She might be compared with the
evening star. So profuse was her long curling hair that
her maids had to hold it up when she walked, lest it
trailed on the earth. Her colour was like that of the champak
and the flush of youth on her person was like the new flood
that fills the earth with verdure in early August. The
picture of this girl was shown to Prince Mukut, but he
sighed and said, **No."

Then came the messengers from the south with their
rich collection. One of the princesses looked wonderfully
handsome with her two starlike eyes and with her flowing
hair that fell to the ground. But Mukut, the young
prince, pursed his brows and threw it aside.

The princess of the east, on whom they had counted,
was handsome beyond words, The painler had drawn her
seated with a parrot in her hand on o golden couch, The
spot where she sat seemed to be illuminated by the glow of
her presence und the mild effulgence of her person scemed
to brighten the dark water of the tank near by.

Bhe sat on a golden palanka in & room which was
adorned with profuse painfings in gold. Her image lent a
grace to the whole house—far greater than anything else.
Even this perfection in lemale form, Prince Mukut un-
ceremoniously rejected.

The messengers returned from the western region. The
princess of that land hed no match in the world. Her
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flowing hair, her noble demeanour and attire were unexcep-
tionable in every way, and her eyes sparkled with heavenly
fire. On a couch she slept and on another her profuse hair
was laid by. In ber face wns the bloom of & hundred
champa flowers. Her wanist seemed foo slender for her
fully developed form, and as she walked, o hundred maids
were nlways io attendance, like the stars waiting on the
moon. But even this lndy did not impress the inexorable
Prince Mukut who threw away her picture with apparent
disgust.

The king when he heard of his son’s conduct, lecame
wrath. In great rage dul His Majesty commit the prince
to the public exeentioner unill order that Liz lend should
be cut off. ' Thon vile =on,"" he saild, ""thon last insulted
e in this way by rejecting my choice over aguin ; thou
deseivest this sentence, ungriteful wreteh."

The ministers anil courtiers nssembled v o body ond
interceded  on belinll of the prince. The Raja’s wrath
abated and he pussed o favournble order, addressing the'
prinee thus: ** Look liere, ol won, | give you entire
freedom of choiee.  Take from my stall 0 hondred of  my
finest steods, muother liudred of the best elephants  anmd
select from the royal urmy uny number of my picked men
ond with theso teavel all the world round.  On whomsopver
will your choice fall mnongst the princesses of the world, |
will get you married to that Indy. But if you do not find o
woman to yvour choice fromy the noble rank, 1 give you
freedom to wnrry ony one from the lowest castes. From
the ranks of (he washermen, the barbers and the shaving
attendants who wait on the gentry, whomsoever you may
choose, you will warry and there 1s my clear permission
for it.""

Hearing this mandate of the great king, Prince Mukut
marched in quest of u bride, with n large army. The
younger brother of the prince and bis mother shed bitter
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tears at the parting, and the subjects thought that with the
prines the shining rays of the sun were being taken away
from that smiling region. (Ll. 1-80.)

(3)

Seven big oceans the prince crossed and thirteen rivers.
The big swamps he passed throngh and then came to a city
called Neoga. From Neoga he travelled eastward anod
taking advantage of s favourable tide he came to the south,
to the border of an impenstrable forest.

This forest comprised 400 miles. The big reptiles of
this wilderness wore of enormous size. They swallowed
living goats, tigers and bufinloes, and were the lords of this
forest. Here the prince called his escorts, companions and
soldiers and addressing them said, '* Return from here ; go
back to our city and if my mother asks about me, tell her
that T have been devoured by wild tigers of the forest and
that before L died, I had asked you to. convey my salutes
to her,

* I my father usks any news nbout me, convey to him
my respects and tell him that T have been eaten up by a
Jarge reptile nod that I shall never more return to our dear
city.”

He stopped here to wipe away a drop of tear that had
sprung to his eye and then he rode on his favourits race-
horse. The colour of the animal was desp ¢rimson like
that of the red karancha fruit. Tts mouth was a deeper
acarlet and looked like vermilion. Bwift as a hird was this
prince of animals, its two ears stood erect as it marched
and its tongue was like & living Hame. Tta hoofs were of
golden colour.

When he rode this noble animal, it flew like an
arrow, the wild plants broke under its feet nnd the ariny of
the prince lay far behind. In the evening he arrived at a
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village dotted by huts of wood-cutters. He called at the
hut of oneofl these woodmen and said, **Will you, my friend,
allow me to sleep in a corner of your house?” There the
prince passed the night in that humble house— pleased
with the poor man's hospitality, He was there for seven
days, taking rest all the while. On the eighth Le rode his
horse and started for hunting. (LI 1-40.)

(4)

On his back lung » quiver full of arrows and in his
right hand be leld a bow, TIn the steep jungly path, the
horse fonnd obstruction at every-step. So the rider alighted
and walked on foot. A little time after he saw a beautiful
parrot seated on the bough of u tree. On its brow was a
yellow mark of the colour of gold and its wings were alsa ol
light gold colour. It was of the Hiramon species and a
peerless bird. The prince thonght that it would be a prize
if only he could seize it alive, but the bird flew in the air.
He followed it with eyes fixed upwarda at it and was very
fatigued with his walk in the steep jungly path.

Walking in this way for some time, he saw & beautiful
damsel before him. She wore a bark dress adorned with
leaves and flowers., Her features were faultless and regular,
a8 if finished with @ chisel nnd her colour was of the
bright champak flower. Her long aud dishevelled hair fell
behind her back in wild curls decked with flowers, and
in one of her hands she held a bow nnd in another a
shaft. The girl too was walking swiftly with ber gaze fixed
upwards. The prince now followed her with eager stepa.

After & little while the prince saw the girl kneel down
on the ground, Her right band was placed on the string
of the bow and her left held an arrow. At this stage
Prince Mukut saw the parrot quietly sested on the bough
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of & Daruk tree near by. [t was half hid behind the
new leaves of the tree. Quickly did the prince take the
bow in hand, shoot an arrow, which forthwith killed the
bird. It fell down on the ground from the hough where
it sut.  The girl saw the bird in that condition and glanced
hehind to see who had done this cruel deed.

The Prince.

*Hear me, dear maiden, it is I who have killed your
bired. Tf you are bent on retalintion, kill me, T shall offer
1o resistance.’”

She glanced at bim and ~her eyes were fixed, * Strange !
how could this stranger come to this lonely forest of ours?’
she thought. She then opened her lips and said, ** To this
impenetrable forest, how could you come nlone and for
what purpose? Who are your parents and brothers?
What a handsome figure do you possess! T could not even
dream of one so beautiful! For myseli T know that [ am
a poor forest-girl living with my parents in this wilderness.
My avocation is hunting. I hunt birds and animals and
eke out my living in that way. [ am an unlucky woman,
the daughter of a poor hunter. Why did you kill my pet
bird, will you say?"'

The prince said, ** I am the son of the king of soutbern
countries. In my spacious room called the Jor-Mandir,
I slept at midnight and saw one night your moon-like face
in my dream. T{ enchanted me and I have been wander-
ing all over the world in quest of you. The pictures of
many a princesses have I seen. Paragons of besuty are they.
Some of them have the handsome figures of fairies and look
jolly like heavenly hirds. But they had no attraction for
we. So I travelled oo, till after having wandered over many
a place I bave come to this wild forest of yours, I have
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at last found my dream realised ; the figure [ had zeen in
my sleap, stands before me in flesh and blood.™

The damsel when she htard him, shed ftears and gaid
weeping, ** Madly hast thon acted, oh bandsome prince, by
coming to thiz place.  You may lose your life and way not
agnin see your father and wmother. Alas, you nre not
perhiaps destined to inherit the kingdom of your father.
You are not aware of the wild dwellers of this forest. They
are  uncultured bunters and kill everyone whom they
happen to meot here, They are a seb of heartless people.
When they meet a man in the way, they aim their sharp
arrow which pierces the breast of strangers. They have
no heart and are dead to feclings of kindness or sym-
pathy. They are to be dreaded more thun the ferocious
beasts. Alns, dear prince, my flowing hair is not long
or thick enough to bide or cover you within its folds!
Had you been my life-bloodl, fain would I lodge you in my
heart of hearts. 1 would have hid you within me, if you
wort my life. If you were the balls of my eyes I would
linve concealed yon within my eyelids. You are to me far
greater than oll these, Life of my life you are. What
may I not sacrifice to find o place at those benutiful
feet of thine to cover and conceal you from the sight of
others ! "'

Sl wept and threw away the bow, its string and the
arrows. How intense wos the Jove that this wild girl of
the forest folt ot the first sight. [t was not o wonth, nor
gven o dny; only a few minutes, and the rustic damsel
wans over lLead amd enrs in love, qoité overcome  with
her emotion,  She felt like o poor man who suddenly
comes o possess 0 dinmond worth the viches of seven
kings. She reflocted within bersell what device she would
take reconrse to, in order to save the life of the wiranger,
(L1 1-82.)

13
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(5)

For one whole night she kept him concealed under
the dense leaves of a Daruk tree. The next day she had
him hidden in the cavity of a large tree and yet another
day she kept him covered with leaves, tendrils and branches
of wild plants and the fourth day she kept him behind her
hut unseen by others.

Thus did the forest-girl keep him concealed from the
hunters who usually came home late at night and left in
the early dawn. From this time forth she did not wander
n-hunting in the forest. If anyone questioned her about
her staying day and night at home, she made the pretext
that she was suffering from a severe headache.

She wanted to get away from these ferocious men but
conld devise no means for it.

But when the prince one day nsked her to leave the forest
and go to his eity, then was she taken by a rapturous joy
at this suggestion and resolved to fly away.

One day an opportunity presented itsell : the wild
people had gone away far into the very heart of the wilder-
ness when she easily absconded with her lover. (LI, 1-14.)

(6)

In the southern province there were joy and tumult
everywhere. The report went that the prince had returned
home taking a forest-woman for his wife, The father was
glad and had a nice little pleasure-house built in the midst
of a pond where the prince passed day and night with his
consort. The house was neat and commodious, and there
were golden couches and eushions in it. The attending
maids fanned he little queen with mica fans when the
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weather was hot, and many were the valuable ornaments
which the prince had presented her. Her foet were adorned
with golden anklets and on her breast she wore a prrecious
garland studded with jewals, On hber head there was o
crown which shone like stars with a hundred dizmonda
and she wore 8 rich sari of up-to-date pattern. Hurd it
will be for me to name all the various ornaments which
were given to her, The forest-girl no more looked wild, but
with her gay costumes and ornsments appeared as the very
nymph of heaven.

The bee is drunken with boney in the spring nnd
giddily did the prince pass April and May in the first
intoxication of love. The beauty of the forest-girl did not
abate a bit in course of time but increased day by day, and
the prince drunken with ever-increasing joy enioyed the
company of his wife—unmindful of gverything else in
the world.

But stop. You will now lear what a trugedy wag en-
acted by the intrigues of the foul enemy.

Now, cliorus, dance well, keeping time with my voice
by striking your feet against the ground. You will have
to sing o song quite different from what you have sung
up to now, (Ll 1-20.)

(7)

One dsy it was & pleasant time, the wife was serving
betels to the prinice, and he in the height of love was heside
Limself with joy, enjoying her company and both seemed
happy like a pair of pigeons. Their cup of pleasure, how-
over, was full to the brim.

Be not too much elated over your good fortune, friend,
—the fate is behind you at every step and follows you with
its inevitable decree. The joy of to-day is but on index to
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the sorrow of to-morrow. Langh to-day, as boarse as you
cam, to-maorrow it may be a different lot, and you may have
to weep the whole livelong day.

To-day vyou are humming » sweet tune, to-morow the
song may go and tears may flow.

They will put you in a coffin under the earth. They
will dig the earth with their spade and hide you from this
world in the oblivious grave. Tlere, no fatlier, no mother
will go to visit you nnd alas! your love for your wife
will be a forgotten tale—worms will enter into your body
and make s feast of it.

But, my chorus, let us leave this philosophical topic
now, and with the permission of the learned sudience turn
to the topic of the song.

One day, T was relating to you, is it not 2, as to how the
pair were enjoying themselves. They were gaily talking
in the pleasure-house—ihe breeze was playing soft over
the pond and the evening wus slowly passing away—when
lo! n poisoned srrow shot by an unknown ernel forester
struck the breast of the prince.

His head reeled and instantly he fell unconscions on
the floor, vomiting blood. The arrow pierced the bLreast
right through and showed itself from the other end. She took
him up in her arms and lamented eaying, ‘‘Alas! alas!
how has he been hit from this unknown enemy! Raise
your eyes dear ; is it right that you should go away leaving
me here alone ? T have no parents, no brother, none here
to call me their own. I was like a wild bird living in
forest. You trained me to the ways of domestic life, T was
caged in this beautiful palace, and woe to me that my
dream of happiness is all over so soon. Friend, allow me
to depart from this world instead! Pray you live long and
may I at the hour of my death see you happy.'

She placed her lips on his snd kissed him again and
again. Her tears flew without ceasing and covered his face.
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““ A stranger here nm 1,'* she said, ** and I know not
the temper of your people yet. I was just going to learn
your ways and manners. When to-morrow morning your
mother will question me about you, what reply shall I give
to her enquiries? 'What consalation shall T offer to her?

“The people of this vast kingdom will put the same
question and what reply am T to make to them? The
citizens will abuse me—they will openly call me n witch, a
mwurderess of husband,"’

She Inmented thus and in the plensure-house passed
the night in bitter agony.,

In the morning, everyone came to learn the bitter truth.
Round the corpse of the son gathered Lis fatber, mother
and relations. Crying and lamenting, the maids and male
attendants lamented wildly rolling on the ground. The
ministers, the courtiers, and all were strack with grief and
charged Providence with cruelty.

The king sat in judgment and said to the forest-girl,
“ How did my son die ?” Her words were not believed
by bim. The courtiers suggested that she should be put in
chains. They said that she was n monster who lived on
buman flesh. She had killed the prince with a view to
eat his dead body. '

The Raja discussed the case fully with his ministers. By
the order of the king n large wooden chest was construct-
ed. The corpse of the prince was laid in it and along with
it the girl, bound hand and foot, waus placed by his side.

The chest was locked up. It wns thrown into the river
and away it went Hoating.

Two fishermen had cast a net and the chest was caught
init. They drew it to the land and when they opened it
they found a dead body and a living person inside! They
were frightened with the sight of this strange love between
the living and the dead, and fled away in all baste, struck
with fear.
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The girl came out of the coffin, taking the corpse with
her. She lifted him up and placed him on her shoulders.
In this state she wandered like a mad woman in the shades
of the deep forest. She cried and lnmented, saying:—

‘“ Awake, my dear! Open these beautiful eyes once
again! T had no father, no mother, and no brother—un-
lucky forest-people that we are, cruel is our destiny and
I regret it not, It seems that I got a kingdom in & dream
and have become a begger in another! Yea, my whole
life seems to me to be n strange dream | But little do T care
for the kingdom I have lost. I will embrace the forest-
life ngain and be once more happy—if T can get you back.
Oh Lord! oh God! wlere art Thon ? Take mercy on
this poor forlorn daughter of yours and accept my humble
salute,”” (L1 1-90.)

(8)

Above seven regions from this earth there 1= the golden
palace of God. He was seated on Hix throne in His abso-
lute Majesty. The luments of the unhappy girl reached
His throne and it shook.

God called unto him thirty of His recognised saints.
He nfldressed the Prophet and said, ** The princess of Neoga
isin deep distress losing her husband. Go thither and
gave ber life by restoring life to the dead prince."’

The worms that had swarmed on the corpse slowly
ate it up. With her own hands she threw them away.
The flesh gradually left the bones. Yet she cried, **Oh
husband, oh my life of life! ** There came to ber thirty
prophete sent by God at this stage. They said to the girl,
“Vour father, dear girl, is the king of Neoga, you have
suffered a grent deal in your wild career in the forest.
By the will of the Creator, we will restore your husband
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to life. CGo to thy father's city at Neogn. Leave us alone,
You should not see the process of restoration. Human
eyes should not bebold that sight. The saints can give
life and they can also take it. Bui ihe process is myste-
rious and il witneased by human eyes, the work may fail
and life may not come fo the dead body. We will restore
life 40 your husband in the very depth of this jungle-land
and not even a bird will know of it.""

The girl fell on the ground al these worde of the
saints, saying, *‘ How shall T know that my busband hns
got life 2"

Meantime the Prophet Rasul gathered the hones and
restored them to their right place. Then they all uttered
incantations and bone joined to bone and flesh grew upon
the skeleton.

Then did the eaints again utter incantations and the
body was covered with skin,

At this stage the saints said, ** Now you have seen
enough of our feats, and we believe you can now pluce
fuith on our action. You may now leave the forest. Go
straight to the city of Neoga, We will now give life
to your hushand."'

Then did the prophets call the Fairy-lord Navi, who
came thither instiutly and carried sway the girl through
the nir to the city of Neogs. (LI 1-41.)

(9)

The dead prince is restored to life. Who con expect a
fortuni like this? Rajn Bhilla is now huppy beyond
measure.

The prince hastened to his pleasure-house in the pond
to meet his dear wife. Buot there he did ot find her. He

enquired of his father and others, He examined and oross-
examined all the relatives and servants of the palace. But

|.+_.‘-



104 EABTERN BENGAL BALLADS

no one said anything. He felf sure that she was killed.
But who was it that did such a foul act? Like life she
was to him—who was it that had deprived him of his best
treasure on the earth. He gave up food and drink and
turned stark mad. Again the palace turned sorrowful.
Dark cloud covered sun's rays. Full moon's light was
now extinet from the sky,

The royal drum bent in public places announcing
the gift of half the kingdom lo one who would be able to
cure the prince of his insanity.

The drum beat north and south, it beat east and
west.—The messengers were sent to the countries far and
near. (Ll 1-16.)

(10)

In the meantime, n word about the Raja of Neoga.
The princess who was lost had returned. The city was
smiling with joy, so bandsome looked the princess that
wherever she went, she carried light and joy with her, she
was fully grown up and the king, her father sought a
suitable bridegroom for her. With ber portrait did he send
many a match-maker to countries far and near.

At this time the drummers sent from Raja Shills, came
to Neoga, announcing the reward for the cure of the prince.
The Pir was there. He uppeared in the market-place
and touched the drum. He was brought to the Raja
Shilla, When questioned, he said that he would assuredly
cure the prince. 'The remedy he suggested was that
Prince Mukut would at once be married to the princess of
Neoga. This done, he would regain his senses at once,

Messengers were forthwith sent and the portrait of
the princess of Neoga was secured. He who was Jooking
aghast snd abstract-minded, fixed his eyes on the picture
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and was all attention for some time, And then he placed
it on his breast and began to shed unceasing tears.

He lamented, saying, '* This is the portrait of ihe dear
one. Alas, who has killed her! My father and mother
bave turned my enemies. Who is there in this world
whom I may call my friend ? Nome. They have thrown
my life of life, my bone of bone into the river. Alas!
alas| T shall leave this unholy palace of Shilla Raja."

Thus the prince lamented, beating his forehead with
his hand. Here also a scene similar fo this was enscted
at Neoga. The princess had turned mad. She had also
left food aud drink and with her teeth tore off her valuable
saris. She dressed herself scantily snd did not make her
bair. ** Ob my hushand, oh my heart of hearts '* was the
cry that incessantly came from her lips.

The king of Neogn was sad. He also ordered a drum
t0 be beaten announcing the reward of his kingdom to the
person who would cure the princess. The sound of the
drum went far and near, in the jungles and in the cities and
the same Pir touchied the drum promising the cure of the
princess,

The princess of Neoga was thus brought again to Princa
Mukut,

Their happiness now was beyond measure. The Hiraman
had now found its own Shari. The snake had found its
crest-jewel. The blind man, all on & sudden, had got back
bis sight! (Ll. 1-54.)

(11)

Then Raja Shilla fell at the feet of the Pir and said,
*“1 have got my son through your kindness. Say, what
part of my kingdom, what riches shall [ offer you as
reward?'" The Pirsaid, ** I am a Fakir, what shall I do
with riches?"

14
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The Rajn came to know ihe wonderful powers of the
Pir. He at once read the Kalma and turned a Mahomedan
convert. The king of Neoga also did the eame. They
accopted Islam  with all their citizens. Thus did the
Kufera find the true light,

Ol my brethren take the name of Allah and believe in
the Propliet. Read tho sacred seriptures, You will sin il you
ilo not do so. You sre luking pride in your yonth—but know
that God and His Prophet are true, all the rest are vanity.
To<lay T see u smile on your lips ; wait till the noantide o
t-morrow, the gloom of sorrow will darken your face.
To-day you are enjoying & short hour of pleasure in fickle
things but to-morrow the world will present a dark picture
to your eyes. They will dig o grave for you with o spade ;
when you will be put therein, they will cover you with
earth. Then in that dismul hour yon will ses none near
you, neither your father, nor your mother! Your body will
be eaten up by worms. Alas, where will nll these pleasures
of the fleeting world go?

Oh my learned brethren, take the name of Allah and
sing His glory, He alope is true in this vaet world, The
emiles and tears anvall for a day only,  Alas, who is your
friend? For whom do you weep and regret? This relation-
ship with all its joys and sorrows 15 unreal. There ie yot
time, brethren. Throw yoursell upon the merey of your
Preceptor.  There is yet time, brethren  Resign yoursell
to the will of God.

We have now finished the story of the sonthern ¢ountry.

I will now relute to You one of the east, the country of
the Kafers. (Ll 1-31.)
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PREFACE TO THE BALLAD OF NASAR MALUM

Nasar Malum is a ballad which like Nuranncha has been
collected by Babu Ashutosh Chowdbwry from Chittagong
sea-side. He first collected a portion of it from one Nur
Hassan Bhuin of the village Kathal Bhanga under the
Police Station Raujan in Chittagong. * Bhais' or Bhabuk
(fit. thoughtful, but it muy also be a corruption of the word
Bhrita, brother) is the title of the members of a family of
minstrels of which Nur Hassan is a scion., Nur Hassan's
futher Korban Ali and grandfatber Haidar AY were distin-
guished minstrels whose vocation was o sing ballada in
the country-side. Nasar Malum was the most fsvourite
ballad of these minstrels and Haidar specially achieved a
high reputation as u singer of this pathetic song. Many o
night a large crowd of peasantry sat around this remarkable
minstrel, spell-bound by the pathos of the ballad. Nur
Hassan also sings this ballad, but though he follows the
vocation of his ancestors be is no expert. Besides, he
remembers only scraps which e anyhow patches up and
completes the tale by adding episodes of his own inferior
composition. The chief quality of his song is his musical
voice,

Ashu Babu got little help from him beyond noting
down the small original seraps. But he got a summary of
the tale from this minstrel and then tried other sources to
complete it. He went to the village of Maishamura
where he got a further olue. Maishamura is a village
very ndjacent fo Kathal Bhangas. There a man named
Gura Mia who was known tobe a hiri gain (a singer
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of sart songs) supplied him with zome [urther stanzas of the
ballad of * Nusar Malum.' Chowdhury jowrneyed over a large
tract on the sea-const and at the junetion of the river
Karnafuli with the Bay he happened to meet Rohaman Ali,
the captain of a shampan. This mon knew the whole
ballad.  With his help be voviged the collection he lad
nlready made and completed the ballad. T got it from him
in its present shape in May, 1929,

It is so difficult to reproduce the pathos and the exqui-
site poetry of un ol Benguli ballid in Englich that the
translator is always conseious of his limitations. T have
bighly enjoyed it in the original and ns 1 am revising the
translation 1 nm sorey to lind o eonsiderable part of the
charm of thie old-world song fost.  The pathos created by
the distress of Nasar Malum and the navigators' tronbles
over a ruffled  sen,—the scenes of stor sweeping over the
vaal waters aml the condition of & smull boat trembling over
its high-awollen waves like an  aspon lepf—all this is
presonted with the vividuess of o plebarsque natnel phuno-
menon: disclosed all on o sudden by o flash of lightning.
The harmads attived in shortcoats  and equipped  with
sewhbards, guns and teleseopes aro brought befofe onr oyes
in living colours in the originn Lallud whicli iy 5o cotcise
and epigrammatic thal it hardly contains o pussnge which
requires # pruning.  The writer undoubledly had o firste
hand knowledge of the sulijeet ho treated to be able to
make his deseriptions so vivil and life-like.

Though it is u realigtic poem it reschos an idenlistio
fevel in its last part.  The wecting of the lovers aftor years
ol separation, both redueod W the estionie point of misery,
ix 8o full of pathos that it will be diflicult Tor he vamler to
restemin his tears. The lover wha, yielling o 1 yonthiul
Hopalee, tirmel beeaclerons lor o while forgot a love
which was uver true amil pire, couic liler on Lo know e
vilue of his loysl wile's wostusey afior pussing through
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bitter experiences—the Ligh price by which he acquired this
wisdom; and the lsst two lines of the ballad show by n
gesture that he had now learned the value of his own great
treasure pever to make o mistnke in life again. Great
credit is due to the poet for the artistic finish of the tale
No amount of deseription, however poetie, could suggest
the hinppy end as powerfully s these two short lines do.

The incidental acconuts of various places, peaples,
artielis= ol trnde i odher things, <pecially of the cruel atro-
eities commmitted by the harmads with which the ballad
nbounds are full of interost and give us a elue to many lis
torieal lacts sote of which I am going to mention below,

The harmads (n word derived from  Armoda—the Por-
tnguese term for their great naval fleets) originally significd
in Bengali the Portnguese robbers who earried on depreda-
tions on the Bay aml its adjucent lunds.  The Portuguese
robibers in course of time became an ally of the Arakancse.
So Intterly more often the word harmads denoted the Araka-
nese rohbers who became  dreaded in the country for their
tyranny early in the 17th century. The wond was thas used in
o more comprehensive sense implying both the Portuguess
und the Arakanese pirates, They are deseribed ns wearing
black trousers, red conts and turbans on their head. They
kept seabbards bound w their waist-belts and hod guns in
their hauds.  Somwe ol them earnied telescopes by which
they surveyed the merchant-ships in the Day from n
distance.

This ballad belongs to a period well-known in the history
of Ohittogong. T relates to incidents oceurring during
the reign of Shaista Kbom (brother of Nurjehan) who
collected a fleet of boats and an army of 13,000 men (Indin
RBevords, Vol. 111, B 1664) for conquering Chittagong.
The fleet marehied from Dacon and nfter storming the forts
of Ingdia and Alumgir-nagore took poswssion of Sandwip
which had been held by the Arakanese for a number of years.
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The Portuguese were in the employ of the Arakanese king
Sudharma. Some of them were bribed by Shaista Khan
and induced to join him. The Moghul army procveded to
the eity of Chittagong which was couquered by Shaista
Khan and its name was changed to Islamabad, The king
of Arakan had a powerful navy consisting of 200 galleys
with a large number of small boats: ** Tt is a most surprising
thing,"" says Tavernier, *‘to see with what speed these galleys
are propelled by oars. Some of them are so long that they
have up to 50 oars on each side but thereare not more than
two men to each car. You see some which are much deco-
rated—where the gold and azure have not been spured.”’

In spite of a large array of the pirates, the Arakan army
could not bold its own against the skill and superior mode
of warfare of the Moghul army. The precipitous haste with
which the Arakanese fled from the aggressive Moghul army
1% u celebrated episode in the history of Chittagong and is
called Magh Dhauni (lit. the retreat of the Maghs). We
hnve some deseription of the Magh Dhauni in this ballad.
It i= well-known that the Maghs while fleeing towards the
south buried their great wealth in particular)places of which
they kept records in mysterious signs known to themselves
alone. Long after pence had been restored in the country
thuy eame back in parties in quest of the treasure and
wometimes dog up the wealth from undorground.

There s mention of one such case in this ballad. In
recent years many bronze and bell-metal statuez have been
discovered from  underground near  Deogson—evidently
buriod there during the course of this flight of the Maghs,
They were found huddled up together in & place and no part
of these stotues was broken.  Most of these are  statues  of
the Buddha. In u few cases other images such as that of
Gianesh were uleo found. The terrible account of the
sufferings of the Maghs during this Magh Dhauni is still
fresh in the memory of many old men of the country who
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heard it from their ancestors having first-hand knowledge
of them.

The Arakanese kings, whose army of robbers and sea-
pirate< was o terror to thie country, despite these oppres-
=ions, patmnised religion aud did other good works.  Their
tricndsliip with the Portuguese i= well-known. I subjoin
betow a letter which will show that a king of Arakan built
it Chittagong ot his own cost o Catholie churel and allotted
i yearly endowment towards fix waintenance for the benlit
of Portuguese Chiristings who enjoyed great favour in lis
oL

Bissor's Hovseg,
Rasxa, Dacoa.

Datedd 16th dngust, 19:24.

Prios
Rr. Reveresn 1. Lroraso, C.8.C.,

Bisaor of Daoca,

Rrvesexn MoTHER AMBROSE PROVINCIAL,
Tue Coxvert, CHITTAGONG,

Dean Bevengsn MorBEER,

Relative to the tithe of the Mission 1o the groumls on
whicl stand 1he 8t. Schelastica's Convent Sebool, Chittagong,
I bog to say that the Mission b= i possession of these
gronnds as plso the site of the churely, the cewwtery aud tho
Si. Placid’s Scliool Trom time nmmemorial, ar least two
hundred years. The whole area of Baodel on which the
Mission ~tynds and of whieh 5t Schelastien’s grounds form
3 pirt was donsted to e Miszion by the Kiong o Arakan
in return for servicos rendered him by the Cliristinn commy-
nity of Chittogong.

16
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The British Government when it took over the ad-
ministration of Arakan also honoured the commitment
of the former pative administration. Hence the Chitta-
gong (overnment treasury to this day pays the Roman
Catholic Chaplain of Chitiagong the amount granted to the
Chaplain by the King of Arakan.

When the residence of the Bishop was burnt down in
Chittagong, the Mission nrchives were destroyed. This
explains the regrettable loss of all the old documents.
The Bishop's residence itsell occupied the very site which
you desire to make over to (tovernment, The title of the
possession of the Mission property has pever been called
in question and the fact that Government has accepted the
ligbility of the Arakan Ruler'in the matter of salary to
the Roman Catholic Ohaplain of Chittagong may be taken
as proof that the Government of the day equally honoured
the gift of land made by the Arakan King.

I do not know if documentary evidence is available,
but surely a prescriptive title of over two hundred years'

quiet possession suffices to establish the right of the Roman
Catholic Mission to the grounds in question,

[ remain, Dear Revd. Mother,
Yours sincerely,
J. Lecraxp, C.8.C.,

Bishop of Dacca.

Portuguese pirates—the Harmads—had occupied the
Sandwip under their leader Gonzales about 1638 and he
carried on depredations on such an extensive scale that the
merchant-vessels for a long time ceased 1o carry on trade. in
that part of the Bay. It was during this lime that ope
Mukut Roy, a Magh chief, was the master of Chittagong
and an ally of the Arakanese King.
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Some notes are necessary for geographical references
found in this bsllad. The place nnmed ‘Dianger Puri'
( firamwz *iifS ) is evidently that part of the Bay which is
adjacent to the celebrated port 'Deung ' ( 79t® ). In the
records left by the Portuguese we have often found mention
of the Port Dyanga ().

The islet Gobadhys (CWa¥1) mentioned in the ballad
stands near the junction of the Karnafuli with the Bay,
It ie often submerged under water when there is un
overflow of the river. But it reappears se a shoal soon
after and in consequence cannot give a sense af security to
settlers, but it serves the purpose of a convenient resort
of the gangs of pirates wandering in the Bay. These
pirates after the defeal of the Arakanese king lost possession
of all their centres of activities and carried on their depre-
dutions on a smaller scale lying hid in shoals and corners
near the sea-coast.

Pari Dia or Shaha Pari Dia (Dwip) ns it is now ealled,
is an island lying about 150 miles to the south of Chifta-
gong, Formerly it was an important centre of trade. [Its
trade of Laukha fish was once very flourishing, The town
of Angi seems to be u port of Burma.

Dinesn Craxbra Sex
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The Ballad of Nasar Malum

(1)
Prayer and Benediotion,

First of all do I bow down to the Great Allah; next
o T pay obeisance 1o the Prophet—the giver of light.

No space in thiy vast world have I to call wy home.
From place to place do T wander without any fixed abode.
I am wot trained in music—its modes, measures nnd tunes
are inknown to me. When my master sang I fortunately
8ot a seal near him in order to keep chorus. I ean reprodilce
from mewmory some songs that 1 heard from him. T have
adopted singing of blallads jn the houses of rich folk
as my calling, and thanks to the blessing of you all, I am
able to-eke out a living by this means, (L] 1.8.)

(2)
The Heroine's Laments.
Chorus—"* The separation from love in the rainy season,"'

The honey stored in your house is enjoyed by strangers,
while you, ol fool, wander in foreign  countries like o
vagabond.

The starm lias arisen and there is drixzling rain all around.
Merrily do the koi fish lift their hend over the surface of
the stream, In (lis season who will be uwy companion of
the night 7 The cold comes creeping into my very bones
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which tremble by its force, I cover mysell with & cotton
kantha to warm myself. But what medicine is there io
remove the pain of my bheart (caused by parting from
you) ?

The thunaer rolle above and the sky seeme to break and
fall down on'me. How ean 1 in this season live ull alone
inwy hut #  The water overflows the banks of the pond
near my house, unable to contain itself, but to whom am
T to tell the tale of my grief when ib ovarflows my heart?

The plants grow plentiful where the Jand is bigh, but
the plantt of my hope nourished in chilthood are sll
destroyed by the stream of my ill-fnek.

The fish drinks the drops that full from leaven (when
water is wearce below).  Alas ! there is none above to give
me sweet  drops of hope or consolation in this lopely
bour !

The jhings plant affords shelter to the sparrow and
ita mate. They My here and there in duytime in quest of
food but they long for union and rest in the hours of
night.

When he went away be gave a hape of return in two
months. Two years, alas ! have pussed.  Croel separation
like tiger is gnawing my heart but if a real figer comes,
fain would I offer myself to be killed by it!

The youth of a woman is like flow-tide in a river; for
a time it swells op overflowing the banks, but when it
subsides there is anend of all attraction that the river bousts of.

The sword unused gets rusty. The uncultivated woil
is avergrown with wild plants. Eat rice when it is warm ;
there is no joy in taking it when it is cold.

If my youth fades what good will ensue by your return?
My bodioe of satim onee fitted my body tightly—now it is
getting loose, Look, the lustre of my youth is waning by
degrees.
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The bracelets of my wrists are loose as T am getting
thinner. Anxieties and pain of separation are, as it were,
drinking my life-blood.

The neighbours are quick in spreading all sorts of
scandal and they are whispering many a tale fo my parents
who seem inclined to get a divorce for me from my
husband.

There is no lack of bees to hum their tales of love to the
flower which is your own and of none else. Alas to what
distant shores have you gone? For whom are you earning
money? Fie on your desire for wealth, The thieves are
watching for opportunity to loot your store. For what
purpose liave you gone to foreign lands? Tell me, my
darling! 1f I die now, you will be responsible to God for
my death. T am not your mistress, nor wiae I married under
the Shangn system. Alns! being your true nnd legitimule
wife why am I doomed to all these ernel freaks of luck ?
(LI, 1-44.)

(3)
Their Early Life.

Aminn Khatun ie the only daugher of her father., For

six long years she has been separated from her husband,
Alas what slionld she do now !

Their home lies in the village Majergaon. Haider ia
her father's name.  He is 0 poor mun living from  hanod o
month s a day-lnbourer. He owns: no land, nor las he
any plongh or bullock of Ins own. He builds straw-sheds
for otlier people and thus gets o living ; many o day doex he
fast for lack of food. He got n son-in-law but, ne already
stated, for «ix long vears the young man has gone pivay



120 FASTENN TENGAL BALLADS

from Lhome and no clue have they got yei nsto his wheres
abonts.

The name of this son-in-law is Nasar. He is the son
of Haider's sister.  This young man. is the cause of poor
Amina’s sorrows. [ shall relate bere the story as to how
the nephew became the son-in-law,

When Nasar was still in the womb of his mother, his
father died. The mother passed through all conceivable
worry aud trouble to bring him up.

To ndd to his ill-luek the boy lost his mother when only
five yeurs old and from that time was brought up in his
uncle’s home.

Nasar was older than Amina by two years ; and Amina
even as o little girl loved him with all her heart. The poor
income they had was scarcely sufficient but still the pair
were cheerful and happy in each other's company,

Nasar made toy-boats with banana leaves and foated
them in the pond. Thus the two played when mere children,
and they talked, walked and ate fogether. Like the dove
and its mate they remained together and could not bear
separation.

The girl became now a maiden of sixteen. Youth with
all its charm appeared in her person. The rose bloomed
and the bee’s mind was drunk with its honied [ragrance,
The young plant grows in the corner of the ground,-from
where it draws ils life-giving juice 18 not unknown to the
roots. The serpent knows its own jewel on the bood and
the frog knows when the rain will come. When one's
heart feels the first attraction of love it does not take a
long time for athers to discover it,

The Ind looked plomp and sprightly and was in his full
youthful vigonr,  Amina’s mother at this time made lnm
her sonein-law.  They had no son, ne lands—nothing to
eall their own. The daughter wax now 1hie only prop of
the family: (L1, 1-48.)
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(4)
Esak pursues Amina.

Howsoever tenderly the young one of a cuckoo might
be brought up in the nest of a crow it forgets its debt to the
latter. It was sheer ill-luck that led Nasar to leave this
house of his father-in-law which had given him shelter
when he had none.

The parents felt sharp pangs of despair when they
thought of their daughter Amina. Alas who will give her a
shielter hereafter? ‘* For six years," they thought, ** Nasar
has gone sway, Alas! when we shall be no more, to whom
would Amina go seeking help? ™

The birds maina and salik discover paddy-seeds from the
ground and pick them up. In the depth of the pond the
fishes find out o hole for dwelling. The lover follows the
course of his own mind in the same way. The bee is
drawn by the flower when it blooms and unperceived by
others, yearns for it with all its heart.

The young man Esak socretly feela the pangs of love and
often does he come to the house of Haider on some pretext
or other,

Amina's father has gone away from home to attend
his daily-work and the mother is also out to the river-ghat.
Amina is all alone in the house,

The moment iz opportune, Esak comes with a bottle
of scented coconnut oil and & bundle of betels. He knocks
at the door and asks Amins to open it. He makes gestures
to her with his eves but Amina seems not to understand
what be hinte at. With head bent low under a veil she
comes with a pipe and betel and offers these to Esak, Asa
fisherman throws a net at a distance and makes the near
water muddy in order to drive the fish towards the net,
even so does Eaak take recourse to many a wily manwmavre

16
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to win the girl's heart. But howsoever hard you may try,
oil will not mix with water, nor sugar with salt. Esak and
Amina were made likewise of opposite metals. They were
not meant to be one. (Ll. 1-28.)

(5)
His Offers.

Esak's home stood in the middle of the village. He
belonged to a house with high traditions. They were
opulent and influential. In the spacions compound of his
house a big bed-room stood with four slanting roofs.
Round the homestead was a large ditch protecting the honse
from outside. There was a beautiful room with eight slant-
ing roofs made of ulu grass facing the tank near the inner
apariments, which was 15 feet deep. Esak was already a
married man ; his wife Mamazam was ns beautiful as the
full moon. 8he was born of a high lamily but, despite all,
Esak did not find pleasure in her company. No one can
tell the secret course of love—the origin and growth of love
ia a mystery. Some find joy in drinking milk and others
wine,

Ever since Esak saw Amina Khatun he fell in desperate
love. It pierced his heart like a spear. The pangs are not
to be healed or suppressed—the more one tries to do so,
the greater is the hurt one causes to oneself.

Eenk could not bear the anguish of his heart any longer.
He approached Haider one day and opened his mind to him.
“ My heart,"' be said, ** breaks ot the thought of Amina's
sorrows. [f she agrees to marry me I will take the charge
of maintenance of her parents on myself for life. On the
fertile banks of the Sankha T will give you eight kanmis
of land. The ears and the nose of Amins will glitter with
gold-flowerets weighing a tola each. She will bave o gold
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crown with jowolled pondants for lLer lead aud valuable
bracelets for her hands.. You have become old nnd it does
not become yon to labour lard. Il cam you in the present
condition bear the weight of anxieties for Amina, I will
make you completely free from all anxieties for the sake of
yourself and of Amina.

Huider bent down his head for a little time and thought
over the maiter. He then said, ** Will you treat Amina as
a slave?"’

Esak said, ** This can never be. If she is to be treated
as n slave what will people say of the high prestige of our
family at such o treatment of one wlo is o be my lawlul
wife? T will present you with eight kanis of land, and
cover hier head, arms and ears with jewels and gold, ™

Haider said, ** All riglt. Inclined am 1 to favour your
proposal.  The tinal word of consent I will give yor on
knowing the mind of my people.”’

The mother came and spoke to Amina all about this
proposal.

Amina =at bending her head downwards.  She lifted not
ber head, nor «id o word,  But <o afflicted was shie by the
offer that for four days she did not take her usual meals, nor
slept af night. (Ll 1-40.)

(6)
The Magician and His Art.

In that village theve was a minn named Budba—an expert
wagician was he. He performed hidcous rites, und
it is said, by exorcisms, mantras, and incantations could
do marvels. A woman sulfering from delivery pain
was eastly cured if ghe took n little [rom the Letel-leaf
mude potent by his magic touch. He solil lockets of
wonderful power, whicli il o woman wore, <he forgot her
home and hearth, and a mun who wore ik gained his wighes
in o time, His locket bad soch high efficney Lhat one
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wishing to win the heart of a perfect stranger could essily
do so by its power. TIts charm, if he so desired, would create
ill-feelings between two linked togeiher by the warmest
affection and they would fall out with one another in no
time. If it was new moon on a certain Saturday or Tues-
day, Budha would go hunting after some roots of plants.
He gathered curling hair from a woman's hend and a
portion from the crown she wore on the night of mar-
riage, nails cut off from one's fingers, and & few threads
from & woman's sari—all these he packed together in a
bundle and imparted power lo the ingredients and thus
made an infallible remedy for which night and dsy people
thronged at the house of Budla the magician and healer.

Some one came with a cup of vegetable oil, others with
betals for being turned efficacious by the touch of this man
and they presented him with baskets full of brinjals und
other edibles. They offered him fine rice, esculent roots
and sundries in profuse quantities, and Budha was right
glad in accepting these gifts from people, with outstretched
hands, (Ll 1-18.)

Esak and Budha.

8o it turned very well for Budha's trade all these long
years, He took excellent rice and carry of fish in the day
time, be drank cupful of buffalo’s milk and in the night
be was served with curd and butter. His granaries were
full of rice und his chest full of gold and silver. By the
trade of s magician Budha had become a man of great
power and riches. His fame had spread far and pear, and
attracted by his name Esak one day approached him.

In his heart there was fire, and his face blushed with
shame. Half by gestures and ball by words and partly by
movements of his head Esak tried to explain his mission to
the magician, for he lacked expression to speak out his mipd,
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Budha.

““Well master, what it is that has brought you tome | I
understand that some lady is at the root of all your trouble.
Will you tell me who sheis? ™'

Esak.

*'Tt is Haider's daughter. You know, sir, that this man
1& my close neighbour—his house stands to the north of the
path leading to the market-ploce. 1 must at any cost get
his daughter Amina. Save me, oh Prophet, from the pangs
of death which I am suffering. Tell me the means of
winning her. T can tell you, sir, in confidence, since this
flame of love bas grown in my breast I bave lost all taste
for food, and when I go to sleep it is her thought that
occupies me and upsets all my attempts to close my eyes.

** Tan drons of land, twenty buffaloes with adequate im-
plements of cultivation will I give you and rest sssured, sir,
that whatever money you may reasonably expect from me
you will get in full—not a whit Jess than your expecta-
tions. The rats are destroying the rice gtored in my
granaries. Alns! I have no beart to watch them and de
other duties ol the field ; Amina is the sole object of my
thought and my mind is full of bitter sorrow for ber,”

Budha.

““Barly in the morning to-morrow, go to the house of
Nagzir, when he will set his bullocks for exiracting oil.
Watch the process. You are to fetch from there the first
eeven drops of ofl that will come out of his grinding
machine.
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** On next Baturday bring these seven drops in a phial
to me—I will apply my wagic to these and then I will
see bow the beautiful Amina would resist the power of my
charm."’

Esak lost all patience. Like a bird fecling o desire to
fly, his mind became restless and found no joy in home-life,

Like the flood during the rains rushing onwards without
knowing which way it will How, his mind was unsettled
and wanted to break a new path for seeking happiness, not
knowing whicli turn it should take.

His mind was void of pleasure and he scarcely spoke ;
but like a sly cat seeking the liole of rats, his mind was
in quest of some secret means to find its goal.

He now frequently called on Budha and opened his
mind freely to him and discussed ways and means to win
Amina Bibi. (LI 1-84.)

44
The Manauvres of Parents and Amina's Flight.

In the meantitne the parents of Amina one dny said to
her, ** Wait in the house ; we will go to pay a visit lo o
relation of ours, Our stuy, Jdear daughter, will be short and
we will return by evening at the ntmost.”*

Clad in a striped lungi and with a black coat on, Bsak
looked at a mirror while putting his eap in the right place
on his head. He rubbed the magie oil given by Budha on
his face. Dressed in a decent attive Esak came out of his
house.

The sun bad just set and darkness was slowly covering
the eartli. In the horizon the thin crescent-shuped disk of
the moon had just appeared. Ewak cast Lis glanee bohind
him now nnd then, and steadily advanced towards the house
of Haider.
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The door was shut from outside, and in the house there
was no lamp  Bsak stayed outside. Alas! the magic oil
lost all efficacy, where wos the girl gone to ? On the shoal
the fisherman had placed food to tempt the fish, but it did
not turn up.  The kheda was ready, but the wild elephant
did nof enter it. The bird dahuk escaped the trap laid for
it. The monkey did pot fall into the net spread for it,—the
banana that was placed to tempt it failed to atfract.

Esak walked all round the house the whole of the
night, expecting the return of Amina. The gnats attacked
him and drank his blood all the time. In the moming the
disappointed youth returned home in a dejected spirit,

Now when the time for supper was up the parents re-
turned home but found the house vacant, Near the door
Aming had left her two ear-rings. She had also left her satin
bodice and the nose~ornament that she nsed to wear.

“ Oh my parrot ! what pain, what grief seized you that
you cut open the bars of the cage and to which land bave
you flown away in the darkness of the evening! ™

We will Liere stop the narrative of Amina and resume
the story of Nasir. (LI 1-30.)

(8)
Vicissitudes of Fortune : Nasir's New Life in a Strange Land.

In the port of Chittagong there was a fine sloop called
' Rome." Nasir had become the captain of this ship. The
king Shekendar was making a chart of the sea for the
passage of his ships over the deep. The chart was prepared
by the king with the belp of a bird called Hiramon which
hod a miraculous power—it could indicate where the sea
was deep and where its water was shallow. The best
sallors were engaged to steer the sloop aright. Nasir at
first appointed as a Lnskar gradually showed his singular
merits and made a map to the full satisfaction of the king
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Shekendar. He was rnised to the post of captain and his
fame spread far and near for expertness in steering the
ships. He could observe the stars and study the weather.
He was infallible in finding the right way through the
deep. From the motion of the wind, he could presage a
coming storm. From the position of a Laskar he became
a captain and amnssed large wealth. At this stage he
went to the sonthern islands and built at a port called Angi
a house on the sea-coast.

Here Nasir the capinin beenme a dealer of various goods.
This port was inhabited by a strange people. The women
were devoid of all scnse of modesty and did not observe the
customs of zenana. The male members of the house cooked
menls and dul other duties of the kiteben, and the wownen
went out for marketing. They would not relish fresh
fish preferring Nappi—the rotten fish, in their dinners.

One gets naunsen if one hears what these people eat.
They Iry ‘centfod $tfeal’ in oil and eat them. The women
wear rich Kkhami cloth but only theee and o half feet long
which they wrap round their waists in a single lold.  They
crop their haic in the bubri {ashion used elsewhere by men
and cover their breast with an angt (8 sort of blouse).
They keep betels in small boxes with them snd offer these
to sirangers while they attract them with many a gesture.
Goenornlly they wre handsome and their babri hair they
bind tme a fold in the manver of a Kadamba flower on
their hemls,  Verily their breasts look like ripe Narengu
frmts (orimges).  Beautifnl golden ear-rings called Nadhang
move to and fro as they slowly walk in the public sireets
and they frequontly cast their glances on passers by,
winuing them by their smile.

When Nasir came to this country where women were
in power, e conld not resist the chacm of the young ladies.
of the place.
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In this town of Angi there lived a person of great in-
duence and wealth, His name was Mafo. He had a
daughter whose beauty was the subject of talk everywhere 3
she was sixteen years old and her colour was bright as that
of a champak fower. Youth gave her a sprightliness which
made her gait attractive to everyone who saw her walking
in the public street in gay steps.

Mafo had amassed wealth by selling dried fish, Nasar
visited his house one day. He saw Akhim preparing betels
in a corner of the big hall of her father. A charm played on
her face like moon-besms and there was n sweet smile on
her lips. As she glanced here and there her eyes moved
playfully winning the minds of youngmen by the charm of
her brows. Her colour bright aa that of 8 champak fower
fascinated Nasir's mind. The three letters fr-31-f® (love)
have 3 mysterious force. One who yields to their fascination
becomes lost to all sense of shame and honour. Night and
day Nusar visits now the house of Mafo. He thought not of
his home which he had deserted, nor of his own beautiful
Amiina who pined there in his absence. He forgot all the
little joys and sorrows shared by each in their childhood,
he forgot that smiling face of Amina which was once his
sole joy of life. Ha forgot his old playmates of home and
all associations of the past, His mind was now filled with
one image—it was that of Akhim who had maddened him
with her beauty.

One evening Mafo was not at home and Nasar came to
his house. Akhim was alone there and she offered him a
bete! with some siguificant gestures. Nasir felt s desire
which he could hardly resist. In fact both felt that day
that their love was mutual and that they had advanced too
far to recede.

The jeweller knows the quality of stone, and the gold-
smith knows his goll. When in love one can feel the
other's mind fully. The tiller knows the soil be tills and

17
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the boatman the current of the canal through which he
passes. An expert musician knows how o keep time with s
song. A trader knows his business and a rich man knows
the value of money. One who has tasted the joys of
love knows full well the value of one's beloved who
has won his heart. An expert captain can perceive the
approaches to a shoal from a distance, Nasar in the same
way, though he was n stranger, knew what metal Fair
Akhim was made of, and prized her.

Mafo the noble citizen watched the process of this love-
affarr with interest and then consented to his danghter's
marriage with Nasar according to the rites and ceremonies
prevalent in that country.

There is no trust in the cows near s hill (any moment
they may be seized by s tiger) and there is no trust in the |
hounses, however magnificent, on the banks of a large
river,' no frust in the wife of 4 Mahomedan and in the
seard of a Hindu" Tn all these there is no trust, bo
ecurity. I warn you my sulience—do not believe in
ihem.

Nasar was now steeped in joy getting this young lndy for
his wife. Alas! how could he forget Amina who was the
life of his life—only a few days ago! (Ll 1-78.)

(9)
Amina’s Sorrows,

Oh, my boatman for what shore are you bound, plying
your oar in the ebb-tide 2 On the banks of the river flow-
ing near my father’s home there are mango-trees in rows

" 1In mnpl-m&h.dhhndmm“qﬂ wway by ibe force of the

curtent. The Padma bas thos swept bway muny & Scurishing ciy like Sripor,
Hajungar sud otbers.
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which yield erops of [ruits in profusion and the jacks are
to be seen plentiful in their proper season. The long
gourd I saw full-grown in the compound of our home ;
alas! I do not know what has become of itl There are
pitchers in my home full of water and from them I quenched
my thirst—how often my thirsty lips wish for a cup of
water from them again! In that house of ours thereis a
Karai tree the leaves of which make a rustling sound,
when the wind passes through them. My mind yearns for
a sight of that old dear Karai treel Oh brother boatman,
tell my parents if you happen to meet them, that I am
willing to go again to my home which I have left—so that
I may dine with them as of old.

I have left my home alas! owing to the intrigues of
that wicked man who has behaved ss & foe. Buil my
ill-luck has been mainly created by Nasar. He is alive
but I pass my days like a widow—it is all for that cruel
husband of mine.

Oh my parents! you reared me up from childhood with
great affection—but at the end you have caused me great
sorrow. What would you, alas, do with eight kanis of land
on the fertile banks of the Sankba? There is & deep wound
in my breast. How can the pain be assuaged by wearing
golden ornaments? What shall I do with buffaloes, ploughs
and acres of 1and? T could feed you by husking rice in the
houses of neighbours and doing other jobs for them. You
tried to pick up the spear that had pierced my breast, bub
in your attempt to do so, you have, oh my parents, made the
gore more painful and the point of the spear has penetrated
deeper into the region of my heart! I have already sold
my heart to one and can it be possible for me to give it
again to another? I have suffered greatly though I am

-Mmuﬂmmm-m- Hindu it iz st best
» fapay. mwhmmuu&nﬂnﬂh
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yet quite a young girl. How can I preserve my youth for my
husband from the inevitable decay to which it is doomed !

Youth with a woman is not like a fruit to be eaten and
enjoyed by all ; it is not o commodity of the market to be
sold ; neither is it n piece of fortune which may he distributed
as presents amongst (riends and relations. Ol my parents,
you cannot understand what stuff my mind is made of.

(10)

Thus did beautiful Amina indulge in her grief. Sitting
on the bank of a river and recollecting her father and
mother she cried day and night. Two months passed
since she had left her father's home and during this time
her suffering was great.

Many a village, many o river and canal she passed
through.  Many wicked men, unscrupulous youths of loose
morals; tempted her—but though her trouble wae great for
# time, none could touch a hair of ler head. When g
small river tuns to the sea who can obstruct it 3 One can-
not get the moon in his hand though he stretches his hand
forit. The greatest wealth of & woman is her character : if
she is sincerely bent an keeping it unsoiled, there is no man,
however wicked or powerful, who can do her any harm.

Amina in course of her wanderings found a shelter in
the house of one Shek Gafur, an inhsbitant of the village
lshakhsli. He was eighty years old, Farming was his
profession. One could see him every evening returning
from hie fields with a plough on his shoulders, His brows
and hair of the breast had grown white and & fine stuff of
white beard 2 [t. 8 in. long gave a dignity to his look. His
wife, an old hunch-back, bad lost hey wight. There was none
to cook meals for the pairand they often folt (ke sharp
pangs of hunger. Though be had & large stock of food-
grains in his granaries and a good number of buffaloes and
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bulls in the gheds near his house, it was ill uck that made
him miserable, for be had no issue. The old man, despite
his plentiful resources, was a pitiable miser and be worked
the whole day for earning money in this advanced nge. He
brought a child and adopted him but when Providence is
against a man, vain is it for him to seek happiness in the
world. The child died creating a rend in the Leart of the
unlucky pair which could not be easily repaired,

Gafur felt very misernble with the old hunch-buck his
wife. When they were thus spending their days in un-
bappiness Amina came fo their house. She fell prostrate
at the feet of Gafur and called him her foster-father. She
told the whole story of her past life, The compassion of
the old mnn was roused and he readily admitted her to his
house, where after many a day of intense suffering she now
found a refuge. The home of the old farmer, covered with
darkness, seemed to be suddenly illuminated by a lamp.
8he cooked meale for Gafur and Lis wile and served them
with tender affection. The old man thanked God with & sin-
cere heart that at last the Lord had given him a daughter.

In the evening Amina took charge of the buliocks re-
leased from day's work and bound them with ropes in the
shed. She gave them grains and grass and then came to her
foster-father with & hooka ready with tobacco. Bhe cooked
menls twice a day. The olo woman had wvo teeth, snd
Amina pounded betels and spice for her so that she could take
them at ease. The hunch-back right glad at this attention
from the girl often kissed her to show her great affection,

Aming spent ber days in ber new home in comfort and
happiness but still ahe secretly shed tears at the recollection
of her parents. (Ll 1.66.)

(11)

In the south of the Bay there is an island called Pari-
dia (isle of the fairies). It is said that fairies dwelt there
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in the olden times, They used to alight on the shores from
the sky and often married mon,  And gradually a thick po-
pulation grew in the island as people thronged there from
many places, The fairies fled away in course of time and the
island beeame a lurge habitation of men with market-places
pnd roads. A large number of fishermen carried on their
trade in the deep walers of the Bay and they dried the fish
they caught in the sunny shores of Paridia. In course of
time Paridia grew to be o flourishing centre of Gsb-trade
and people from distant places came to carry on their
buginess there.

Mafo had heard from his town of Angi about the grow-
ing importance of Paridia as a centre of fish-trade. He
was told that fish from that island if brought to his native
place would fetch double profits—especinlly the well-known
“laukha fish "—which was to be found in Paridia alone and
had & wide repute for its excellent quality. Mafo thought
as to how he could go to that island for conducting fish-
trade.

He called bis son-in-law Nasar to him and related the
tale be had lieard about Paridia and asked his advice as to
how the far-famed laukha Rak ol that place conld be brought
to bis eountry. Nasar pondered over the matter for a little
time and then said,** I will mysell go to that island, father,
If the sails can catch the southern wind it will take 12 days
to reach that island. Anyhow T assure you that T shall
return home within a month.*

He went to Akhim to bid her {arewell and said,"* T ghall
be away from bome for a month only. Do not grieve, my
love, over this short separation. T will surely return within
thﬂ ﬁmﬂ;"

Akhim smiled and said, * Do not take another wife there
in the meantime. "’
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It was about the middle of February. The southern
gale was blowing. Nasar was coming to the northern shores
from Angi. His ship had twenty-two sails which made o
greal fupping sound as she proceeded onwards, and the
rowers sitting near the prow merrily sang * Sari songs’ as
they rowed. They advanced towards north and on their right
side Iy the great shores of the sea. Nasar saw above hig
head pretty birds of different colour flying up, and on his
left small isles of the sea, which dizplayed a rich variety of
gorgeouts flowers, Tt was a noble sight to see in these small
islands the fine avenues of coconnut trees. The eoconnuts
fell onthe sea Ly thonsands and they looked like foams
of the waves drifted by its current. There were besides
small isfands which bad no tree, no plant, no grass, but
Presented o manotonone view of  sands. There hindreds of
erocodiles were seen resting on the land and enjoying sun-
shine. The crocodiles lhintohed Inrge eggs which they covered
with sands, and these buge animals could be seen in large
numbers stretched out on e sands with eves g]immerfng
in silence, A little to the west were seen ehosls of Virious
sizea. There were o be seen enormous snokes, onlled
Kalandar. In the jungles, which abound there, lived tigers,
buffaloes, and other animals, whiel, living for a time in one
shoal easily swam suross to another. Nasar saw many
shoals and many isles inhabited by men as his ship flew like
8 bird in the mid-ses.

Helped by favourable wind Nasar reached Paridia in six
days, ordinarily # journey of twelve days.  Arriving there
Nasar took eare 10 purchinse lankha fish of the best quality,
When the ship was Joaded he thought of the difficulty of
his jonrney back. He would now have 10 go against the
wind. He advised the eaptain to steer the ship northwarg,

and after they had passed three days he ordered the ship to
wnohor in & place called the * Majher gram.' (LI, 1-54.)
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(12)

Nagar eame to the house of his former fatber-in-law,
Haider, The old man had died and Nasar's mother-in-law,
old and decrepit, now lived by begging from door to door.
Nobody was there to enquire about her as to if she starved
or was living at all, The house stood with broken walls.
The roof leaked and the whole presented a look of utmost
wretehedness,  Where has Amina gone?’ thought Nasar.

There was a brinjal plant in the compound which yielded
crops all round the year. It had flowered, Nasar sat in the
wretched hovel alone looking to these flowers. The day
drew to @ close but mobody came to that deserted honse.
Nasar thought, ** Alas | what ghost had seized me! Why
did 1 go abroad! Attracted by the joys of a foreign land I
never cared to think what would occur to the immates of
this house. Alas! how greatly they must have suffered for
my sake! " When he thought of Amina his eyes began to
<hod incessant tears, The drops fell on his breast one by
one, while he silently regretted his folly in leaving the
houge.

No one came there, alas mone! The evening passed.
Despairing Nasar came out of the house with- grief piercing
his heart like a spear.

He came to the market-place and became a guest in
s house. There he talked with people, who told him
strange stories in which truths, half-truths and lies mixed
freely. ** No justice in this world, friend, no equity, no
trust in men,”" they said, ** Amina was not chaste in her
heart—the ruin of her parents wss brought about by
ber wickedness. This bad woman left her old parents
and absconded with some bad fellow. To what place she
has gone we do not know. Old Hhuider died of broken heart
and the old woman, his wife, shortly after fell down on
the ground in grief never to rise again.”
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He heard these stories. Thai night he neither took his
meals nor shut his eyes for 0 moment in sleep. (Tl 1-28))

(13)

The force of the wind increased and Nasar now wanted
to start homewards. The captain and the sailors did not
approve of his intention. But he did not listen to {heir
counsel. Thus does a fly fall into fire—when its destiny
calls it to death. When the ship came to the mid-ses ferce
winds began to blow, threatening to upset it with geods and
all. The flow-tide had set in and the gale was tremendously
forceful. Hard was it for the captain to steer the ship
soutliwards. The thunder rosred and lightning flashed.
The black clouds marched swiftly in the sky looking
like demons. The sailors, the rowers, the captain and the
Tendal all cried in despair, The force of the gale increased
and nobody's head was steady at the menacing lo-k of the
sky. They thought that the presiding angel of the sea was
showing all his destructive might, and there was no rescue.
Nnsar himself went to the belm pnd beld it with his own
hands. The waves of the Bay raised their heads as big as
hill-tops. From both sides the big waves came rolling
and dashing, and the sailors beat their breasts in despair,
Some of them pledged offerings to Saint Badar, some
began to cry aloud recollecting their little children left at
home. Some loudly screamed indicating their agony of
heart, saying, * Hah! no more shall we meet our parents,
our brothers ond relations; ' one lamented—' Alas! ghe
who is dearer far than life will no more gladden my
eyes, Alas! destiny had reserved my death in this mid-
ocean. Why did I lose my senses and come hLere at the
counsel of these drug-eaters? How sad it is that there is no-
body to make even a grave or coffin for me at the honr of

15
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death. No Mollah will recite the usual sacred texts when I
shall give up my breath.’

The ropes of the sails were torn to pieces and the mast
broke, There were great uproar and consternation on board
the ship, The ship could not be restrained and like one gone
mad she marched heedlessly, drifted by the wind till she
reached the island called * Gobadhya.' (Ll 1-30.)

(14)

The western sea in those days was the resort of Harmads
who plundered oll boats and ships that fell in their way.
They would loot all they found and if the crew offered any-
thing like resistance, they cut their throats and killed them
without merey. In the immense deep the Harmads were n
terror. So the sloops in those days went ina body,—a
good number of them together all compact, when they
had to travel s long distance by sea. The sailors and
the crew took with them guns and gunpowder, spears
and other weapons, On the south of the Kaicha lay
the port of Diang and from that port the ships all started

on sea-voyage, forming a strong fleet ready to meet the
foe when occasion arose.

Nasar's sloop came to Gobadbya and was stranded on
the sand. This was a notorious resort of the Harmads.
Many n sailor and owner of ships bad here encountered
great dangers. The storm ceased and ebb-tide commenced.

The water subsided and the night looked grim in its
impenetrable darkness.

The island of Gobadhys was a dreary tract, full of
sand and nothing else. Not & grass, not a straw was
to be seen there, Thers was no mark -or sign to indicate
the way to the traveller, and Nasar could not know hia
whercabouts, nor the direction he should follow, The
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sand filled the deck of the ship and she became fixed to u
spot without any power to move.

In the morning the flow-tide would begin, releazing the
the ship from her stranded condition. In expectation they
all sat together wishing for the approach of the dawn, They
guarded with care the wealth that lay in the ship and
discussed the way they should take to cross the sea.

The night was nearly over and the first streaks of the east
appeared inthe horizon. The Hurmads wes lying in
ambush in the western shoals. The sun’s disk rose as it
were from the sea and peered through the cast. At the
sight the birds of the sea began to ery wildly, and gradually
the fow-tide set in, merging the island in water. The
Harmads were seen at a distance busy observing their ship
with the help of telescopes. Nasar felt s shudder at the
sight of the miscreants,

Ten or twelve of them approached Nasar, dressed in black
trousers. Some wore short red coats and turbans on their
beads. In the belt of their waists they had seabbards bound
tightly and they had guns in their hands. The blood
flowing in the veins of Nasar became frozen in fear. The
captain and the sailors found their limbs paralysed and could
not move their hands and feet. .

The first thing the robbers did was to hold Nasar tightly
by the neck. They slapped his cheeks and the blows were
80 sudden and severe that Nasar fell down on the deck. His
sallors and other men lay more like dead than living
beings viewing with their timid eyes the action of the
robbers,

The next thing the Harmads did was to bind them all by
strong ropes and then enter the ship for plunder.

They discovered great riches by breaking open the chests.
Right glad were they to find & large quantity of Burmess
gold there. The flow in the sea nttained its lighest point
and it was now an easy task for the robbers to drag down
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the ship from the sands and foat herin the sea. The
heaps of dried Laukha fish had become wet and now being
exposed to the rays of the sun a bad edour emanated from
them and hundrede of sea-birds came swooping down from
the ky and seized large numbers of these goods, The vultires
which flew above the sea, the sea-pigeon nnd other birds all
assembled in buge numbers over this booty, and it became a
problem to the robbers as to how to preserve the fish from
the birds.

The great ship of Nasar with all ita valuable goods was

now in the possession of the Harmads and they swiftly marched
bomewards with their loot. (Ll 1-54.)

(15)

Now let me resume the story of good Amina. She
was quite in comfort in the house of Gafur. But his
wife the bunch-back died and the bome was now quite lonely.
Gafur's great anxieties were now centered in Amina—""I I die
what will befall the lot of this girl? How will my riches be
preserved? ""—He pondered over the problem for many a day
and at lust called Amina to his presence ome day and said,
** I am your foster-father and you have been a true daughter
to me ever since you came here. Who will protect my lands
and other properties? I have settled that T shall give you
in marriage to o suitable youth, This world is a very
wicked place. How can you think of living with the riches
that 1 will leave you, all alonein the house? T will select for you
a handsome and clever youth, Do please agree to marry ngain.
There 15 no knowing where your husband has gone for these
six years, How long will you wait for him? According to
our scriptures practically asituation has been created for yon
when you may clsim the privilege of a divorce from your
husband. Oh my dsughter,—I am hearing & call from the
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other world. Give your unhesitating consent to my request
80 that I may die in peace."’

Amina when she heard Gafur's words fell #t his feet with
tears in her eyes and said, ** Oh my revered father, pray,
hear my word. I have no thirst for worldly pleasure. Do
not tempt and try to creste & desire in my mind that is long
extinguished, My own parents had made a request like this
and I fled {rom my home to avoid them. Oh my foster-
father do not cause fresh pain to my lacerated heart. Pray,
do not touch that delicate topic again."

Gafur became silent on hearing Amina's words. He
was sorry but did not press his request. As usual be went
to the field the next morning, atiended to his daily duties
with plough and other implements of cultivation. Thus
did the old farmer go on ploughing his fields from day to
day, and they continued to yield him various crops of the
season all round the year. (Ll 1-36.)

(16)

I shall now relate to you many things which are not
known to all. Yet these are facts and not creations of my
fancy.

There was & great war and the whole country was in o
gtate of anarchy. The Burmese people took panic and
burying their gold, silver and other riches underground,
left Chittagong in precipitous haste marching towards
south.

One night some of these Burmese men suddenly appeared
in the bouse of Gafur. There was a mound in the north of
the compound of his house. The Burmese all came to this
deserted spot and surrounded it with great interest and
vigilance.

The farmer Gafur took his stick and weapons in hand
and came out of the house. He said to Amina, ** To-day
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i# my last, Amina. These Burmese will kill me straight.
There in the bamboo platform inside the house hide your-
aelf as best 0s'yon can. If these Arakanese can get a clue
they are sure to plunder you." Galur was eighty years old.
He conld hardly walk erect. He reeled and staggered in
his nttempts. Amina got upon the platform as directed.
The old man came up before the strangers supporting hime
self by his stick, The Burmese said, * Do not be afraidy
old man. This homestead once belonged to us. How olten
we ployed here as children! We bear recollection of
our dear mother whose lap was our first resting place. Then
we got down to the play-ground and sported with our com-
rades. We buried twelve vessels full of gold coins under
ground here and went away to live with our uncle.”  As
they were talking in this sirain they dug open a spot and
brought hoards of gold coins kept in twelve jars. ** Now
old man," they said,** you have guarded this great wealth of
onrs all this time and you deserve & reward at our handas.
Take two jars out of these twelve.”" BSaying this the
Arakanese left the place in great speed and had gone far away
before it was morn. The old man took possession of the
two jars. He brought them before Amina and opening the
contents found them to be all gold coins.

It was as if o childless man got a child all at once. He
kuows not how and where to keep the treasure secure, and
timidly glances at the jars.

Old Gafur after consulting with Amina at last buried the
wealth again underground.

They paseed sometime more in the house in the usual
manner but shortly after the summons from above came
upon old Gafur who said to Amina a litile before he
expired :

** Qtretoh your hands towards me, dear daughter.’” And
when she did so, he placed her hands on his bosom. Amina
began to cry wherenpon he said, ** Wipe the tears away.
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I cannot resist my tears seeing yours. Do not weep Amina,
all my riches I hereby give you."

His eyes became steady and his tongue grew speechless,
The good neighbours assembled at his house and gave him
a burial.

For two months tears incessantly fell from Amina’'s eyes,
She cried and said,* Where hast thou gone, oh my father.—
Your affection was so great that I bad forgotten even my
own parents all this time. Woe to me that wherever 1 go
to find a sbelter, there fate runs adverse and destroys my
refuge. My own parents, alas! have been long separated
from me but the griel caused by your death I cannot bear.
It breaks my heart already heavy-laden as if by strokes of
hammer,""

Thus passed two months. Providence alas, made Amina
subject to all kinds of misfortunes. (Ll. 1-60.)

(17)

Eeak of Majergaon had all this time kept full information
about Amina. He one day paid a visit to her old mother who
lived sy begging. Esak told lota of storiea to the old woman
and brought her to bis own house giving her all sorts
of false hopes. When the old dame came to his house, a
right royal reception be gave her and provided her with rich
meals. Excellent eurd, butter and other delicacies be served
ber, &0 that in a short time she felt quite hale and hearty.

Some days passed in this way and beonce began to
speak to ber about Amins, He said many things and gave
a lively account of her present fortunes. Bhe said, *“Well
Esak, if it be all as you say, it is very good ; how glad shall
I be if you go and fetch ber here, once more."

Esak said witha sigh, ‘* I tried to swim acrosa the sea
but vain was my attempt ; she is, owing to my ill-luck, eruel
to me. If I go she will not come, alas sbe will not come | "
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By many o wily talk Esak setiled everything [avourably
for him with the old woman.

She had just lighted ber evening lamp and lo, she saw a
palunquin come to her house. Who is it that has come to
my house ? With this anxious query in her mind she came
out to see. When the woman came out opening the door
of the palanquin Amina began to shed tears on seeing her
mother once more and clasped ber to her bosom. The
mother and daughter stood locked up in each other’s srms
and they shed incessant tears,

Tenderly did Amina give ber o fine mat o sit on ; when
she heard the report of her father’s death and the misfor-
tunes that the mother had passed through all this time it
seemed as if her heart would break. For the whole night
Amina wept as she heard further details of the sorrows that
had befullen ber parents.

In the morning the old woman nwoke and was served
with a good repast, During all this time Amina was all
attention to her,

The mother said, *'Come daughter, and Jet us return to
our bome at Majhergaon. Here you haveno kith or kin
and it does not look well that you shiould put up in this
house all alone. Majhergaon is your own home, Thither
let us go together,'’

J‘m‘iﬂ-

T entreat you with all meekness, listen to my words,
mother, What is there at Majhergaon on which we would
live? Here I have plenty of lands, There is no anxiety
on the score of food-stuff. The paddy that I get from my
lands not only provides me with food for the whole year bus
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a considerable sum I get from the sale of what I do mot
require for home-consumption. What is there at Majher-
gaon on which we may depend for sustenance?

Besides paddy, there is my garden of trees yielding
mangoes, jacks and other fruits of the season. Where shall
I leave my goats and cows and implements of agricultural
work? Look at my granary, it is full to the brim. If I
go from here all these will be lost—none is here to take
care of them, BStay with me, good mother, and do not
return to Majhergaon. You will be the mistress of this
home and of all T have. Whatever you will like to eat, you
will get here to your heart’s content. No anxiety you will
feel on the score of your clothes or meals.

The old woman understood the force of her daughter's
arguments and agreed to stay with her.

It chanced one day a guest came there from Majhergaon.
He had a private talk with Amina's mother. Both whis-
pered to one another for some time, and Amina did not
know what all this was about. The guest was entertained
in the house and in the evening he took leave. Then
followed something which T am going to relate presently.

In the night Amina lay unconscious in deep sleep when
her mother gently opened the door. Three persons entered
the apartment of Amina, First of all they tied ber mouth,
then bound her hands and feet. They then took her on
their shoulders and cleared off.

She could neither cry por move her limbs. Once only
did she glance at her mother, the root of all this miachief |

Alas the ways of the mother | Where is happiness in this
world when even mother's beart becomes hard as stone |

Oh foolish hard-hearted mother, you know not what
you have done | You have got a bead of glass in return of a
gold coin,

The three knaves carried Amina to a boat that lay st
anchor at the river-bank, There did they cut off the cords
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with swhich they lad bound ber. Amina began to ery
alowd and throw her limbs in violewut fits,

The hont passed throngli n ny o small canal till after a
[l day they reachisl Majhergaon.

They envvivd Amini 1o the house of Fsak. (LL 1-78.)

(16}

Lot us nuw tuen to e evente that followed when Nasar
Wats made o eaplive.

Iis ship and all the goods it contained were sold by the
roblices a1 an enoemons price. iy the west where the sen
et and Tad begins—there the enstom prevailing is strange,
Men there sell their fellow-men and there i3 o brisk trade
gt ons The captives wore all soll there and Nosar the
expert captain was sold at a bigh price.  The Harmads thus
completed this wicked transietion and returned to thieir own
places,

The man who had bouglt Naegr gave him a small boat ;
with this he was =it to the market-place from where he
brought the goods required Ly the master.  From the markes
be carried loads Tor him and visited many places far and
near with that boat, ordered by lis mnster.

Nazar, otherwise pradent, Jost hic head one day. When
waking a trip in thic way be passed through the smalj
eanals and reached the big sen. Ay the sight of the xen he
felt & strange desire to cross jt.  He had no liking for his
life aud took Lis boat recklessly to the mid-sea,

For four days he contimunlly rowed, Tlic fatigue of the
jonrney and want of food vnfoeblel hiw. His arms were
swollen. by continual rowing till they became devoid of
srengtl.  They became completely paralyzed, and the vast
=ea lny in the front without any sign of land in all the four
directions. IWaves rose above waves and the small boat
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passed through them. Tt was through the mercy of Provi-
dence alone that it did not yet sink, The sea-leviathans
rose huge as mountaine. They made strange sounds like
the moanings of the wind. Nasar had lost his eye-sight
owing to emaciation and fatigue and his head reeled. Wihen
thus disabled he fell prostrate in the boat relying on the
mercy of Allal and praying to Him.

While reciting the name of God he became unconscious.
Alas, what great miseries were in store for poor Nasar !
It secmed that the presiding saint of the sea took pity on
him.

Long boats passed by that part of the sen at this time,
each with a sail on it, and these belonged to fishermen
who sang sari songs as they rowed. They had nets with
them for catching fish. Astonished were they thal & small
boat was floating in the sea like a toy-thing and they
caught hold of it. They found Nusar lying there in an
uneconscions stato and gently raising him had him removed
to their boat, For some time (hey had doubts as to if he
was dead or still had some spark of life left in him,

Cold water they applied on his head and slowly put inio
his mouth a few drops of cocoanut-milk till after a time his
condition improved a little.

When Narar conld speak a few words it was found that
the fishermen did not understand his language nor he—
theirs. -

Nasar, liowever, made his condition known fto them by
gestures and signs.

At this stage a rice-merchant Was going with his ship.
The fishermen gave charge of Nasar to the master of this
ship. (Ll. 146.)

(17)

In the city of Angi, Mafo began to be uneasy on account
of Nasar's loag absence He was to return within a month,
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but & yenr passed. There was no news about lLim all
this time !

"' 1 sent lim,” thought he, * to Paridia * for purcliasing
Laukha fish.  Surely the fellow has svized the opportunity
and gone buck to lis own untive conntry, These wen of
the north with dark skin are very unserupulous, I placed
hoards of muncy at Lis Lands o implicit truet, 1 was not
right in doing s0."'

Thinking in this strnin e 100k possession of all the
goods belonging to Nasar and sold them und wlint was more
hie got Lis danghter warried to apother mun !

After one year Nasar came back to the town of Angt ald
hearing all that lad transpired daring his absence, did not
return to the home of lis father-in-law.

" No trust is to be placed on the dacoits of this place.
They way stab one on some lirile Plea,” he thought. He
tnrried not but st once left (he country nol earing tu see
Akbim before I left. When le heard that she was happy
i the nrms of another husband it seerd that hiz heatt was
going to break.

" These women bave no pardic—no selforispeet, no pfee-
tion or sympathy in their soul. Strangers arg weloome to
their doors, unknown men are fa voured by women Lere,
They have no iden of devotion or Jove, oo gives them
money they are hi~, and wlen woney 1s scarce 1hey quorrel
or seek divoree."" °

Thus thought Nasir and made his heart bard as steel till
it was devoid of all tender feelings. He at once left that
lnnd of dacoits, resolved never o cote there again. He was
painfully congeious of the enre of Providence that followed
him everywhere and turped Lalf-mad  with hinrrowing
thoughts and despair. Ny toney lad be,—u veritable leggar
of the streets hud Le becowe. None e there whom be
could call Lis own, not 4 #pot in the whole earth was there
which be could call Lis home, He wandered in the northern
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country for some time, For lack of a dwelling place mauy
a night be passed under the shade of a tree.

One night he dreamt a strange dream. Amina, he saw,
enme and stood before liim—her two eyes were sparkling
like evening stars—her colour looked bright as the champa
flower. Purity had given her a grace and dignity and she
looked like the very jewel of lher sex and community.
Her youthful charm had not grown a whit less—it was
full to the brim—she was faultless and immaculate. Her
lieart was full of tender compassion and sympathy for
all, and & beautiful smile played on her lips. This fower
was not a faded thing but fresh as if it had bloomed to-day.

When Nasar dreamt in this way his mind yearned for &
sight of Amina. (L. 1-40.)

(18)

Esuk tlie knave had brought Amina to his house by
plunder. He tewpted her by a lundred liopes every day but
the wild tiger could not be made tawe. As & cobra, lurt on
the head, hisses nnd costs its ungry look, so did Amina as
often as the roguo approached her. All the charms and
incantations of Buddliu, the mystic, became powerless. His
mugic art ond spells all came to no use, His lockets, Lis
incantations were all unavailing. It is fire that is the trye
test of gold—the sufferings that Amina passed through
proved that she was a true woman.

Six months passed in this way and all attempts of Esak
to win her failed.

One day when evening covered the fair face of earth like
a veil, Esak cawe to the presence of Amina and said, ** You
are the daughter of a mean fellow and your Leart is mean.
In this house of mine there will be no place for you any
more. You have given me all kind of trouble. I have
sulfered for your sake what few men suffer for a woman.
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Get ont of my house quickly. Do not stay here a moment.
My wife Mema Bibi is very angry. If you tarry she will
turn you out dragging you by the lair. Here in this bouse
of mine there is no room [or you any more."'

When she heard Esak say this, Amina looked like o
volume of smoke about fo break into fire. A drop of tear
glistened in her eye as she come out. 8Bhe visited her
father's Louse and found that the roof of Lier hiouse was gone
and the walls all broken. There on the floor of the deserted
hut roamed foxes at night and the whole place abounded in
unclean things, There was no door. How could she spend
the night there.

Still slie sat on & little spot of her old home. When it
was mid-night the crescent moon glittered in the sky like a
streak of gold, Eeak had no sleep in lis eyes, lie waz seized
with a beastly pagsion and came there in quest of Amina.
Slie Iny in a corner of the Lroken hut, but all on a sudden in
thiat dead of night perceived that Esak wax coming towarils
her. Ble trembled like n poor antelope at the approach of a
tiger. But suddenly the lint seemed to shake and there was
a commotion. A moment after, it was seen that Nasar had

struck Esak with a heavy bamboo-pole.
' Southern wind was gently blowing and the moon-beams
fell an the earth like showers of gold. They disclosed the
beautiful pair Nasar and Amina bound in embruee,

No word they spoke while both shed tears, Nasar had
only a piece of loin-cloth on his person. His face looked
pale as he had been without any food. Amina's beart broke
at the sight. Wiih the hoir of her head she wiped away
the dust of his feet while she murmured in soft accents—
** How could you, my darling, forget me nnd live far away 2"’

Nasar wue ilent ; he gave no reply but followad the foot-
stepa of Anina as slie went out of the house. (L1, 1-48.)










PREFACE TO THE BALLAD OF BHARAI RAJA

The ballad of Bharai Bajas was  ecollected by Baby
Chandrakumur De with the help of  Babu  Bijuynarin
Acharyn of Muktogacha in Mymensingh. A Mulomedan
Fakir named Nazir supplied lim with the earlier portions
and the subsequent part was mainly obtained from apother
Fakir of Phulpur. A Vawlumy mendicont onmed Tshian—an
inhabitant of Simulkande—supplivd Clinndrakumnr Raby
with the conclnding sungs.

The stigmn attuched o our counteymen that we liayve
na liking for historieal studies s (o some extent removed by
Lillnds like these which give a eonnected narrative ol events,
though eonched in o poetica] style and often wised with
legends and mythical stories.  Howevee small their e
value may le as contribution to historion| material, they
show that oyrraral people lad an instinctive desire to listen
b thie tiles of important events travspicing in Uwir Jocalities,
partioularly when their burden iy some love-episode breath.
fug the spirit of inspiring sacrifice and maryrdom.

The materiaki of the Ballod no donbd cxme T that
romote periidd when the fontras exerfed o great iniluence
in pur eountry, snd though the Tmllpl jo mosily aung by
Moalemn minsteels now, there 18 no Malomedan: element in
the sulbjeot-atier to show thiat it wits comiposed  during the
Maliomedan times,

This coutitry of outs wis at oee Hme full of Rophathns
i which the superhimun fonte of the Tantrie taplens
plaxed o eoraidieralide  pare, The waew deseribed i this
kel wre oondrotled and susigadl by Tantife infliemes L
the diseriprini of the sonaluding apasoko b Dvmes e ontkinge
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anlogy to the Jegemds of the Mainumati tales,—and reminds
ug of the storie= of the thiel Inda in the Dharmnmmg-a!
pooms, and ol the leats of Mabi Ravana now incorporated
with some of the Bengali recensions of the Ramuyana, Such
titles are 1o by found o 1he Gaelie legends of the West. The
chinnige of shipes which the two contending beroes of the
bollnd adopud aro almost like those of Rand Mainamaii
and Godu Jomoor of (he three sons of Toirenn and the
princesses of Hesperides in the Gaelio tales. T hundreds
of Rupkithas «f Bupgal we comn sovoss aimilar storjes ol
wonderful powers of Siddbas.  They belong to that dark
period ol o history whieh de stamped by the blaek deeds of
the Yogis and Kapalils who acquired their power by niira-
onlous detions performed on fuoeral grounds where the yells
of jackals wud other beusts of prey, the ferovious dance of
ghoste and even the dead starting to life, could not disturb
their sombre meditations. Like the Droid priests they could
by their incantations call to life a mutilated corpse and the
digjointed limbs were made whole again, The marvels
performed by the Masters of Black Art have found o place
in the Arabian Nights tales and in many stories current
in Persia, nnd scholars are of opinion that these tales were
ariginally inspired by Indian fables,

Tt was the Vedie religion which fought hard against the.
Lilnegk arn of the Tantriez on the revivil of Hinduizm  sfter
the dowuinll of Boddhism in Beugal.  To the Lith and 12th
centuries the wholo stmosphere ol this country was rifa with
legends oF Tinteic doeds, aml hengh i wan the Sen dynasty
that anaogurited the movement of wmmpler Vedie rituals,
dinemeding Tunteic wedes of worship, the chuniry could nol
ke vsell alisolidely  frow fram Tantrie mysticiem for a
g tme, wnd svon Bullal sen bl ane of  4le Plomessre
of Hindu revizal, I miild W have fresls indalged in such
praviice, manobionod by raligion, with the eo-opersilon of
g lowsinte gotmny,  The sge of s Blak Tantrician
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may be traced back to the Sth century AD., King Chandra
Gupts (Bikramaditya) 13 said to lave nechieved miperhuman
powers, having obtained sway over two wvil epirits—Tal
anil Betal—and  having =ecured o miraculous throne
presided over by thirty-two pirits who endowed him
with o vision which no mortal is privileged to behold.
Tantricism is not yet dead in Iudin ol occasionally  we
bear of spme great Siddha purushas endowed with power of
performing marvels.

But the period pre-eminently starnped with the spirit of
Tantricism is 11th to Lith eentury, and tales like what is
described in this ballad owed their origin to this dark sge
of Bengal,

This ballad is certainly not =0 old, It may not be even
parlier than the 14th contury, but the inspimtion and echo
of some of the incidents of the ballad have no doubt come
from n remote nge; the language has passed through
changes from age to age till its tran=eription jn its present
shape.

As T bave mentioned in my Tntroductions to the various
parts of Eastern Bengal Ballads, there have been rmany
stories in them of warfares, enterprising sen-voyages, sa¢ri-
fices undergone for love or some other higher motive, of
transformation of assassins and robbiers into saintly charae-
ters. And if the more important of these are collected,
they would contribute an interesting chapter to the [uture
history of Bengal: But if this work of research is given
up, the materials will be all bopelessly lost. The very
nature of the work is such as hardly sdmite of any
undoe haste, Tt ie patient and steady pursuit which iz
expected to yield the wished-for result, and any dictation
a8 to finishing the whole thing within & specified time-hmit
is out of the question in this case,

The main seat of Tantricism from which Bengal had
ber inspiration wius Kamakhya. The shrine je in Assam
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valley, and not only the Rupkathas und ballads are full of
references 1o i1, but evan the Mahomedans of the countryaide
in many of their books written in & language called the
Musatmani Bangla, show o great respeet to this shrine of
the Hindus and nseribe to it miracles and legends beyond the
boundartes of ordinary lLelief. There s a relerence to
Kamakhya in thie ballad also as the principal seat from
which people learned witcheraft and black art. Tantricism
of this type is still current in Bhutan, snd 1 heard many
marvellous storivs about the black art that prevailed there
[rom wmy friend late Lama Davsan Dup, & native of that
country, and formerly a lecturer of the Caleutta University,

This ballad i written in & simple and besutiful style ;
the difficulty which the reader may occasionally feel is due
to the archaic words of local origin which though simple
are obviously not quite understandable of the people of
other parts of Bengal, Thereis a poetical grace in the
stanzas, and the author seldom strays beyond the actual
needs of the narrative. There is much animation in the
accounts of war, and we find in them the names of many
weapons and instruments of war-music, not familiar to us.
It also gives us a vivid picture of the political condition of
the country showing the ruthless manner in which the
kings and the chiefs devastated the country while satistying
their caprices or trying to pursue a determined course of
action prompted by a false idea of prestige. It also shows
bow Ffar the question of blood and honour attached to
families brings into play an unsparing spirit of vengeance.
The wufferings of the innocent and their martyrdom for
the sake of love and honour, specially in womankind,
are brought into contrast with vindictive, unswerving
and implacable batred rendering the beroine an object
of our admiration. The love of the pair, the young
prince and princess, during the few hours of night in =
prison, is the one redeeming feature of this cruel and
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tragical tale nnd shines as o stronk of lightning in a sky
filled with black elonds,

That the suthor has the gilt of true poetical art will be
apparent from his simple metaphors all original and culled
from the countrysile, from lis not over-doing n poctic
situation till the matter 18 made threndbare and monotonous
amid from his etriet relevancy and restraint, The pathoes
created by the princess's forlormness and her lot claims a
tear of the reader towards the end of the story, There
were many that T shed over the original though in my weak
trupslation the effect of such simple pathos can hardly be
expected Lo be maintained,

Raja Dihnrat like all people of hill tribes is over-
anxious to form an alliance with the Hindus of the lower
valley. For a favour like that he made large concessions
and trusted the enemy, too prond to wilfully entertain
a proposal of the nature. This was Bharm's valonerable
point and he brought all subsequent calamities by placing
unplicit confidence on the pledge of his foe. The Ksha-
triya Rajo is a type of arrogance and craft which are seen
in the high-caste Hindus when o question of caste and
soctal status arises. The depressod castea and the hill-tribes
are treated in such & way as if they are worse than lower
animals. Raja Birsingh casily takes his pledge as n
manoeuvre whicl is not only expedient but even fair and
just, for what moral law in hiz view should be observed in
dealing with o hillman?  His ethical sense is completely
blunted by the thought of hie own immense social sup-
eriority.  He violates s saered promise anl he roins
the life of an innocent giel,  Fven his pride and cralt may
be excused az boing natoral amoa Hindu possessing a high
stutus in society, though it is condemned by the ethical
codes of all countries, bul his rude condeet towards the
jqueen of his adversary shows that all humane element
wis dend in lus charncter,  Whatever his socisl posilion
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might be lie appears to be the type of a true monster
even compared with lis savage adversary of the Hajan
tribe,

But if even the ruthless father is forgiven, we can
have no pity for his cowardly son, though in the feld of
battle le is so brave and valorous, He evidently scespl-
e the bride pledged to him. He got his release. by
the martyrdom of ons who was from all points of view,
his wife and recognised as such by him. He ecalled all
the planets of the sky to be witness to his solemn pro-
mise that he would cling to her ull his life. He was
anxions to make hiz eseape and in his eagerness to achieve
that end he never cared to enquire under what conditions
the girl got his release and if she incnrred any risk or danger
by doing so. Imspite of this omission we are prepared
io take nll his sweet words of love, his kisses and tears to be
bonafide. But when the princess fell in distress, he did not
care to say even n kind ward to ber ; he totally disappeared
from the scene like a veritable coward, There is a sugges-
tion that he was entertaining at the time a proposal of his
marriage witha girl of the Dakhin-patan. Heroes of this
nature are not altogether rare in our ballad litemture.
We have his parallel in the prince of the ballad ‘Dhopar
pat' or Kanchamnmaln. We consider the prince of this
hallnd as equally treacherous and u villain of the same
type. We know that in orthodox Hindu society, the old
men will appland the conduet of this perfidions prince
and praise him for his docile submission to the will of his
father and even for his discarding a pledge for the sake of
keeping his caste-prestige, than which no consideration
weighs more with them. When = society loses all regard
for the simple ethics which govern all homan institations,
the time may be said to have come when the young men
should openly revolt against their parents and completely
upset their rotten social fabric,
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But true poetry is not to be judged by nu ethical test
we have, however, discussed thie question hore as  the
prince is fikely to be uccepted s a model son inspite of
his villainy, by the orthodox Hindu readers.

The patience and devotion of Chsmpabati knows no
bounds. The cruelest hit aimed at ber by fate wns this
wicked conduct of the prince and she relerred o it with
her never-failing good will and love for him even at the
last hour.

The poet closes the ballad with an artistic line which is
matehless for its effect on  the reader, Her griel was so
great that her father's mute stone image shed drops of tears
ut ber distress,

DisesHECHANDRA DN
Jonuory 27, 1931






The Ballad of Bharai Raja

(1)

Listen, ol my friends; to the tale of Bharai Raja of the
eity of Amgoshals. Ho was a powerful Raja—in fact
matchless amongst the princes of that provinee,

The river Sundasuli flowed in that ecountry and on
its banks wns the Inir eity of the Rajs whore he held the
helm of the state.

His army and retinue swore 50 vast that they were the
ohjects of wonder of all people.

Now, my audience, comprising Hindus and Musalmans,
you liave assembled here to hear my song. My salnm  to
you all. To-diy my subject is the story of Bharai Raja. I
sinceraly apologise to you, for my capacity is limited, and
little power have I to judge between good and bad.

The Raja had a large number of elephants and  horses.
Bufaloes and hybrid aniwals called maials (born of bulls
anil she-buflaloes) aboundedl in bis pastures.. They were
countleze, Guards and sentinols werc plonty at the gate of
the palace.

At o little distance from lus city there were lirge pas-
toral arens whore legions of his mileh cows gruzed. He
was the lond of the country. In the southern regions
none there was who coulil be called his vqual.

He was a Koeh by birth. (Ll 1-18.)

(2)

One day he took & funicy to see Wiy lands on tho other
gille of the Sundaguth. Ile found there a large amd impe-
néetrable jungle. Al the Raja’s order n vost numbor of duy-

at
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labourcrs were called there and they were engaged in cubting
down Hw jungless * Whal oould be the object of his
clearing this jungle of Dheur ? % asked the people of thut
Joeality ti one anatlir,

Twelvir thonssnid Koeli Inhourers sesembled Wsere at Lie
commuand of the Naja, andl when his officer beat & huge drom,
all ‘the Koolies, men aml women, shwrted work, Some
entoresd the deep slinles of the forest pmd cut down the tall
troes + others Jevelled the ground with the lelp of spades ;
gome set fire where nccess was difficult,  The tigers and
bears inhabiting that wilderness were alormed ond began
ta fly in ull directions, without knowing their place of
gfety.,  The bivds lofy the nests they Iind made with care,
and flew in the distant sky.  The red tongue of the flames
pursued thom even there.  Their soveam and chatter were
hesrd from a Jong distanee.  They surely cursed the men
who destroyed their peaceful nests.

Now the days of April were hot, and Moy waa in sight
with prospects of the coming monsoon. Bharai Raja consulted
his courtiers, ns to the modug operandi of agriculturnl
wirk to be earricd on there.

Mo ealled the expert farmoers and tilless and appointed
them to carry on the work of eultivation. Ploughs wero
driven by bulls and buifaloes over the land thus acquired.
(Ll 15-14,)

(8)

The repart of these operations renched King Birsingha
in due course. The reporter suid —** My humble respects
to your Mpjesty, The Dbase-born Rajs of the Dhangar-
tribe Do psurpel a part of your dominions.'’

On hoaring the report, the Rajo's soldiers brandished
their Inthis and other weapons and aliowed an impatient
desire to fght.  Bowe carvied luthis 5 otlers were equipped,
with bows aml arrows, Amongst them were secn men
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willly alaneis wili qoars i ther lmndne Sotn wiehled
shuprpeomnd poitital dridgnis wml her Tend) tharkind nerows in
teir Tmpls nd CThwka® on Heir s, They set ogl
with gront speisd tovmle She Jutks ol 1y sundimsnti,  Phe
Kodli= i ware wvorkig on Wb foeesd-nggine wilh
thele plosgle., all el awuy, Leeegtsetvich at the mght of
Tiirstnghn'u ey, '

Whiey appoonled Tlueal R and mid =" 111y RBajn,
King Bivawghn e arelved Gove witly Bis somuy and ifriven
ui by Tapve Lo Llue fiefide:™

Wharat Bajn wd liglily dnemiied 0 1lill veport, T
wan mil watly muger and Jookend bl o ani gt iher-ruagn e
{ing lind canghie e, ** Wleie are my e @0 o rosmd
. Oomie wnl bo rendy forwar Take ngoarnie,  Leb
ey iy strength with tht se of - Singli I owill destray
hiz capital and throw ile rodits 3k Mier sy, Tt o brave
i i ey ey cose furwand and - elaite rewired fru
mo by produciig in this courd e degnpitatod Dol of
Birsingh.™

A he comundind, lis army gl fully ready wearing
war-robee, o himself jumipod yigvis he back of & fery
horse,  His urmy wis considorabie sl they folluwed i
with the ery, ** Strike the cvemy,”

Wihen thet bwi avmies oucoutered one anuther in thie
fiefd, those great wproar suded Jike b of the turbilem
wwirves o the ses wnder o slonn. Bon fofl there, recoiving
wounths from speas (Lt (eneel theie body;, others vomited
Bl sl st Tl their brewsds tor by armi -

Vir, the geovrad ob Huiesl Tajr, trarohod it the load
of Bl aeniy sl Ehomgle bbbl it Uhe gtk T
i fietn atd sl

Uix Dite Dot b wure o wiek foebaii, by Ly [T T TN
JT TS R T T o T whinn D wtroott wikle 0 S i The
aronnd wover b vEr yimbie s e b aondts uedl roltemis.
T Lugd and Timte of mabdinre, tepevilel Disun $h Loy,
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rolled in the mire. Some bogan to cry alowd despairing of see-
ing their beloved mothers ngain. The water of the Sundasuti
was coloured deep-red with the blood of soldiers. The srmy
of Blinrai Raju seemed to be complotely defeated.

With a bow in band Raja Birsingha who was o master
of martial tactics wimed hiv shaft nt Bir—the general of
the hostile camp.  The shafy was of iron, it flew in the air
and pierced the breast of the genersl,—its pointed head
nppearing from his buck. The soldiers of Birsinghn wore
jubilant and they set up o wild ery of victory, The ene-
mies terror-strock and crest-fallen wourned their evil lot in
plaintive Inments.

Bharai Rajn was initinted in black nrt.  His mantras
and incamtations wore wifnllible. He took n handful of
dust fram the earth and charmed it with some mystic
words and laving offered his respects to the memory of his
preceptor  Le blow the eharmed dust with his breath,
It imamediately had the desirod effect. The soldiers of
Biraingha lost their power of wight, ns the particles of dust
spread in the air, The men became totally blindfolded
nand could not see their way, They were then easily taken
captives being rendered incapable of finding out their way
of escape.

Raja Birsinghs saw no way (o save himself. He sat on
the back of his liorse in an wititude of despair, Blarai
Rajn made him o captive, He was made to wear handouffs,
and hie feet were bound by ropes.  Placed on an elephunt
he was corried to the palace of Bharai Raja. (L1 44-98.)

(4)

A fow of Tis men b, however, meeped snd they onrried
Hie newn ba Abe frince, bin wn. Thoy said—* Youp Lpyal
Inther in now n capitive i Lhn pipey of Rhari Haii,
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Ay soom as the prince hgard (o report of lis fatber's
disgeace, le immediately robed himsell in wir-mantle, and
riding o red borse started at once for Awgoshala, The
generals and soldiers of the palace followed the prince.
Some <howed their great enthusinsi by bigh jump and
apeed, looking like o dreaded meteor in the sky. Some
carrivd on therr shoulders spenrs with barbed iron poinis.
They oon surrournled o vity of Angoslinla,

Dharai Raja called oll lis people. ogoin to wrme. The
witr witsic of Kavd, Nagro and Dankd rase high in the air.
The generals had all poembled there, A tremendons uproar
aroxe on all sides.  Their thunder-sound  dieolened the eava
of ke Whe young prinee cul the heails of bis envtnies by
atrokos of Ins sword, s the jackale guthered to drink  the
blood,  Though yoiung e hoked Nke the very Tod of deatls
andd Bin borse marche! in lightuing speed ¢ and be flow like
iostar with s sword m haod, eutting people ou right snd
et Dike banann plants,

The men of Bharal Rsjn ware filled with diamay.
Their roynl insignia beuring the sacved name of Katyayani
wae thrown into'the ground.

The carrier of Llie pews submitted (o the Baji ' —**Your
Mujeaty 1% 1dling yoor tiuoo in this palace, while your sol-
diers nrm ledng mowed down like long reeds aml plants in
the battlefield. Oh, what & lwvoc has the young prince
dong | **

The Raja-with his bodyguards and retinue of the palace
marched 1o the field.

Again he took recourse to his magie tactics, caught hold
of a handful of dust und utlering some 1wystie words elinrms
el it and threw it up in the pir, Wowing with his Levath.
O, what o mighty oharm and what o nuevellons effect of
tho teaining of L peeeoptoe | By lie power of tho ppandng
atd e groce of Kamakliyn Debi (o dopd are nestormd to
lifonnd Vhe liube: become siund nud whiols bgaisy ; Sl wgm



166 HASTERN BENGAL BALLADS

that ie kiflod retarns howe without o sear,  But be who
imeurs the displeasure of tho goddess (alls dead though stroek
by o stalle of lotus, snd he cannot save his life thougl Lo
moy #irive b hide himself in the very depths of tle e
e wrny of the prince wos alarmed &t tho sight of the
chgrmed dust-  In udr noxiety do beal o releest, some
broke thotr jegs ond some-lost their arm.  They wll seemod
b b atrank with oo thunderboll, The Do which the
peinen rode fost w leg and being denwn by the power of  the
chisrme Lo 0id ot know which way e wos Tod fon The
effeet of the charm was now eomplete and the prinee soan
fopnd Bl o captive in Wle cell whiens lns royal father

iny (Ll 98-144.)
[ 6)

The father aud the oo lnmented bittorly their hard 1ot
A atono, tweity-two maunds in weighl, was placed on the
lireast of each, erushing them to suffocation.

Their Inments seemed to melt the very slone, and whilo
they lsv in this plight—the day passed and the night also
drew o an end.

Ttajn Bliarni consulted his winisters and came lo n
decigion,  Oue of his ministors was Digambar who enjoyed
the Raju's great confidenve. 1 was sent by the Raja with
wn embussy of Lrues to the prison.

Digambar v Rupa Birsingha,

i King, 1 have come with o message ki you from my
paster, Blarni Hoazrn, (e Rajs of thie Koches, is netuated
by generons intentions in regard W you, amd wants to tread
you kindly. Te has o fulr daughter named. Chompabatl.
She has abtained her youth und u {his city aliejs known to
ull for her many noble qualities. Need T any unything about
ber beauty ! The very lawnp grows lustieleds fu Ler presuneo.
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Blie Tooks like the moon in full splendour. Onee seeing her
itis difficult to forget. She has madethe dark clouds
of the sky a captive in her long unbraided hajr,
The moon is n captive in her beautiful face, Her eyes
are two captive stars, and in her hreast the two buds of
flowers seem like eaptives with their permanant charm, and
in ber lips whicl have a deop red eolour she seems to have
made the very lightning of heaven a captive by the fre-
quency of their transient smiles. Tmprisoned in her loose
sariare all the stars of the sky. Seo her bui once andl
you will not forgel ber in life,

Now, ol king Birsinghu, agrec o MArTY your son to
o princess.  Half of his kingdom will tlie Riujn offer as
dowry to you, besides the bridegroom will get presents of
many  valnable things—horses, elophants, five lmndred
milch cows will calves, flve hundred maid servants—each
Deautiful as a nymph of hicaven—those and much more will
be presented on the occassion, bat the greatest of all is the
git of magicart whick the Raja will teach you with all
mantras and incoantations., [f you would consent to this
proposal of the Raja, triumphantly may you return to your
capital, londed with the rich dowry,

King Birsingha did not apparantly seemn to relish the offer
made by the minister Digambar. For n little time he
sombrely meditated upon what seemed to him to be insolg-
ing to his dignity. Then after & time of hesitancy and
unwillingness he at last vielded and consented to the
proposal.

He had natarlly a high notion of his family «tatus, and
he thought be wis quite justified in taking recourse (o 3
stratagem, Apparently overything was all right, There
were music and glee in the palace when Raju Birsinghn gave
hiz consent.  Evervone was glad thnt the benutiful princess
wns going 1o be married.

The two Rajas embraced ench other as they were  going
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to bo close relations ere long. Bharai Raja londed the back
af buffalos with the precious things from his treasury to be
presented to Birsingha who also seemed to be quite bappy.
e returned home with his son.

On coming hack he could by no means forget the deep
cense of insult which le secretly bore in. his heart. He
again ordered his people to be ready for war. (Ll 144-193.)

(n)

The young prince bowed low before the Raja and said :—
“Will your Majesty permit me o lead the army? 1 give
you my word, oh king, that T will bring Bharai Rajs here
bound in fetters, 1f I fail to doso, I will throw myself
into fire and avoid the disgeace of o defeat. T will never show
myself to my people at Nehali, humiliated by the enemy."’

The prince got permission, With a shield and sword
in Bis hind he marched at the head of the army. Hae rode
a red horse ; it was i fiery animal, ite tongue was deep red
like a living flame ; it bad the speed of winds and when the
srmy marched, it seemed to fly in the aie. 'I'be prince
arrived at the capital of Bharai Rajn nnd threw out his
challenge in this way: ** Ol king, you are our SwOm
enemy. There is no time for you lo lose, T have eome here
with your death-warrant.”

Bharai Raja burnt in anger amd came oul to accept the
thulleoge,

The two armies met.  Their great gencrals were scen in
(lwic midel dressed in war-robes, bub the army of Bharat
Rajn could nob resist the prinee who committed an indis-
eriminnte havoe in the rank of his enemy. Bharai took
reconrse, ab (s stbge of war, to his black arts  He uttered
mystic words and thereby charmed 8 handful of dusk
Tl prince uud his soldiers saw everything dark before
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their eves blindfolded by magic. His people saw the day
lost for them and raised an uproar of despair.

‘I'he prince wns bound hand and foot and imprisoned
inacell, Adlab ol stone weighing twenty-twoe mounds
was placed on his broast.  His army was dispersed ; they
fed away, (LI 102-223,)

(7)

From her pleasuré-house princess  Champabati heard
the eruel news. Tears flowed from both her eyez. Tn the
desp shades of the jungle at Blarua there were rows
of trees from one of which hisomed two flowers on g
gingle stalk. The princess monrnfully looked at them
and said 10 herself : ** Mén and women are like these
two fowers muule from dust by God's own lmands. By
the will of the same Providence that joins a man and
A woman in this way, you, oh prince, came to our
country.  From the day my father plodged his wornl
of honour, [ huve been, oh lord, thine in every way.
In my life and at my death I um yours and ean bo of oo
others. You wre the lord of my heart and T am your loyal
servant for evir, The flower bloomed only yesterday. Was it
for fading away to-day and so soun? T sat in this pleasure
liouse of mine wnd wove this garland of flowers with great
care anil hoped that T would mysell adorn your breast
with it.  Sunda!l, Chua and other scents are in readiness to
be offered with my vouth and all to your feet. I longed ior
the day when I would be able to wipe awny the dust of your
fest with my loose, fowing hair. 1 longed for the day
when yon woull be seated on this couch of mine and I
would offer yon sweet Bangla betels. T waited with a thirsty
aonl for mecting you lere. Delay was painful. My daye
pagsed anyhow, it my nights stemwl wearisomely long.
1 hiad hoped that wearing & garland of Champa flowers, you
my love, would come to my ehamber to accept your bride,
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How is it that you came as an enemy instend? How wun-
expected is it that in the place of bridal music you came
with the war-drums! You sounded the shrill pipe of war
when we expected the sweet flute of bridal music. In the
place of great joy and glee of the auspicious festivities in
which our citizens had expected to participate, there is a
deep wail raised in their rank and file. TIs this the way in
which you wanted to fulfil the pledge of marriage?

Know prince that T will put an end to my life by
swallowing poison or cutting my throat with a knife. My
last prayer is that you should not for s moment doubt,
whatever might be the circumstances, that you are the lord
of my soul. In life and at death I shall always remain
yours and yours ouly. I have not yet seen your fair, moon-
like face but [ dream it every night. Without any enquiry,
before seeing you with my eyes, I have surrendered my-
sell to you. Alas, isour life to end thus struggling be-
tween hope and despair P Is human life frail and vain like
the dust which the wind raises to the sky for a moment and
then throws down to cold forgetfulness and oblivious neglect
(L1, 222.253.)

(8)
The Nurse.

“* How are you faring, oh princess? Do you know that
the bridegroom-elect is a prisoner in your father's jail?
He has been bound in fetters, hand and foot, and a stone
weighing twenty-two maunds has been placed on his breast.
Itis not known if he is still alive or is already dead. The
Raja has now turned his ¢nemy and seems bent on destroying
hia life."’

When Champabati heard this report, she fell prostrate
on the floor helplessly like a ‘cowli' creeper when it loses
the support of the tree to which it had clung.
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The Princes to her Nurse.

** Dear nurse, hear what I have resolved to do. Anyhow
I must visit the prince now. Kindly lead me to him in the
prison. Providence, it seems, is my enemy. I am doomed
to wear widow's weeds even before I am married. My
father is now my enemy. He has forced me to break my
shell-bracelets of luck. Father and mother are both hostile
to their daughter, Alas, whom shall I accuse! Who is it,
I know not, that has cursed me, so that before my mar-
risge I am widowed. Woe to the Providence which cut off
the stalk before the bud bloomed into & flower. The river
is rendered dry before the coming of the tide. The bappy
night was coming but the moon haa disappeared from the
sky all on & sudden. All my bopes, all my pride of youth
are now gone. Oh dear nurse, do me this favour, lead me
to the prison at once.”

Leaning on the shoulders of the nurse, grief-stricken
Champa hied to the prison-house like the mad stream of
August flowing in an uncertain path in darkness. (Ll. 253-
278.)

(8)

“ Ob executioner, be my benefactor and release my
husband from the prison."

From her bead she took her crown of gold and gave it
away to the executioner. Her diamond bracelets she offered
him and began to cry bitterly. She offered him besides her
beautiful armiet, her pecklace studded with pearls and
diamonds, and last of all her sweet-soundinglanklets. ** Take
all these, oh executioner,'’ she said, “‘and grant my prayer."

Her earrings were wonderfully nice, Her blue-
coloured sari called * the pride of spring * was a delight to
the eyes, All these she presented to him and she ciad
berself in rags.
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Al Tier precions orpanents ghe this offered and  holding
(he eseenlioner by the Dagl Tegan 10 ery bitterly saying,
“ Rolease liny, toking all these. Alas! What more ean 1
offer 7 Thongh T atn the donghter of o Raja, you see how
mizerable T anee Tno the plaer o my Tuesliaand make me a
captive. T will gladly et ideuth by inpalement to-marmosy
by the onber of the king, o fhat stope o twenty-twoe
il gy st My hl'uhe;,:rtmlu will o b alile
fn bear Mie pati ol dhis beavy  stone.  Woien, though
frasile and sult, are dommed o lifeslong sorrows. They
arv 1onred 1o siffer sl Iniks of Tate, ao their heort s hard.
If any one 15 able to suffer this erugl punishment, it 2 J
il not hel”

P beautifu! manden wept and (ol her liftle tale in
Mie wav. The expeationier’s Dot seemed 1o el at her
uportanities.  The el wie she veritable prison ol 1he
Land ol Deatli. Tt was o beavy iron constraction.  The
portals of this abwde of Degth were gpened,  Tnside  there
was nothing but darkness. The prineess lighted a lamy.
The ¢l and TadenlT= ot (i pranee were rentoved.

The Pringrss,

“Ariso, ol prince. My father i< now Yonr enemy, He
e put you in thi= dark eell. Aceustomed are you, oh
prinee. 1o sleep inoa golden eonel Your bed nsed to be
stresen with flowers. How could you, alas, hie down on this
hard gronnd ! Even a gulden couelh and 2 led of fAowers
wight seem rongh, and Ein world T make my owt breast a
bedd for aonl, Your were qgal w <loop in the plensure-liouse
of your palace enjoying all comfurtx,  Here ane you doomed
to suller the pain of o fife oo oell Tike this! How.do I
wish 1 could buve an opportunity to wush your feer with
cool seented water and fan you with a beautitul mies fan!
How 1 wieh ther 1 coulil serve nicely prepared Detels to you
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in small golden boxes!| How I wish that when you would
feel uneasy in the bed T would offer my own brensi us a soft
bed for you!

The Prince.

““Do not weep any more, oh danghter of the Raja. Your
fatber ig hard-hearted. 1 never saw you before this. Your
colonr is wonderfully fair. After having bad the pleasure
of seeing you to-day I shull not regret to lose my life
to-morrow. 1 am to lose wy life by impalement to-morrow
at the order of your father. Thank God for the great
fortune granted o me of seeing you even for this
ghort time before my death. 8it by me, dearest, let
me see your moon-like face with my insatiate eyes. Your
father hns pledged his words to marry you to me. 1 am
pained st the thought of separation from you soon. Three-
fourths of the might is past. Only the last part is Jeft.
Deatl stares me in the face and at this moment bow
precions do you seem to me! My heart i rendered hard.
As soon ns you will be awny, this beart will lose its best
happiness. How do T wish to embrace vou once, my dearest,
though it be only once in life! How delighted am
I to look ai that angelic face of yours even for a few
moments, though it ia certain that my death fakes place
to-morrow morning |

The Princess.

‘* Oh prince, oh my dearest, your chains are all removed.
Now you may return to your bome. Ifover you beso kind,
think of thie poor girl as a servant devoted to your feet for
ever. Hard has been your lot here—in this country of your
enemies. 1 zhall always feel pain at the thought of
what you have suffered bere. But more thau all, my grief
will be great if I am forgotten."  (LL 278-350.)
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(10)

She led him by the hand and showed the path through
a lorest. As the moon flies away—chased by the demon
Rahu, so hastily did he flee away, and the poor maiden's
eyes were Hooded with tears ; when bidding adieu to him she
said again *' Oh my dearest, when shall we meet again?
When will that fortunate hour come? Like a fish dragged
from water, or a living being of the land deprived of air,
how shall T be able to drag my existence separated from
you?''

The Prince.

" Weep no more, oh fair Princess. Have patience and
wait. You should not be allowed to be left behind for long,
but your father is cruel and may take some drastic measure.
To-night was fixed forour marriage. 'What an irony of fate
is this! Control your mind, if we live, we shall meet
again.'"

In the forest he had tied his horse to a tree. He
jumped on its back and before bidding final adieu, the
princess bowed down to the feet of her Lord, saying—'‘Oh
the planete of hesven, the sun and the moon and the stars,
oh trees and creepers, be witness. You have all heard what
hias fallen from the lips of the Prince."" Saying so she could
not say anything more, her voice wag choked with tears.
Controlling herself she said again—"'To-night our meeting is
in deep sorrow"" and then again she dedicated herself to his
lotus-feet, She said ** In all the three worlds none is so
disowned by all, none so helpless as I am. May you, oh
Prince, reserve u little spnoe for me st your feet.” Thus
saying her last words, she bowed down to the feet of the
Prince once ngain,

He gently and tenderly touched her. He wiped away
ber tesrn with great affection, His own eyes were not dry.
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He wiped them also and said, ** Thou,oh Creator and Master,
be witness, oh sun and moon, the beasts that roam in the
forest and the trees and creepers that abound here, be witness
ye all, and ye ob rivers and canals of this country, the wind
which touches us, all be witness, this princess is mine, in
my life and in death T will cling to her."’

He embraced her after these word and rode fast. The
bee flew away leaving the imprint of his last kiss on the
flower. (Ll. 350-386.)

(11)

Now listen to what next befell Raja Birsingha. When he
heard the news of the prince being made a captive he at once
left his city and paid a visit to & place named Kamina (near
Kamakhya) where lived an old woman named Mains. She
was a mistress of the black art, and knew all the mantras
and incantations—wherewith to perform marvels. The
mantras were given to her by the spirit Tal. By their
charm she could trapsform a human-being into a iree or a
bird, The victim would at once lose his human form and
fiy up in the air if she wished it. An old man regained his
youth and & man would turn & woman by the force of her
maniras. Our Raja Birsingha on his arrival at Kamina
approached this ald woman,

The King.

"* Liook bere, Maina, I have come to you from a long
distance. Many places have I travelled in order to
meet you, Kindly instruct me in the art of restoring life
to the dead and of killing the living by magie: you will have
all the wealth of my royal treasury as reward."'

The old woman made a ball-shaped thing with the
following ingredients collected from various places :—Blind
gnats, malignant flies, the eyes of tigers and buffaloes snd
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the legs of crabs. Al this she mixed up and stored in a
small box. Onn Saturday night she secured the bones of
an owl and the quills of porcupine. The liver of & vulture
was added to these. She made charmed pills with these
things; she also got a handful of dust from the cremation
ground. Then she gathered a heap of fuels from different
species of wood. A fire was made there and the Raja was
asked to sit near her. In the deep hours of the night she
gave him the mantras he had desired,

Thus crowned with success the Raja went back to his
city., When he was on his way be perceived that the mystic
words of the great god Bhiva, together with some of his
knotted hair, the evil spirits Dakini and Yogini, a whirlwind
and the Mahavidyas accompanied him through the air
unperceived by others. He also perceived that Bhagabati,
presiding over all esotoric knowledge, had beeome his friend
and ally. He propitiated the last named goddess by
going through due rituals and sacrificing ot her altar a pair
of buffaloes. And after having taken all necessary action
preliminary to war he now became ready for Hghting
Bharsi Raja again. (L. 386-415.)

(12)

He arrived nt the city gate and threw his challenge.
The war drum was sounded in the city and Raju Bharai
came out with his great bow in hand. Tisterrible twang
was beard from a distance resounding in the sky as be drew
the string. In front of him stood Raja Birsingha in an
attitude of firm determination, grim and terrible ns a live
conl.

For a time it was a drawn battle, No parly seemed
weak or inclined to yield, but in the meantime Raja Birsingha
uttered the mantras given by Maina and spread a handful
of charmed dust in the air. The army of his enemy became
alind and he easily cut them with his axe. A sound of
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alarm rose an all sides while Raja’ Birsingh exclaimed tohis
army, ‘' Strike, sirike the enemy.’' Bharai Rajs changed
himself into a serpent, Raja Birsingh became a peacock and
chased it. Bharai next becames pigeon ; his enemy, who
was mow more than his match, became a vulture and
sprang upon the pigeon. The pigeon changed shape and
became a fish. It fell into the sea. Its sdversary followed
it there becoming an otter.

Then the Kotch Raja changed himself into a hawk.
Birsingh became & vulture and pursued the hawk. There-
upon Bharai finding no way of escape reduced himsell o
dust, the small particles mixed with sand and could
not be discriminsted. Bir Rajs next became a whirl-
wind and scattered the dust in the air. Then he
resolved to aim his last blow at the enemy, He recited
some antras praying that Bharai Raja might be
reduced to & piece of stone. He conjured 8 Dakini to belp
him and blew three times with his mouth. He uttered some
incantations and thus charmed a handful of dust. He
threw this dust at Bharai Raja uttering the curse—"* Turn
into stone, o wretch!'" As soon as the dust touched the
body of Raja Bharai he became & statne of stone.
(L1, 415-444.)

(13)

The people of the country filled the air with wild
Inments and the queen was mad with grief.

The treasury was seized and Rajs Birsingh became
the master of the land. The queen then threw away
ber oight valuable ornaments and wearing the rags of & beg-
gar came out in ihe streets. Her daughter whose beauty
dazzled the eyes of all who beheld her, followed her
mother's steps with down-cast eyes. The citizens could
not suppress their tears st the sight.

Her chignon was bound up with gold and silver threads,

a8
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She wore a maichless sari called * the starry sky * but her
profuse bair of black colour and her brilliant robes looked
cheerless and faint. She looked like the moon covered
by clouds. Like a gold image she shome in beauty and
grace, This handsome princesa was now & beggar in the
streets of the city.

See, my friend, the unsteady nature of things and the
wild freaks of fickle fortune,—to-day a monarch, to-morrow
he turns a Fakir !

The queen approached the court of Raja Birsingh
and submitted, *“ Oh Raja Birsingh, when I find my hus-
band turned into stone I cannot see my way through
tears ; but let that pass. Tt is quite natural that I should
feel my responsibility in respect of the young princess, my
doughter. My husband pledged his word to marry her
to your son. Your accomplished son is in every way
fit for my handsome daughter. All my riches, my king-
dom iteelf have I surrendered to your Majesty., I have
nothing else to give you, I now hereby offer my davghter
in fulfilment of my husband's pledge. She has suffered
hard. She is dear as my life-blood, and precious like my
eyes. IfIdo not see her for a moment I become restless
and unhappy. Little do I care for myself. T am ready
to die, indifferent to whatever might befall me. But my
humble prayer to you is this: be pleased to accept my
daughter as the bride of the prince, your son."*

The cruel king abused the queen fallen in distress,
He spat three times as a sign of great contempt. His words
were ungracious and rough, and his eyes were reddened
by anger, a& he said,—* Do you dare, oh queen, to hope
that I would marry my son to the daughter of a chief of the
hill-tribe ? What is the value of pledges in this case? How
can o proposal of marriage be possible with the daughter
of a Kotech? Did you ever hear that heaven made [riends
with earth on terms of equality? I am descended from Gods
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and hold a high lineage. What relationship may ever exist
between a lion and a fox? Ii is sheer madness to hope
that the noble Aswatha tree and the despised Saora plant
(abode of witches) would be bound in friendship. I bave
already settled the marriage of the prince in a sonthern
country—in the Dakkhin Patan, Go awasy [rom my pre-
sence, oh queen of Raja Bhsrai. I can have nothing
to do with you or your daughter. You may select a groom
for Lier from one of the hillmen of the Hajang tribe.”

The queen cried aloud without any power of restraint
and struck her head with her hand, She embraced her daugh-
ter and said crying, *‘ Oh my poor daughter! oh miserable
girl! Who knew that such things were in store for you? ™

As she cried, the daughter cried also, and all the
citizens were im deep mourning. The queen bad secretly
carried with her some pills of poison. She swallowed them
straight, and before she expired, said :—**In this whole
world there is no place for you, my sweet Champabati.
I leave you alone and absolutely helpless making over my
charge to One who cares for all."’

Then her two eyes closed for ever. Alns! what be-
came of Champabati? Hear, oh my sudience, the end of
my sad tale. (Ll 444-502.)

(14)
Champabals.

" Oh mother dear, you have left me quite helpless and
all alone. I have lost my fatlier and the kingdom and
last of all, you my dear mother. There is none in the
world to give me shelter or even an encouraging word of
hope. One whom I thought to be my own and to whom
1 resigned mysell, takes, alas | no notice of me. He has not
come even once to say & good word. The deep wound I bear
in my heart iz not to be told to any body. Itisdue to my
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ill luck. T wanted a little water from the sea and it has re-
fused to give s drop. The entrance to my pleasure-house
has heen barred by a hedge of thorns. 1 saw the dark-
blue eclouds arrayed in Lhe sky, and approached them
for s drop of water to quench my thirst, but instead
of cold drink got a thunder-bolt hurled on my head.
How unfortunate am L. If 1 go to the sea it becomes dry,
If T want to have a place in the land 1t slips away
from my sight. When I wander in the forest wishing
to be killed by a tiger or bear, the ferocious Animale
avoid my track. Even the monster-snake which devours
gosts and other animals seems to fly away from me in
an instinetive dread, as T am unlucky.

“Oh Lord of my heart, my last prayer to you is this,
enjoy your kingdom with your new bride. From this
distance my pranaem goes to you, May you live for a
hundred years. Do mnot recollect poor Champa, The me-
mory would cause you pain.”’

With folded hands she bowed to the memory of her
husband and turned mad, As she wandered in the coun-
try-side she wept all the time.

Even the statue of Bharai Raja became instinet with
life at this condition of Champabati, for it was sesn that
tears fell from the eves of the stone image, (T4, 502-528.)
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PREFACE TO BAGULA—THE MERCHANT'S &
DAUGHTER

This ballad was collected by Babu Chandra Kumar De
in April, 1930, from two persons—Nakul Bairagi and Krista-
ram Mal—both residents of the village - Madhyabati in Par-
gana Khalijuri (Mymensingh). It is & small ballad complete
in 427 lines.

Like Mahus, Chandrabati, Sham Rai and Dhoparpat this
song is characterised by a terseness and a rapid succession
of incidents knit together into an interesting plol. It is
permeated by an exuberance of lyrical element and can be
easily rendered into s melo-drama. Prosaic defails are
mostly omitted in this song and the author, far from
elaborating the story in the manner of classic poets, has
inmany places given mere gestures and suggestive touches,
leaving the blanks of the narrative to be filled up by the
reader.

We are at first ushered into a chamber of the village-
school, wheré the girl Bagula just at th« dawn of ber youth
is attending her lessons. Here a class-fellow, a young mer-
chant, is her sole companion. The evening is past and the
sky with its crown of moon and stars has just made itself
vigible through a window of the room, 8he sits high up
on the gallery and the youth'sseat is on the ground-floor.
She drops her pen below, as if through carelessness, and
makes a request to our young hero to pick it up for her.

The youth iz shrewed enough to understand her tricks
and says that she has dropped her pen in this way, not once,
not twice but this is the third time that she has done so,
He seizes the opportunity and asks a favour. Should she
agree, he would pick up the pen for her; otherwise he

(184)
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would no longer allow himself to be duped and worried
in that way.

The girl, it secms, had dropped the pen this time with a
purpose. She wanted to have an opportunity to open her
mind to him. She says that the young prince of the
country has taken a fancy for her and that her father temp-
ted by the prospects of seeing his daughter made the
consort of & prince, has given his acquicsconce to the offer.

Here now she plainly tells the young lad what she
would do. She would rather prefer to wander in forests
and dales, living on forest-fruits and sleeping in o bed of
leaves. She docs not covet the luxuries 'of the palace ;
but in no case will she marry the prince. She frankly says,
“1 hate him," adding that sbe would marry the young
merchant if he would ecare to have her and that she
i resolved to speak to her father plainly all these
things. ** There will be no more any shilly-shally,"" she
says, ““over a vital question nifecting the happiness of
my life."’

The first canto ends here, The anthor omits the events
that immediately follow, vis., ber refusal to marry the
prince, her father's consent to her marriage with the bride-
groom-elect, and an account of the elysian days of nuptial
happiness which follow, he at once introduces an episode
which separates the pair. The husband is bent on a sea-
voyage. With tears in ber eyes she performs the usual
religions rites preliminary (o his departure and gives him
many a sound advice ns to how he should conduet himsell
in the sea under violent storm.

The third canto opens the picture of her disconsolate
and lonely life separated from ber husband. Here the
conventions! Boramasi or an account of each of the
twelve months of the year associated with her sufferings
is introduced. The monotony of Baramasi in the Bengali
litersture sometimes repels the reader; but yet to
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the Bengali, when the poet refers to the harvest in the
field in Agrahayan, to the golden sheaves bending low under
the breeze and the festivities of the rural folk when paddy
has been heaped in the granaries—the women with lamps
in their hands receiving the peasants who return home with
harvest,—the account of these cannot fail to be interest-
ing though told a hundred times as it reminds him over again
of his sweet home—his earthly paradise. The darkness of
mist veiling the face of pature in Paus, the biting cold of
Magh, the fresh-blown fowers and the gentle touch of the
wind surcharged with their honeyed fragrance reminding one
of Bengal in the months of Falgun and Chailra, the sweet-
smelling screw-plants' and the floods of 4shar and Shraban
when the villages are resonant with the sounds of the bells
and musical instruments for worshipping Manasa Debi,—
down to Aswin when every little child and every young
man and woman of the country-side put on their gay attire
and enjoy the gala-day of Durga puja—the pleasant
associations of festivities and religious observances during
the different seasons bLave an indescribable attraction for
the Bengali readers and they are not weary of hearing them
once again, though they have heard the Baramasi repeatedly
in wmany of the poems. The poet here while describing
nature's picturesque scenes skilllully shows the back-
ground of a persistent and dogged pursuit of the prince to
tempt and threaten Baguls during the course of the whole
year. She finds bersell in a bed of thorns and takes to
devices to eave her loving husband from danger. She
is compelled to go on lying, and howsoever culpable she
might be in the eyes of society as regards the ethics
of ber aMitude towards the prince, her conduct will
certsinly command justification in consideration of her
utter helplessness and of the designing ways of the wicked
prince.

1 Berew jlants = Pacdanos odoratissiomus,
24
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This ballad does not certainly mnk high in our
folk-lore; its poetic merits are moderate, though the
Iyrical resources of the poet occasionally reach a high
level of excellence. But of all things in respect of transerip-
tion it is the hardest to reproduce the [elicities of emotion
described in a lyrical poem—particularly so in the render-
ing of & DBengali song into English. The two languages
are poles asunder as vehicles of thought. There is
nothing in Bengali of that manly and almost savage
grandeur of u Teutonit langunge like English, whereas
the tenderness of Bengnli, specially when it deals with
an emotional subject and its appeal to the heart make the
reproduction of its original cligrm in English an  almost
hopeless task.

The character of Bagula presents a conception not
very congemiul to the Hindu mind as constituted in the
present society. We have alwnys noticed that the heroines
of these ballads are generally shown from a background
which is not at all orthodox and conventional. The woman
is tempted by the prince—the messenger comes and goes
and when the letter-bearer gets a rebuff and is prevented
from visiting her, o trained pigeon tokes her place as
message-bearer.  No Hindu woman unless she is absolutely
perverse would write a letter to her seducter in the present
society. She does not say anything of all that transpired
to ber mother-in-law or sister-in-law but she conducts a
steady correspondence without their knowledge. All this
no member of . Hindu society to-day would tolerate, nor
would any onc¢ amongst us consider such a course as
consistent with the chaste life of a woman.

The question of social condemmnation aport, there is
sarely a justification of her conduct to those not pre-
judiced by tlie orthodox notions and conventions of the
present day.

The mothet-in-law and her daughter would certainly have
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created a row endangering her husband’s life at the hands
of the prince, had she given out all that happened. She
could not openly reject the prince though so cruelly
tormented by him. She is not half so courageous as
Malua, nor ferocious as Mahua. She tries to evade the
danger-zone by a policy of continued tactics which are
all of questionable ethies according to the present standard
of Hindu society.

Here we have a woman who is as chaste and spotless
as any described in this ballad literature, but she isa
type quite different from many of the other heroines.
It is the thought of her husband's safety above all that
makes her adopt tacties from the beginning to the end,
raising hopes in her lover, while she was always true to
berself. Though the story is one of great tragic interest,
the end is happy and we feel a breath of relief when the
husband and wife meet at the end—the bona fides of the
Iatter being made clear to the young merchant who had
just grounds to suspect her fidelity.

The society described in this ballad seems to be a
loose one not controlled by the rigid canons of to-day.
The firet part is closely analogous to the story of the
Sakhi-sona rendered into classical verse by the poet
Fakirram Kabibhusan in the 16th century. There also
a'prince’s daughter drops her pen and requests her lover
to pick it up which the latter does on certain conditions
but the agreement in the two stories does not go beyond this
episode. Fakirram Kabibhusan evidently took his ins-
piration from a ballad prevalent in the country before the
16th century and here again we find a similar type present-
ed in the rustic language of the ballad-maker. Whatever
changes might have been effected in the language we
believe that the original ballsd was composed in the
14th or 15th century.

From the style in which the song is composed I find that
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it contains some charncteristics of the period in which
Chandidas Bourished.

In my introduction to other parts I bLave men-
tioned some ballads which possess kindred ideas and
an unmistaknble phraseology which show that they are
products of a common age. Kanclnnmala or Dhoparpat,
Mabuns, Mahisal Bandlin, Sham Rai and a few others are
characterised by n similarity of style and an snalo-
gous conception of poetie situations more or less of the
nature of those described in Chandidas’s poems.

I bave nlso referred to the fact that in the 18th and
Hth centuries Bengali language was already in a highly
advanced condition. Tt had developed a subitle and fine
stock of emotionnl expressions which is peculiarly Bengali.
There is bardly any influence of Sanskrit or of Persian
though the country at the time not only sbounded with
Pandits but also Muaulavis. We not only find in these
poems words current in particular localities of Bengal
and a galaxy of phrases which the woman of Bengal still
nse in the remote moffusil, but the very subject-matter of
the poems belovgs to o period, when in sexunl matters
there was n distinctive Sahajin element. This school of
the 13th and 14th centuries is permented by a spirit of
freedom specially in the conception of female characters
which we miss in the subsequent literature of Renaissance.
There is no rigour in caste rules. Women do many things
not compatible with the scope of their recognised duties
in the present society. In love watters they show a
forwardness and lack of a sense of decency—a little too
much in comparison with the present standard. How
far the women exercised their liberty within the four
walls of the zenann may be understood from the fact that
the heroine not only expressed her willingness to marry
the young merchant without aony hasitancy or blush,
but she kept up a steady ond long correspondence
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with her lover though she was a married woman,
In spite of all this the woman Bagula betrays some
complications which show a considersble literary power on
the part of the poet.

The latter part of this story bears a close analogy
to another ballad which has been just received by me
from Babu Chandra Kumar De. The ballad is of Prince
Purandar. It appears from these similarities that the
country bhad been full of old ballads which were partly
forgoften in course of time and their parts dove-tailed to
subsequent compositions.

Disesn CEANDRA SER.






Bagula—the Merchant’'s Daughter
(1)
Bagula.

‘“ All that I read or write, oh friend, scarcely makes
any impression on my distracted mind. Here have I drop-
ped my pen. Will you kindly pick it up for me? Vacant
is my mind and my hands have lost all strength. The
flow-tide has set in, and the river is all on 8 sudden fooded.
The lamp gives a glimmering light. It scarcely dispels the
darkness of the room. I entreat you, friend, pick up the
pen that hae dropped from my hand."

The Young Merchant,

“* But this is not the first time that your pen has drop-
ped from your hand—it is the third time. Yonder shine
the moon and the stars and the wind comes {rom afar gent-
ly touching the waves of the river. Inthe deep forest the
bird has retired to its nest—its wings dripping dews
blown by the breeze. A shepherd is playing on his fute from
a distance. At this tranquil hour of night will you make
a promise to me? Oh maiden! Promise that you will do
what I will bid you—the moon and the stars be the
witnesses. If you make the promise I will gladly pick up
the pen for you."

Bagula.

* What promise, what word shall I give you, youth?
My father wishes that I should marry that wicked prince.
But I tell you quite frankly I do not like to marry the prince.

(1)
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I would not be the bird of a cage though it has golden bars.
Free like a bird of the sky I want to live,—in forests
and dales. What ecourse I should take Ido not know,
That wicked prince shadows me everywhere and insists on
a reciprocation of his passion from me, and to tell you
frankly, my youth, my life itself, are being poisoned by his
importunities. He has made my very existence unbearable to
me. Please pick up the pen that has dropped on the ground
this time and I call upon the moon and stars to witness
my vow. I will marry you and none other. You will
be the husband of my heart. In life and in death, dear,
you will be my love. Neither do I wish for the treasure
of a king, nor for his palace or kingdom. I will live
happily with you under the shade of trees. Golden
ornaments and jewellery do not tempt me. You will pluck
the fair forest-fowers, and weave them into a garland for
me, I will prize it the most. No desire have I for golden
couches and cushions docked with jewalls. If you will allow
me to lie down at your feet, my life will be thrice blessed.
Let this night be my witness, all that I have said is true and
not one word of this is untrue, To-morrow T will plainly
tell my mind to father, Oh my pretty bird, whose nest is
in yonder banana plants, sing to-night a bridal song and go
to-morrow wherever you will ; oh wind, your dance is play-
ful on the river-bank and there you love to dwell. Be
witness, I have opened my mind to my love to-day Here
is this garland of flowers which I bave prepared with all
the hopes of youth. 1 present this to you. Pray wear it
on your neck as a bridal present, Neither my father nor
my mother knows of it.

" The moon and the stars alone know of it ; the wind
alone knows of it."" (LI 1-46.)
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(2)

The trumpet is sounding and the sweet sound of shanai
ia heard at intervals. To-day the beautiful girl of this tale
is going to be married to the merchant's son, The
young merchant is going on n sea voynge.

Bagula.

' Oh Lmsband of my heart, remember 8 poor WomAnL'S
entreaties. When there will be storm in the sea anchor your
boat near the coast, Wihen the southern wind will blow, do
not venture a voynge in the rea. Do not go very far to the
north. II you happen to pass by o river near the hills, you
should not trust the turns and neoks; they are dangerous. In
\he cant the sea is deep and illimitable and there are islets
full of man-eating monsters, Wheu nny danger eomes recite
the e of Durga. And remember, my love, your promise
to roturn within u yenr. If a storm overtukes your boal pray
1o Manasn Devi, and bear in mind that He, the lord of the
universe, is our only stay—the help of the helpless.”

As she said all this Ler tears began to fow incessantly.
She ook in her band the lamp to bid him Farewell. Like
the rain of August her eyea dropped tears. She became
maddened with grief like the snake on the point of
losing the gem from its hood.  She placed at the prow of
ibe boat sacred grnss, and rice nnd with ber two soft hands
folded together she prayed to Manasa. Devi for ber hus-
bund's welfure, With incense and flowers the boat was
decked and purified, aod as she said ** Victory and success
attendd my  hushand’s  journey,” shw  washed his [feet
anid with ber hair all loosened she wiped them aguin,
Phere she bade adien to her Lushand for a year, The
tide was against but the wind puffed wup the sail and
carried the boat fust.  She returned home from the bank

25
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with & pain in her beart whicl pierced it like a shaft. (L.
46-74.)

(8)

Alone she slept in her chamber, she lay down in her
bed and then rose again, restless and unhappy. There was
a rich cushion decked with fowers and sweet smelling buds
close by, but she lay on the bare floor. She cast away ber
jewells and ornaments, and the night seemeed too long to
bher. Her love for flowers was gone. She cared not for
garlands and wreaths, She lost all taste for food. Some-
times with a sigh she beard the cuckoo singing in the near
forest—its sweet note making the leaves tremble. She SAW
the maluti creepers bending low under their floral load.
There on the small boughs of the plants, the champa
flowers looked wonderfully beautiful, and ss she saw all
these sbe cursed her youth. ** What s the love of
these men | she said to herself, “ Alas| he has left me in
this pleasant season. How can I control my mind which
bas run mad after him? How can I resist the course
of my youthful nature? Youth will decay. Had I
been a bird, fain would T fly to the region through which
the boat of my love is sailing. Oh my beautiful bee with
8 jet-black colour and eyes which sparkle like silver, you
wander about all places. Hum unto my ears a
from my love. How pleasing would it be ! Oh wind, your
march is through unbounded space, Tell me on what sea
you have met my love. Oh moon and stars, earth hides
nothing from yon, can yon not tell me where my love is
wandering in this pleasant night? ' (LL. 74-100.)

(4)

It is now dawn. The flowers are in full bloom in
the bower. A maid-servant has come with a letter in
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bher hand., She wiped away the dust from her body as she
had laid herself down on the floor, and she pondered as to
whose letter it might be. Was it one sent by ber beloved ?
Her eyes sparkled with joy at the thought, She opened the
letter and read the contents. It was a love-letter from
the prince whom slie had rejected. A thrill of fear passed
through her as she read it. The prince wants 4 reciproca-
tion of his love from her—this is the burden of the epistle.
The maid-servant whispered to her ears, ** Why should you
lie down on the floor? There is a rich cushion for you in
the right royal style. Come with me to the prince’s abode.
Your fair person has no ornaments—this does not look well.
Your body will be decked with gold and gems. The garden
of the palace abounds with champa plants and there are
bundreds of flowers full-blown ; maid-servants will pluck
and gather them for you. Ina golden hox betel with lime
will be stored for you and presenied by the servants. You
will be in full enjoyment of all comforts of Hfe like a queen,
The maid-servants will be in readiness to serve you with
scented oil of all sorts. They will arrange your bair and
make fine braids, and you will look like n queen of beauty
with them. Know it, dear girl, thot the golden flowers that
bloom to-day lose their charm to-morrow and are thrown
away as faded things. The smile that adorns your lips
to-day will fude to-morrow, The youth of s woman, her
most valued treqsure, is just-like tide. When it begins
to ebl there is no force that can stop its course.”

Bagula.

“Oh dear messenger, tell your prince all that I will
say and also deliver this my letter to him. Tell him  that
my busband i¢ away from howme and I have taken & vow
of which T will speak presently. Explain to him my situas
tion. Like a good friend you shonld kindly acquaint him
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with my sorrows. My mother-in-law and gister-in-law
treat me very cruelly in the house. Silently do I shed
tears oppressed inhumanly by them. 11l can I suppress
the desires natural to youtl. Owing to the cruel treatment of
mother-in-law in concert with her daughter it has become
difficult for me to stay in this house, But yet my vow is &
vow, and ask the prince to wait for one year, for my vow
is for one year. During this time I will not lie in my bed
but sleep on bare floor. I will not besides look at the
face of any mmle person other than my husband. I have
vowed to forego all enjoyments of life for one year. You
see just the mat spread on the floor soiled with dust.
That is my bed. I do not touch a couch or cushion.
For one year in conformity with my vow I will not
touch & flower or any scented oil, nor will I bathe.
After one year my youth will still be a blooming thing,
Explain, desr messenger, all thiese facts and ask him to feel
compassion for me. After une year T shall visit bim in
his palace. Take this letter and when you will hand it
over to bim speak a word in my behalf so that he may
feel pity for me and excuse me,"" (L. 100-150.)

(5)

The maideservant took the letter and went away and
the girl in her apartment all alone, wept bitterly saying,
“Alas! alas! the prince is n wicked man. How can
I dare live all alone in this house? He may do anything
in & fit of rage out of disappointed pride. Oh God, who
knows what harm may come o my husband through this
min.  Wild as & forest tiger is he—bent on his prey. I
I do not know what harm he may do fo my abode of pesce.
For a long period has wy husband gone abroad for what
unknown treasure he may get in strange countries, I God
is kind He may vouchsafe the return of wy husband in six



BAGULA—THE MERCHANT'S DA UGHTEEE 197

months. But if He is vnkind and it is so destined that
we shall meet no more 1 will cut my throat with a knife.""

The girl lamented in this way in her lovely room and
passed a full month. (Ll 150-164.)

(6)

Cold wind came with December (=ima s@), Her
elders prohibited the messenger from visiting the girl ; 8o
her correspondence was kept up with the help of a trained
pigeon. Her letters came flying through the air.

Bagula,

*“The cold wind of December makes one shiver in his
house. The new harvest is pleasant to see, as the ripe
corn-stalks bend low when the wind blows over them.
The housewives with their sacred presents to the harvest-
goddess welcome her in their houses and worship her.
Unfortunate as I am, my voice fails in my throat trying
to join with theirs while reciting a hymn. Oh mother
goddess, bless me, so that I may meet my dear husband
when the day will dawn to-morrow."’

Frince.

" Oh fair merchant's daughter, I send this pigeon unto
You. If you have any message to deliver you may send it
through this bird."

Bagula.

' Oh prince, listen to my prayer. Wait this month
with patience ! " (LI, 164-180,)
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(7)
Bagula (aside).

* January has come with its thick shade of mists. The
touch of the cold wind makes one feel feverish. My husband
alas, is not at home. A sigh comes from the recesses of
my heart, oh what a pity! How fortunate I should be to
behold the face of my husband to-mworrow ™

Prince.

“ Oh my fair one! will you tell me how long you will
deceive me in this way "’

Bagula.

“ Your pigeon, prince, comes and goes through the air,

1 solicit this favour from you that you ray wait with
patience for some months more.

* The mother-in-law and her daughter are cruel to me,

Their evil tongue is ever busy abusing me.”' (LI, 181-193,)

(3)
Bagnla (aside).

““It is February now. T feel biting cold as T sleep
on the bare floor, My Hame-coloured sari is rotten,
yet T do not wenr 4 new one. My blanket is full of fresh
cotton and my bed-stead fits the mansion of o rich
man, But these T do uot use. Alag, if my lusband were
liere we would sleep together on the rich bed-stead there and
his broad cliest would be wy wost eomfortable bed. The
long winter night would pass nway quickly when we two
would remain tlogether enjoying each other's company.



BAGULA—THE MERCHANT'S DAUGHTER 199

May my body be reduced to the dust that it is. When I
have lost him who valued it most, what is the good of my
existence? Once I was his pet, nay, his very life. When
he - has left me, there is none to look after me and hold me
dear. What is the use of this life? It is now s burden
to me.""

Prince.

““Ob, merchant's daughter, three months have passed
since I bave been courting you. How long can I wait for
Iﬂu?“

Bagula.

**1 assure you, prince, I will surely visit you in your
bouse. I too am passing restless days. It is only for my
vow that I am suffering in this way and depriving myself.""

(L1, 193-219.)

(9)

Bagulo (aside).

““It is now March—the prince of munths, All sround
me, I find beauty and fragrance of new-blown flowers. The
plants and trees look gay with new attice, they are decked
with new orbaments. Alss, how can T expect this goy
natore to feel sympathy for o sad soul like mine! In this
beyday of spring wherever I cast my glance, the vision of
my hushand seems to appear before me from all sides. 1
see bim in the Bowers, in the creepers and 1 seem to hLear
him in the hummings of bees. But when 1 iry to touch
him, the vision fades. I breathe him in the feagrance of
flowers and I hear his voice in the note of birds, Bnt
alas, T find him not in actual life, and pazs wy days snd

nights weeping."’
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Prince.

“* Oh fair merchant's daughter, it is four months now,
I ¢an no longer keep my patience,"

Bagula.
** Oh king's son, oh prince, for one month more I want
yon to wait." (L1, 211-225.)
(10)

Bagula (aside).

“ Itis April, Blooming Spring appears on all sides. My
mind knows no rest. I sit in my bed for a time and then
rise up restless. Sometimes when I close my eyes in sleep
for a moment I dream that my hushand has retumed home.
I dream as if be has embraced me sitting on a couch and
kissed me tenderly. When it is midnight T dream again
that he has clasped me with his arms warwly, and when the
night draws to & close I dream that we have fallen in deep
sleep in each otler's arms. But when the day dawns I
awake to find that bLe is not by my side. The cuckoo
awakens me from my sleep by its sweet note only to bring
in n conseipusness of the sad fact that my husband has gone
away, He nppears ns o vision everywhere but not in reality.
I seek him vainly in my flame-coloured sari, I seek him in
my dishevelled hair, but alas, he can be found nowhere.
He is in my heart and T perceive his presence there but the
vision vanishes and he never becomes visible."

Prinee,

** Listen to me, oh fair one, have wercy. Five months
have passed away. How long will you beguile we in this
way?'"
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Bagula.

““Hall of the year is gonme, oh prince, wait a little
more. Let the new year come and I shall go to your
palace."’ (L. 225-243.)

(11)
Bagula (aside),

*“The new year has come with Baisakh (May.) T do not
know what is in store for me, The =oft wind blows but it does
not cool my burning heart. Like the slow fire in a dry piece
of dung, my heart burns incessantly without remission. |1
cannot control my mind which madly yearns for my dear
love. Here 1 spread my purple-coloured sari on the floor
and sigh for my absent liusband. The vow that I esy to
the prince, 1 have taken, is n vain pretext. 1If the lord of
my heart would come here now, fain would I sit to weave a
fioral wreath 1o garland him with the fresh flowere of my
garden. In the pleasant bower there I would make the bee
a captive for life und would not let him go again. But now
I pine for him in the lonely chamber and pass wakeful
nights.™

Prince.

*Oh fair girl, how long will you play deception on me?
Six months have already passed.'

Bagula,

“ But wait o little more and bave patience. 'We shall
surely meet after o short time." (LI 243-259.)
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(12)
Bagula (aside).

1t is June now. The mangoe-groves abonnd with ripe
fruits. My life, my youth are all gone for nothing.
Empty is our pleasure house in the midst of yonder tank.
If he were with me, fain would we enjoy each other’s com-
pany in that pleasant but now deserted house.”™

Primce.

““Oh, my fair Indy, this month has also come to an
end, There is o limit to one's patience. How long shall
T be beguiled in this way 2"

Baqula.

“To be hounest and frank with yon, oh prince, there
are five months wore for the observance of my vow and you
will have to wait 12}l this time,” (L. 259-260.)

(1)
Bagula taxidi).

“ Tt is July now, The rivers luve overflown their banks.
Dry streams are inndated.  The elouds mar il they shed
cooling showers, bt iy thirst ix mot allayed. The clond
and rain eannol soothe e, | fook towards  the =wky
and wateh the planeis, praving them 1o be favonrable
till my oversteained eyes elise b fatigue, - Wihen Mrovidence
ia inclemnent, this aver tees oven e dalye Just hear the
sonud of thunder.  Tts deepemmiibed roar minkes the earth
tropble and quake. My youth will pass away in this way.
Oh v winds and wmder, tell my Iogl thiat his onee doar
wile s on the point of death,””
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Prince,

‘*Have mercy on me fair one, do not beguile me by

false hopes in this way any further. A golden palaniuin 1

will be sending to you and I bave kept o diamond vecklace

for you."
Bagula (aside).

“‘ Oh wicked prinee, you talk of diamonds. Know that
I value the dust of my husband’s feet more than all your
diamomds.”" (Aloud) **Be patient, prince. Long have yon
waited, A little more will you have to wait." (LL 269-258,)

(14)

August has come with its flood. Water las submerged
lands. They all worship Manasa Devi in this month. Our
[air damsel began preparations for worslipping the goddess
in right earnest. When she dedicated the cup to her she
was in tears. She wiped away the floor of the temple with
her unbraided hair and decorated it with alipane paintings.
Powdered rice mixed with water was her point. She drew
a picture of the goddess with a crown of five serpeutsin
deep devotion. She bowed to the goddess with all bumility
and with folded hands prayed for granting her the boon of
her husband’s return.

Prince.

““ Now listen to me fair one, T will not allow mysell to
be beguiled any more by your tricks. This time my
soldiers will go to bring you to the palace by force.**

Bagula.

“But wait, prince, only for a short while. The period
of my vow and its conditions are almost over. There will
now be no more delay in our meeting." (Ll 26U-803.)
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(15)
Bagula (aside).

*“The moon of September is so bright that it shows
the very bottom of rivers. Alas, has my husband’s ship
stuck on some bank or has he grown so cruel as not to feel
a desire tosee me? Butlo! the sail of a ship is seen
yonder, pushed by the wind. Is it the ship of my husband?
To be sure it is my lord who i coming home with his ship
filled with cargo.” She brouglit ont from her chest her valu-
nble flame-coloured #ari. With sacred grass and rice she
went to the londing ghat to escort her hushand after obsery-
ing the usval religions rites. At this time the trained
pigeon of the prince came with a message. The letter it
carried was o this effect—""Oh fair damsel, you have put on
your choice attire ol in vain. The merchant—your husband
will not come to your house ngnin. He las got himself
drowned with all kis men in the Abanga.”

Bagula.,

** Oh king’s son, let my hustand be drowned, let the
treasure of the ship be all lost. I do not mind all this loss if
I can get a right royal husband like you."* (Ll. 805-321.)

(16)
Baguls (aside).

** In the month of October they all worship Durga. He
will surely come home to worship the goddess. I have collect-
ed all the lotus flowers of the lake and their leaves for
worship. The beautiful singara flowers are nll abloom.
But they are lading away.. He has not returned even in
this month. November will s50on be over; alas! alaz! Who
will save me [rom death which is imminent? **
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Prince.

“Oh my young beauty, do po wore play your cruel
tricks on me. One year is nearly over. There is only
a month to complete the year. ButI warn you, repose no
trugt in your husband. If he happens to return I will
confine him in the prison and there kill him ontright. In
December T will marey you.  You will have precious stones
and pearls to decorate your person with, Your bracelet and
necklace will all be of diamond."

Bagulu.

" But the completion of the rites prior to (he [ulfilment
of my vow is near at hand. Why should you be impntient?
I shall not be sorry if vou kill my husband for I will find
in his place a royal mate by the grace of God ™'

She returned to her chamber and began to ery helpless-
ly. She kept hidden within her braids a deadly poison.
The prince in the meantime wade grand preparations for
worship as avowed by the girl. Hundreds of black and
white goats were brouglt for sacrifice. Buffaloes and
pigeons in large numbers were bronghit there for the same
purpuse.

Bagula.

“It is November. My mind is all at ease. My hus-
band las died in a strange land, To-morrow in the mid-
night be pleased to send your palanquin. I will go to your
chamber."" (L. 321-349.)

(17)

Tlie pigeon few up with the letter but the sister-in-law
was lying in wait. She caught the bird by a net and read
the letter. ** You, shameless unchaste woman!'' she said,
*“ 1t is proper that you should drowu yoursell to hide your
shame or kill yoursell by fire."~ She took the girl to a
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solitary rootn and  kept her in the lockup.  The pigeon she
put info o eagy.

Just at this time ber lsband arvived at the landing-
ghat.  The trumpet sounded amd Ut report went through
the town that the merchont hod returmed with his eargu,

e left hig ship and st onee eame to the compariment of
his wife, " Oh my Bagula! ™ he =aid, ""Oh! my life, for a
full year I Lave not seen your smiling face,  We live in the
land of & wicked prince, who under various pretexts sent me
from place to place all this time. T shall no longer stay in
this monster’s country, Open the door, ali my love, after
a long time have I come to see yon."'

Just then the sister-in-law camie and said addressing
ber brother, ‘* Scandal has spread in the country.
No remedy do I find. Your wife las played a deception
on you.'"  She opened the cage of the bird wnd showed the
letter uf hi= wife. He read the contents aml was fired with
rage. He ordered her to be sent o exile on board one ol
his ships. (Ll 349-375.)

(1)

Alas for Dagula, she cried and lamented in this
way—"" Oh forest tiger, eal me up. Dot do not let the
report of my death rench the car of my husband. Without
any fault be has banished his true wife. Tt will surely
give pain to his heart if he knows the facts of my doath.
My busband is not in fault—mine is the fault. I did not
swallow the poison, I kept tied in my linir. T was afraid
lest the wicked prince would kill my husband. Hence 1
beguiled him by telling him of & false vow. If 1 would
die by poison I would certainly be out of his range and if
my husband would lave gone to a different country, he
would certainly avoid all risk. Little would I mind if T
were to die, but how glad would I be to know that he was
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out of danger. Oh trees and creepers, oh sun and moon, be
witness of my sufferings but I entreat you to observe
silence, Let my husband not know of my death which
would canse him pain. The life of this unhappy woman
Bagula is a song of woes."

In the forest she passed a few duys sorrowing and
lamenting, when another prince happened to find her there
and forcibly carried her to his capital, (Ll 975-394.)

(19)
Bagula (to this Second Prinec).

‘** Hear me, oh prince, I took a vow of abstinence and
worship for a full year. The time is nearly up and itis
now required to fulfil the conditions."

Prinee.

““ But good girl, will you tell me what things would you
require for the fulfilment of your yow? "'

Bagula,

* Goats white and black, buffaloes and pigeons will
be required for sacrifice and over and above a lakh of
champa flowers made of gold will be required for making a
garland for the deity. In order to complete the conditions
of sacrifice a merchant’s son handsome ond secomplished
in every way should be brought before the altar of the
goddess."’

The prince was so greatly enamoured of ler that he
did whatever she said. Any young merchant passing by the
river was made captive and brought before Bagunla to judge
if be would do. Thus many a young merchant was brouglit
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but she nodded her head each time indicating her disappro-
val. Thus hundreds of young merchants were brought
to the palace and made captives.

After s long time fortune smiled on her and they
brought her own husband as captive. The merchant, ber
husband, remorseful after having banished her was seeking
ber in all directions and had steered his ship upstream and
arrived there. Like a vulture that hovers over the sea when
there is flood® the young merchant was travelling in the
sea in quest of his consort. When the men appointed by
the prince caught hold of him nnd brought him to the
palace, Bagula saw him and said, * All right, this is the
man, release the other youths and you need not seek any
more."’

The day of worslip was near und one night she private-
ly despatehed a letter to her husband stating all the facts
of ber case.

It was the deep hour of midnight, and the young
merchant, her husband, took her to his ship which lay
anchored there. They set sail to it and marched north-
ward in great speed.

When the day dawned, the people of the eity came to
know that the girl had fled away from their place,
(L. 894-427.)

—

* The ses-vulbures nre artrasiod Ty food whers the Balisa aoina up e enrlare of
the ges, The wultors howar aear them and  ewonp ovar thair prox.  This s & tradis
i, baw far trie, | sannet ey,
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PREFACE TO THE BLIND LOVER.

This short ballad was collected on the 22nd March, 1830,
by Babu Chandra Kumar De from two men. One of them is
a Hajang named Buddhu, a native of Susang, and another is
a Vaishnav mendicant of Khaliajori, named Mangalnath.
Another ballad of a similar nature is current amongst the
‘Hajangs who live in the hills. The Hindus and Hajangs of
the plains have probably adopted thai ballad, changing it
in some places, both in language and in spirit. The pro-
fuse Vaishnav element introduced into the frame-work of
the story originally conceived by the hill-men, is the work
of a later period. But from the language of the ballad it
appears to me that the Bengali version was composed at a
period mot later than the 15th century. Thereis an allusion
to Chandidas in this poem and to another princely lover
who fell in love with a woman named Nilmani and turned
an ascetic. The phrases and expressions to be found in the
poems of Chandidas abound in this ballad and though we
are bound to say that the ballad possesses evident signs of
the influence of the great poet in the context, there is a
kindred element and affinity in the linguistic forms of the
two, snggesting the probability of the ballad being com-
posed not much later than Chandidss.

In my General Introduction I shall point out the passages
for which the author of the ballad is indebted to the Vaishnay
poets. The poem has been constructed on the basia of very
liberal sexual ideas which have the flavour of Sahajia. The
flute snd the marvellous effect of its sound bave been the
most engaging topic of the earlier Vaishnay poets, particu-
larly of Chandidas. The Auto-player bere like the postoral
god Krishna or the Greek Orpheus iz eredited with the

()
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marvellous power of creating an estraordinary commotion
in nature. The birds come down from the sky and sit mute
listening to the flute, the course of the river suddenly
changes, the leaves of the trees droop down, and men and
wamen come ont of their houses entranced by its charm.,
We have found similar accounts showing the wonderous
effect of the sound of the flute not only in many of the
Vaishnuv lIyrics but also in the ballad of Mahisal
Bandbu (The herdsman-lover) and conspicuously n this
song.

In Bengal which is pre-eminently an agricultural country
the effect of the music of this simple instrument made of
a reed or bamboo plant 1s skill irresistible The poets
exaggerate, but whoever has listened to the song of a flute
played by a cowherd in the-honrs of noon, spreading indes-
cribable pathos and sweetness along the country-side, must
testily to the wonderful power it exerts. Even now the
cowlierd plays on his flute to while away the time when the
herds are at large in the pastoral ground. T remember io
have heard a cowherd singing in chorus with a Rute play-
ed by his comrades. The song ran thus—' Alas who is the
fisherman from whom I purchased fish in some past lif:
and refused to give him the price? Has his curse resulted
in this dire calamity of mine?* It is well known
that the Hindu widows of upper classes even when
they are mere babies are mot allowed to taste fish or
meat. The woman of the song who has been just
widowed attributes her sad lot to her not having paid
the price of fish, which, she thinks, has made her lose
the privilege of eating fish in this life. Buot that is of
course not the greatest of her misfortunes. Far greater
sorrow looms behind this reference which is but a hint to
her lifelong misery. In the still bour of the noon the
plaintive but extremely sweet voice of the cowboy mixed
with the thriling sound of the flute spread o charm and sn
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indescribable wail in the air making it resonant with a ten-
der appeal, and as I passed by a boat in the river the sound
seemed to create feelings which cannot be adequately ex-
pressed. Lf a lover calls his sweet-heart by the flute, the
significance of the melodious sound being understood by her
alone, 1t 15 easy to imagine how she struggles in her heart
to guppress her passionate desire to meet him. To go out
from the four walls of the zenana in the day-time, is of
course out of the question. Bengal owed in the past a
good deal of ber happiness, pawer and poetic inspiration to
the bamboo-grove with which the valley abounds. The
bamboo-plants supplied her with the fute, its price being
nothing It ig not sold in the market, generally speaking,
but each cowboy and shepherd enta a branch and makes a
flute for himself. But compared to its sweetness of sound
all the musieal pipes—the Sanai, the Clationet and other
costly instruments fall into the background. The bamboo
supplies the Bengalis with lothis, In the lathi-play Ben-
gali soldiers were at one time invincible. There are still
skilled lathi-players who, it is said, ean successfully defend
themselves from gunshots by a dexterous motion of lathis,
The flute and the lathi were in olden times the oraze and
inspiration of the Bengalis. In the Vaishnav literature the
flute is » suggestion reminding the reader * Of that music
in our eternal souls ' which has distinctly a spiritual
meaning.

In the ballads, however, there is no spiritual association
with the sound of flute. It is for this that though there is
much in the phraseclogy of the songs which has the flavour
of Vaishnav lyries, the ballad literature iz restricted to
its characteristic zone which it seldom erosses. Inm its
gpirit and in the conception of its free eourse, the love
[ollowed by the sexes keeps ifs aloofness from the Hinda
classical ideal. Here in this ballad the princess wants a
boon—not of course of her own seeking. It is her husband
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who gives the suggestion which the wife takes up with
some hesitancy at first. No doubt her royal consort shows
his great renunciation by foregoing his claims on his wile
because of his taking a vow. The Buddhist idea of renun-
ciation (@) is there, but the woman will never be praised
in Hindu society for asking her husband to give ber wp.
According to Hindu Jurisprudence she has no power to sepa-
rate herself from her husband in that way. But the poet
does not acknowledge any limitation of the sort, His busi-
ness is to show that the princess is true to hersell and
though she is a married woman even that sacred tie is of no
value to her. The fact is that in sexual love the ideal of
these poets is very high. It is beyond all convention,
beyond anything which stresses the inviolable sanctity of
nuptial vow. The heroine once in love forgets absolutely that
she is a member of the society. And in the pnincess even
her wors! critics will not detect anything like cravings of
animal life. Though the love has not been spiritualised here
as we find it in Vaishnav poetry, it is a pure and imma-
culate flame—an unmixed piece of gold—which establishes
the superiority of the emotional felicities of that passion
over every other consideration of the world.

The exuberance of lyrical element in the poen hns made
the translator’s task very difficult. The beauty of the
original cannot be preserved in the translation, as it
is a piece full of subtle emotions, and no person can be more
conscions of his limitations and inability than the translator
himsell.

There is no incident, no dramatic situation, except in
the very last canto. There are repetitions which sometimes
tax the patience of the reader. Thia defect will strike one
more prominently while reading the translation. “The in-
evitable Baramasi is here also though not in a proncunced
form. 'the vow of the prince and the clever way in which
the princess seeks a boon and gets » sanclion from her lord
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to cut her off from the palace and become another man’s,
the pure love of the blind man full of sell-denial, and the
Ppathos of the tragic end—all this forms some of the interest-
ing features of the ballad. The most notable element is itg
absolute freedom of tone from conventional beliefs and
canons of the society.

Divess CrANDRA 8ex.






The Blind Lover
(1)

Though a blind beggar, the young man looked like
prince as he stood at the door, crying, * Ol citizens, give
me slms.’

The early dawn tinged the clouds of the horizon with
the colour of catechu, and gradually the deep red of ver-
million gently spread over them, Who is it that sounds
his flute in the public street at such an hour standing under
that tree whose leaves rustle pleasantly in the momning-
breeze ? How sweet is the music of the flute that comes
floating in the air! The waves whisper to one another.
" It is ebb-tide, but such is the charm of the flute that
the stream flows up and its swelling waters wash the
banks.'

In the early dawn there see the boughs of the pome-
granate tree,—they are aglow with red flowers. The earth
and the sky look sirange to-day. The moon and the stars
are blotted out of the sky. But how strange the world
looks to-day |

The flute of the blind youth plaintively sings :—'Give
we alms, oh citizens, give me alms.' The sound fills the
whole air's space. ‘In the world I have none to eall my
own. I wander alone; no home, no house have I. I live
under frees. If T approach a tree for cool shade to save
me from the heat of the day, the tres itself becomes fire
to burn me. Alas| my luck is my foe. When a-thirst I
go to the river, it dries up at my approach. My luck, alas|
is my foe.” This is the burden of the blind man's song,
‘Give him alms, oh citizen,"

(217 )
28
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Muaid Servant (Soliloguy).

*“ From what lovely land has he come,—so handsome,
so bright he looks? His colour dazzles one's eyes like gold,
I never saw n figure so landsome, one wonld easily like to
muke lim one’s pet like n shama or a suka bird. What a
wicked providence was it which by its freak created such an
angel without eyes?"'

She comes to the princess and says, 'Listen to me, oh
princess, A strange beggor ia at your door. On hig back
hangs & wallet. He looks bright as gold. Bat cruel provi-
dence has given him no eyes. T you should like to see
him, hasten to the door and take with you what alms you
may be pleased to offer him. Like gold or fire or gorochana
he charms by his very colour. One could hardly forget him
if one saw him but once in life. A strange youth is he,—one
of his eyes sheds tears and the other seems to smile.'

(Ll 1-38.)
Chorus.,

' Oh my jolly boat, made of manpaban wood from what
country hast thon come and whither art thou bound? '

The sound of the flute comes from upstream and goes
afar flowing in the down, The weary breeze whispers a
message to the ear but what it is, it is diffieult to define.
Perchance the flute sings of that beautiful land from where
the charming youth has come !

Prinpess,

* Bing, oh fute, sing your sweet pong again, My ears
are n-thirst. Let me hear it over again, When the sweet
gong of the flute is heard, the wakeful hearer is gently
lulled to aleep. His eyes are closed and he passes from
the world of fact to the world of dreams. Ob what
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a mystic power is in the sound of this blind man's flute !
Confined to the four walle of home, as T am, my mind is
carried adrift beyond this narrow space.’

‘Oh princess’ cries the blind man, ‘keep adide the
string of flowers that you are weaving. Be gracious to
accept this gift of song from a blind young man.'

Princess.

* Oh my maid, what can I offer to thiz youth? The
music of his flute has maddened me, Go and fell the King
—my father, to open the treasury-room with doors of gold
and bars of silver, giving this beggar a free choice to take
from it anything that he desires, But stop, there are some
to whom the dust of earth and precious stones have the
same value. First let us know what iz it that be seeks.
A suspicion lurks in my mind that he is not what he seems
to be, but a prince who owing to some mishap has lost his
eyes and wanders from door to door fo hide the great pain
of his beart. One's physical sullering is nothing as com-
pared to ones mental pain, What tressure is in the earth
which can make a blind man happy? *

The Maid,

‘T will tell you princess what you can give to the blind
man to remove the pain of his heart. Night and day are
the same to the blind man. If you can somshow or other
restore eyes to him it is then only that he may feel happy.”

The Princess.

‘ Bub the royal treasure cannot give him his eyes, oh
‘maid. Tell me what can T do to help him? *
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The shadow of & deep sorrow fell an her face, beautiful
A& & champa flower and from her hand dropped the wreath
of flowers that she was weaving., Her eyes shed tears as
she saidy "Take my two eyes and present them to him.'

The Maid.

“Alas, what purpose would your eyes serve? The blind
man may be happy if you would give him your heart.’
(Ll 1-46.)

(2)

Chorus,

*Oh, who is it that plays on the flute? what weary soul,
what agonized mind—sings that melody? go pilgrim and
let me know all about him,"

The King rose in the morning from his bed liearing the
sound of the flute. ‘Such a honeyed sound I never leard
in life." He cried, “The sound has maddened the morning-
breeze. It is difficult to remain at home when the aftrac-
tion is so forcible outside. Go, ye messengers, and et me
know who the player is, It seems that the pain of first
love disappointed has inspired this music,"

The messengers came and #aid, ‘A very handsome young
man is playing on his flute.' * Call him to my presence "—
was the King's order,

With his flute in hand the young man stood before his
Majesty. He seemed indifferent to everything; a heavenly
light scemed to emanate from his face. That light illu-
minated the path. But eterpal darkness lay before his
blind eyes.

The King.

"I_'aJl me, ob handsome lad, what pain of heart, what
despair mukes you wander from place to place in this way?
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Where is your home and who are your parents? Have you
any companion who travels along with you?"

The Blind Man.

* No, King, neither father nor mother have I, nor have
I any brother. Like the bird of the weather 1 fly from sky
to sky. My creator is surely stony-hearted; He has doomed
me to eternal sorrow. BSo unfortunate am I that I had
not the luck of seeing the face of my parents when I was
born. Nor did I ever see the golden rays of the sun or the
light of the fair moon. Night and day to me are alike, oh
King. Vain it is for me to accuse God or my lot. For some
wrong done in & previous birth have I been doomed to this
punishment | I carry the load of my sorrows wherever
I go, and when I strefch my limbs for rest in the shades
of a forest T weep and weep till my eyes close to sleep.
The forest, truly speaking, is my home. The young one
of cuckoo begotten by its parents is left tothe care of a
crow,* but even such a refuge I have not got in life; no
one is there to take care of me.’

The King.

‘Lament not, my young lad | From to-day, throw up your
wallet and give up the avocation of a beggar. Live in my
palace happily. From to-day I shall occupy the place of
your parents. The doors of my treasury will remain ever
open to you. You will wear a necklace of diamonds and
get fine dress and ornaments. A well-furnished room will
be given to you and there you will lie on a soft milk-white
bed. In the morning you will awaken me from sleep every
day by the music of your flute. I have got a daughter who
is the life of my life, you will teach her to play on flute,
These are the two things that you will have to do here,
Nothing more shall I expect from you. Here you will

® The traditien lo odis s thad s cuchoo e o pest of L ows, ik letves s
yonng ooe in the west of » crow to be lakea camm of by Ib



22 EASTERN BENGAL BALLADS

bave perfect happiness in all matters save in one where
none can help you. No one can restore eyesight that you
have lost." (LI, 1-57,)

(3)
The Blind Youth.

‘Take from me, oh princess, your lesson in music. But
I am afraid I am not a worthy teacher as T am blind. The
world is dark to me, I have bad never the privilege of seeing
this fair creation of God. It seems that s cruel Providence
played a childish prank with me by throwing dust in my
eyes at my birth so that I wus born blind. 1 see neither
bow the river wends her course nor how darkness comes
to the world after light hos faded away. I wonder how
the sun and the moon look in the sky! What sort of thing
ia light? From what horizon do its streaks first burst
forth? How does the bud develop itself slowly into a Hower
or how it looks when the airisstill? I hear of trees and
creepers but I have never seen them. God has made me
miserable by depriving me of sight. What is the form of a
buman being? How does s smiling face look ? I hear the
words of men, How it pains me that I never saw the beauty
of a moonlike face. T am not privileged to see all these
though my mind imagines many incoherent things, Near
about me stands an avenue of trees and creepers laden with
8 hundred flowers and above me are the sun, the moon and
stars. But dearer than all sights is that of your face, and
though I cannot see it I think I can imagine its beauty.
You are not in my eyes but always in my mind.'

The Princess.

‘Oh stranger, oh friend, what a deep sorrow moves you |
Will you tell me, my blind friend, from whag country you
hail? Who are your parents? What bird sheltered the
young one of a cockoo who had no nest of its own| Will
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you tell me, dear, by what name your countrymen call
you? *
The Blind youth,

‘I have wo name, princess. They call me a ** mad
fellow " and mock me. There are some who take delight
in throwing dust at my person and annoying me in other
ways,while there are kind men who receive me well.
Some serve me with refuse food and think that the mad
man would be glad at such an act of charity. Some turn
me out from their doors, crying aloud, “‘go home.” But
there are others who open their hospitable doors and gaYy,
'* be pleased to come in."* Whatever they do I bear patiently
snd hiding my tears take my stand at the gateway of people.
I have now and then met excellent men who took paternal
care of me. But others thought that T was an enemy to
be pursued with hate and anger. This is the way of the
world, princess, T do not aceuse any one. I have no com-
plaints to make. I am really a mad fellow and mad is
this fute of mine that you see in my hand. With this
flute I am absorbed in my own thought and wander
sbout playing on it in the public street. Call me by the
name which T have deservedly got from the people—** A
mad fellew."" *

The Princess.

‘People fear you since you have the power to fascinate
man snd woman by the music of your flute. The sound
of your flute cuts the heart like a sharp aword. One wheo
hears this painful and melodious strain will never be able
lo forget it. Play on the flute, friend, snd teach me the
art. From to-day I count you as my dearsst. I will not
part with your company for & moment from to-day, Tike
the beautiful black paint that adorns the eyes I do prize
you and hold you dear. If people spread scandal I will
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hide my feeling in the heart of my heart so that others may
not know of it. I will hear your fute hiding my
joy from others and even then if they would whisper
a tale, your thought will be like a precious jewel put
secretly within the casket of my heart. You will be
verily like my sari with which T clothe myself—like
a wreath of flowers, which T put on my breast, like
the red powder of luck to paint my forehead—like the
sweet-scented sandal wherewith to perfume my body,
my joys and sorrows will spring from my love slone and
manifest Lhemselves in the tears of my eyes. If people
would still charge me I will not mind it at all. You and
mysell will merge in one another and will be one body, one
soul. You will see this world through my eyes and thus
will I remove your pain of blindness. I will be one heart
with you when you will play on your flute moved by the
same emotion. And for life I will be your true and loving
servant. '

The Blind Man.

* Ob love-sick foulish princess, think thrice before you
settle your course, it will be sheer madness on your part, to
take on your head the burden of life-long sorrow. Accustom-
ed as you are to all the comforts of life and its smooth and
rosy way, why should you choose the thorny path ? There
is nectar in store for you but what insanity has seized
you that you would prefer poison of which you are not
aware the bitter effects!| Do not, oh princess, strike a blow
to your lortu~e and indulge not, I pray, in thoughts which
would lead to disaster. After whal I have heard I would not
like to stay here. Adieu to the comforts of life in a paluce
where I [ound shelter for a few days, adieu princess, permit
me to depart.’
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Chorus.

' No, it cannot be, dear, I cannot sllow you fo go. You
will be like the paint of my eyes to adorn them for ever.’

The Princess.

* From the day I have heard your flute, I have given up
all thought of my position, honour and status, T have resolv-
ed to be your devoted companion of life, [ tried to dissuade
my mind but like the wild Jamuna my mind has ever flowed
against the tide, and all sober thought is of no svail. My
mind bas yielded to the irresistible sway of your flute, IfI
am separated from you for o moment I become like one mad.
My mother has ordered me not to play on flute any more, but
my mind is not to be lessoned. It would not listen to any
counsel. Like fire that lies buried in wood-dust, this love of
mine, hidden in my heart, elowly and steadily consumes
me day and night. Where is real bappiness in all these
vanities of the palace ? Alas, who is there o fulfil the
yearnings of my heart ? My love is like the white ant
that eats up a young grove of bamboos. It has sapped the
peace of my heart, alas! my eyes know no sleep. Your love
to me is like nectar mixed with poison. I have drunk it deep.
Without you I wish no other happiness in this world. I
would turn an anchorite and go to the forest with you. I
will apply sandal psste to my hair and make it knotted as
the ascetics do. Let the palace remain bere with all its happi.
pess and pleasures, These are not for me. Let my father
and mother live here in peace. I have nothing to do with
them. Wetwo will live on forest-fruits. My day will be
spent in weaving flower garlands for you—how happy! I
will gather honey from the flowers like the bee and bold the
mpmyou:ﬁpnfotﬂﬁnkihriuemdnr-hwhqwl A
bed of soft leaves I will prepare and there happily lie down.
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I do not know, dear, if all these will make you happy. So
long as life will exist I cannot think of parting with you.
The hair of my head will be the chiain by which T would
bind your feet o that you may not go, leaving me. Inspite
of all these if you would still persist in going away, kill
we first and then go, or T would kill myself, and would
not make you responsible for my death any way.'

The Blind Youth,

' Peace, oh princess. Restore peace to vour heart which
is unduly rufled. I have taught yon how to play on flute,
your lessons are complete now. If any thought of mine
has spotted your heart, femove it at once. Why should you
suffer for a blind man and siranger like me ? Go and
occupy your chamber in the royal palnce. You are the bird
Hiraman or Sari nourished in a golden cage.

‘ Your place will be that of the queen consort of a great
prince. A hundred maid-servants will be ready to serve you
at call. A bundred ornaments will adormn your person.
Why of your own accord, oh princess, will you court a Jife
of woe prompted by foolish love ? The course that you want
to follow is full of misery at every step. This love is like
a thorn, which, if it once pierces your foot, will come out
through the heart. The whole system will bleed. Have
you not heard that Chandidas fell in such mad love ? His
whole life was slowly consumed as if by fire in wood-dust.
You have heard too of a prince who loved a woman named
Nilmani and turned an ascetic. Wherever people fall in
intense love, they bring, on themselves, the punishment of
life-long misery. Just see the bee making love with flow-
ers. The flower fades prematurely, loses all its honey
and falls down on the sarth, faded and neglected. The word
love sounds very good but is like the Makal® fruit

Maka! = Cucumis sodoeyntha,
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which has s dazzling exterior but black coal inside.” (LI. 1-
122.)

(4)

The flower bud of March blooms in April. Days pass
awsy, and there comes ebb in the water of the river.
The sweet April—the honeyed spring—also flies fast. Then
comes the season of extreme heat. The old leaves drop
down oue by one, the note of cuckeo i no longer
heard and the flute sounds nomore. The hot wind blows and
the mind feels ill-at-ease losing its interest in the environ-
ment.

Then comes the new-year rejuvenating the youth and
filling it with new hopes. But the mind of the princess
even at this season feels a strange thrill of pain. She sees
the bees flying about the flowers of the garden. But the
King has forbidden her to go there.

In early May the trees are adorned with new leaves.
The match-maker comes to the city of the Raja with some
news. Alas] the play-house is broken. The flowers of the
garden sre all faded. That smile of her face which was
sweet as the champa flower no plays on her lips.
Her ourling hair becomes like torn jute, The white ant of
despair has eaten up all joys of the green heart.

The drummers beat their drums and players dance in the
palsce. The sound of music rises high. Who is this
prince and from what sirange country has he come to take
our fair princess from ber father’s palace?

The Blind Youth,

* Ob monarch of this vast kingdom, respectfully do I
approach you with a prayer. Be pleased to give me per-
mission to depart I will go hence to some other country.’
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The King.

* But why should you be in such a hurry for it? Stay
bere in this palace of mine. Here will I provide for you all
that is required for your happiness. My treasure will
satisfy all that you need. Iam like your father and the
queen will take care of you as if you were herson. 1 will
get for you a princess who will be your bride, and T will
build a summer-house in the tank where you and your wife
may live in comfort, A hundred maid-servants will be
engaged to serve you. You will live like u prince in the
palace in every way. One thing is indeed to be regretied.
I shall not be able to give you your eyesight. But I assure
you you shall have a good share of this kingdom.'

The Blind Youth,

* Oh great King, my debt to you i1s immense. There is
none in this world who has befriended me in my distress as
you have done. T enjoyed my life here beyond my remote
expectations and this 1s all due to your gracious feeling to-
wards me. In every respect I have been happy here. My
only regret is that I could not have a sight of your smiling
face. Your Majesty must have been my father and the good
queen my mother in some past life or else how could you
bave so deep an affection for one poor as I am. I have no
word to express my gratitude to you or praise you sufficient-
ly. T bave none to sccuse. If I am miserable still, it 1s all
due to my ill-luck. My evil destiny pursues me like an
enemy and drives me from place to place allowing no rest.
What shall I do with kingdom or riches? This flute in my
hand never allows me to stay anywhere long. It impels me
to go from place to place, singing my song. And in this
the flute acts as my enemy, yet I cannot throw it away, for
1 like it as my life. Its sound brings tears to my eyes and
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its song gives me pain but still it is my dearest. Its musie
kills me and revives me at the same time, It is my religion—
the main spring of my action. It is mot in your power,
oh great King, to make me happy nor can I be happy by my
own efforts. My luck would not allow it. One's happi-
ness is not like sandal that one would put it on the forehead
and by its sweet scent remove the headache. It does not
lie in rich robes that one would cover oneself with and make
one happy. If the bouse has lost its main pillars inside,
how will a support from outside keep it standing? Happiness
is not in my luck. Alas! who can give it? '

He left the palace with all its treasure and comfort.
In unknown lands and in out of the way parts people heard
a strange music bursting forth from bis fute. Even the
birds and beasts of the forest were moved by the pathos of
the melody, People whispered to each other, * Cruel must
be the lady who has turned out her young lover to wander
about in despair with this sweet flute. It is & pity that the
wretched woman did not know the art of binding her Jover
to ber house by ties of affection.” Some took him to be a
mad man and threw dust at him, others offered him meals.
One said, * Oh man with the divine flute, be pleased to take
me with you. 1 will follow you anywhere.*

The flute ceased not; it sang and sang till he reached the
kingdom of another Raja and here its pathos rose to a
pitch beyond all bounds—bursting into a wild lament.
(Ll. 1-63.)

(5)
Chorus,

‘ Decorate the bower with flowers and leaves. To-night
Radha and Krishna, the divine pair, will meet.'

Let us now lalk of another lsnd. Tt was the dead hour
of night. The residents were all asleep. Reclining on ita
bed of leal the flower-bud lay silently asleep, and on the
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bosom of the flower the bee slept sweetly., On the breast
of the king lay the queen like a loose garland of fowers
unconscions in sleep. Everything sround was mute. The
adjacent hills, the banks of the hilly river all seemed to have
fallen into deep sleep. The river alone was wakeful with
its gentle murmur of waves. And at this dead hour of
night one lady in the whole city bad no sleep in her eyes,
separated from her mate.

Just then the sound of the blind man's flute rose in the
air, with its strange melody. The cuckoo and the lark
were on the boughs of the tree with their eyes yielding to
the attraction of night's rest. They awoke with a stari at
the sound. Then see, what a spell the stranger’s flute cast
on the city! The bud gently opened its eyes of tender
petals and the whole garden became awake at the sound.
The clouds wore a glow of red colour. The housewife
rose from her sleep at the sound maddened by its charm,
and the flute's wail penetrated the inner apartments
of the king.

‘ Oh princess, awake, how long will you sleep? See the
morning-flowers are blooming. The garland of the flowera
you wore in the night has got faded. Throw it away.
Listen and enquire, who is it that is playing on the
flute, whose song is it that eries in pain in the street.’

The Princess.

' The flute, oh prince, sounds not outside but in the
very recesses of my heart?’

She seemed to be lost in reveries at the sound of the
flute, It seemed that the very problem of her life and
death was being solved, The sound was as it were the
elixir of her life and it was to ber poison also.
She sat mute while her two eyes shed incessant lears.
She thought, ‘the flute forgol me all this time. Tt now
calls me again. 1 remember the daysof childbood when
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sitting in the flower-garden of my father's palace, be used to
play on the flute and T remember many other things besides,
The sound brings all these reminiscences to my mind, To
me the sound hes nothing of outside interest. Tt has
brought s message for my heart, oh how marvellous! I
saw with my own eyes the bud blooming into fower at the
bidding of the flute, I remember the day when be used to
teach me the choicest songs of the flute full of melody and
joy. At that time; this small musical instrument was dear
tome as life. My youth and its dreams blossomed at its
sound, yes it made the course of the Jamuna run upstream
and my heart also became like that. This life of mine is
Passing away, but in my next life and in all my future lives
I'shall be thine and thine alone, ob flute. The pain and
pleasure, —the nectar and poison of this musie, 1 can never
forget, what alss! shall T do with this palace, its prestige,
honours and pleasures! I have cast away my Lonour, my
religion and everytling, charmed by your tong, oh friend!
Know it dear that T have not forgotten that smile on your
lips which is to me like life-giving nectar. If T can go to the
lorest and meei you again T shall lay my lieart open to you
and show whose image is paiuted there, For & moment [
cannot forget the sweetness of your songs. In everything
that I see, in every thought of mine T sec your sweet figure
pictured. I do not covet riches or royal honour, what shall T
do with these? Does the bird of the sky feel at ease in the
golden cage? I was trying to fly away each day ever since 1
have been cruelly separated from you. I would have poisoned
mysel{ and put an end to my unbearable misery but the hope
of seeing you again has prevented my taking that course,'

The Prince.

* What makes you sit still and inert like that,—sbsorbed
in thought ¥ Have you not strength enough to rise from
bed? Bhall I belp you? *
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The maid-servant came and said, "The song that you
have heard comes from the flute of a blind young man in
the street. We never heard a flute so sweet. The citizens
have run mad at the music, The birds in the sky as they hea
the flute, come back charmed by it. The river flows against
the tide and the beasts run to the spot where be plays on
the flute.’

The Prince.

* The man is a beggar. He stands al the royal gate,
what shall I give him as a reward? '

The princess says slowly (weeping all the while—aside)
‘ Why should you ask me that? You are a mighty prince.
If you wish you may give him a part of your empire.
What's the good of your asking me? '

‘T have resolved in my mind that I will give bim
whatever you will ask for him There will be no breach of
wy word. This is my vow.’

‘I ama servant to you, my lord. What good will
come by asking me on the point? Suppose I say that you
should give him the whole of your kingdom, what will
you do? "

The Prince.

* Thrice do I take the vow. Yes, the empire will be his,
should you ask me to give it to him."

The Princess.

* But if I say all the golden jewels of your tressury and
those to be found in the city should be given to the blind
man what will be your answer?'
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The Prince.

' Dear to me as my eyes thou art, my lovely consort,
my vow remains unaltered. lell open my ireasury and
give him all that you would say.'

The Princess.

‘Then if you are in right earnest take the vow
solemnly again, and say that you would give that blind man
whatever I may wish you to give him."

The Prince.
" Yes, here do I take the vow thrice solemuly,'

She rose slowly from bed and wiped away the tears of
ber eyes and said : ‘Heaven be witness. Be true to your
vow, oh Prince, I wish that you should offer me to the
blind man," (Ll, 1-94.)

(6)

On the banks of the wild river wending its mad course
in [ull tide—banks adorned with plants of blooming
champa flowers—he is going without a destination, singing
a song on lis Hute,

The fAute sounds languidly and sweetly. Its songs are
beard off und on. The bousewife loses Lersell in the
pathos of the strain and capuot attend to ler housebold
duties.

Un her chignon was fixed a gold butterfly which fluttered
ot the gale. A bird of therky flew near her. Her dishevelled
huir, the braids all loose, hung beliand und touched Ler feet.
The anklets made the sweel jingling sound *runy fhuny,’

This sound was [amilisar, He was ncoustomed to
hear it long ngo. The blind youth stood still with the

ua
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fute in his hand listening to the sound. “Who is it,—whose
anklets muke 5 sound like that?"—he thought within him-
self. *Ii brings to my mind some message of joy and an old
world charm. My joy and dream of past life are reealled by
thia sound. From whose tender feet does this charming
meseage come? It refreshes the memory of long forgotten
things, In the Sower-garden the Princess used to listen to
my flute, and my ears were cliarmed by the sound of her
anklets. Yes it cannot be any other. Why is it that those
forgotten days are recalled to my memory? If you are the
Princess, my adored and beloved, tell me frankly.*

The Princess.

* Oh my love, your flute hae maddened my soul. I have
left my home, broken my honour and all home-ties. Here
am I for you. The irresistible charm of your song has
brought me up bere. Play on your flute, come, for it is
for hearing it that T have given up my all.'

The flute was pear his lips but alarmed and wondering
he beld it down in his hand and said, * Short-sighted girl,
what is it that yon have done? Go back—go back 1o your
palnce. Donot, I pray you, lose your kingdom and your great
status of honour and happiness for nothing, Just see the
difference.  You tuke your meals in golden plates and wese
silk saries of great value, T am but apoor bird of the forest;
you are, good lady, o great princess psed to wear gold or-
naments studded with gems.  How will you live in the
forest wearing o burk dress? The davghter of u great
wonarch and mistress of o kKingdom, why should you be so
indisereet and short-siglited 7 Just think for o moment what
your royal lather would say o this. 1 wm a blind man
and & mad fellow.  You know I have not 2 farthing with
me.
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The Princess,

*From the day 1 have first board the song of your flute T
linve been yours for ever. From that day | bave given up
all thought of riches, wealth and honour. Ask (he lark of the
sky if it would prefer a cage of gold. Barthly comforts and
enjoyments I do not seek. I am indifferent to all that people
prize. If you are with me and play on the MAute—that is
all that is needed to make me happy. Kingdom and riches
are nothing to me. The happiness Lhat your company
gives me can be had nowhere else. One can put fetters and
chains and make another man o prisoner, but who is it that
cansway his mind? Force is of no avail there, Plenty of
fruits are in the forest and the bark of trees will not be diff-
eult to secure, We would sleep together under the shade of
tree and my eyes will elose in sleep listening to your =weet
flute. When the morning comes it is the sound of your
flute ngain that will awaken me from sleep. What happiness
ean be compared to such u life ? Empires seem valueless
compared to the life T have pictured, Know for certain,
I repeat, that earthiy pleasures have no ettraction for me.
If I am taken nway from you, my beart will cease to beat.'

The Blind Youth,

‘But you are deceived. Your judgment is ymmature.
You have fallen & dupe to un unsound imegination. It is
for this that you want to prefer the fruits of forest to the
delicious meals served on gold plates. Your couch is
mado of golden frames and there the bed is of Howers, and
these you want to forego in preference to thorny gross
whieli you propose to make your bed. The fruits of the
forest are not all sweet, They are often bitter and of un-
savoury taste. You will grow sick of them in vo time and
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then you will have (o repent and cry. A golden house
Providence has built for you. Do not, ol deir Princess,
burn it unwittingly with your own hands. Be well advised
and give up thic mad course and return home."

The Princess,

‘Itell you the plain truth. Your flute las a charm
which allows me no rest al home,  Your flute calls me auid
[ cannot live in the palace. Tt maddens me like some drog
and when my ears catch the cound 1 become insensible to

everything else.”

The Blind Youth,

‘Hear me, oh short-sighted girl, if my flute is the cause
of all this trouble, bere do I throw it away for good. (He
throws his flute into the river.) Now all worry of your
sonl is removed. Return home in a peaceful spirit.  No
more will the sound of the flute be cclived in these forests.
There see, it goes floating on the waves,’

The Princess.

‘Let the flute go, but, dearest, vou are hore, 1 your wonld
not tnke me with you, my mind will follow you wherever you
miy go. I shall not be able to live s moment in this workl
without you. Devoid of your presence the world would be
like & bed of fire. T am sorry | exnnot explain my ense Lo

you. 1If you are determined to be unkind, stand where you
nre, and see how I dig,’
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The Blind Youth.

‘You, improdent girl, return bome.  From to-day no one
will find me in this world. Stand here and measure the
waters of this river. See the course of events and extin-
guish the fire of your soul.’

Saying so the hlind man jumped into the deep waters of
the river. Wildly did the Princess ery ; “Take me, my dear-
est, take me with you." But noresponsc came. Swiltly asa
shooting star she 1oo fell into the waters of the river. She
looked for a time like a safla flower floating in the fow-tide,
They both floated in the waves for some time 1ill they were
carried into the illimitable sea.

From the next day the flute never sounded in that place.
(L1, 1-93,)
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The ballad of Ratan Thakur was collected by Babu
Ohandra Kumar De about a year ago from two men—
(Gachim Sekh of Katghar and Ramcharan Bairagi ol
another village in the same district (Mymensingh).

The ballad is interspersed occasionally with prose
portions, but that is not considerable. It is complete
in 262 lines.

The exhuberance of lyrical beauty of the ballad is its
chief feature. There it & well-defined plot and the
incidents are strung together with artistic gkill 5 but
the lyrical inferest of the ballad predominates and is
much greater than its dramatic quality.

We have found in many of these ballads specially in
those which belong to the 14th and 15th century a re-
currence of the Sahajiya element though not with any
specific spiritual pretensions.

[n some of the Tantras it is clearly stated that a
spiritusl devotes who wants fo attain final beatitude
through sexual love must court a handsome woman other
than his wife from the rank and file of society. A barbar-
woman, s chandal girl, a courtesan, a washer-woman and
a flower-girl are chiefly recommended for culturing & highly
platonic form of love verging on worship. The Sahajiyas have
got an extensive literature enuntiating the principles of epiri-
tunl culture based on sexual union  And this creed is traced
from the second century B.C, when Samavippayis (Sama-
vipprayis), a Buddhist sect, held nocturnal meetings amongst
their own Vikshus and Vikshunis and commenced apro-
cess of Sndhana which latterly proceeded through s hundred
channels, sometimes aspiring to reach heaven by a practice

L Rl )
94
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of really noble spiritual principles and at others coming down
to the lowest pit of moral depravities.

But it is not our look-out to trace the ethical develop-
ment of the Sahajiya cult or its deterioration here. The
ballad liternture exclusively deals with the secular side of
rexual love. Though often if soars in the highéer atmos-
phere of seifless emotional felicities verging on final beati-
. tude, it nowhere stresses the apiritual side, There is no
mysticism in the ballads and the rustic poet never cares
fo grapple with spiritual problems. But the Sahajiya
had eertainly a historic background and this history may
be gathered from the accounts given in the ballsds,
Chandidas says that the young mien and women of the
country were at his time mad after the Sahajiya creed, and
hundreds of them attempted to atfain epiritual oulture
through sexual emotion. But the poet gives u warning
here. He says that it is doubtful whether one in a million
hias the power to fulfil the hard conditions of the Sabajiya
creed. He further says that a man who can hang a moun-
tain by means of a cob-web wimy attempt this impossible
culture. His general tone iz one of disparagement to the
young aspirants.

We find in these ballads how men and women without
uny pretension to Sahajiya culture often fell in love in a
wiy not sanctioned by the society and made great sacrifices.
The present ballad is of the same type as the * Dhopar
Pat® (Vol. II, Parta I and 1), There o prince falls in love
with o washer-girl and betrays her, Here in this ballad
& prince is ensmoured of a Hower-maiden snd is respons-
ible for causing her death by his treachery. The prince
of the * Dhopar Pat® plays the downright rogue in the
last part of the ballad. Here the prince, though he [ell
a viclim to the enares of o bad woman for » timme, redeems
his character by 4 real und sincere course of repentance
which made him forego all (he pleasures of life. The
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heroine is the same sweet [rugile cresture resigned to her
mate in absolute trust and s living personifieation of inno-
cence, simplicity and laith of whichi instances we have =0
often met in our raral literature. There is a great freedom
in these wornen and though they are as lender as fresh-
blown bode, they have the courage to do muny daring
things at he dictate of the blind deity which even the
steel frame of asoldier would bardly venture to atlempt.
The Suhajiva cult and the incidents of ballads such as these
show how the aristocratic youths of our country often played
eruel sports with the lives of the innocent rustic girls by
temptations and impulsive freaks of passion. Through all
these triale and hard experiences the all-sacrificing woman-
hood of Bengal stands in bold reliel against the treachery
and perfidious conduet of their impulsive lovers.

The preliminary portion of the ballad, where the
flower-girl just falls in love and uses all the manoeuvres of
the sex in secking opportunity to cateh n sight of the prince,
giving an outlet of her romantic feelings in a hundred
fascinating tricks, iz very beaotifully sketched. The bullad
discloses itz emotionsl treasure of expressions in every
turn making mwe almost feel repentunt st moments asz il 1
have sinned in attempting to transiate it into English.

Dimnesn CHANDRA BEX,






Ratan Thakur
(1)

‘ From the garden of the moon I got my fowers, and
the rays of the sun supplied me with thread, and with
these I have prepared this garland of mine. The garden
is now bereft of flowers. I have plucked them all. My
garland is named *' the Pride of Spring.**

" Another garland I have prepared with o hundred
champa flowers, it is interwoven with white and black
flowers at intervals.

Oh my old papa, go with these garlands 1o the market
of Tipperah which sits cvery morning. The price of each
garland is one Kahan (one rupee). It is nicely done and
I hope you will find customers for them. Come back with
the money.’

The old gurdener took the garlands and went to the
warket-place.  The maiden Iay on ber conch and had a
pleasant nap all alone in the house. (LL 1-14.)

()

‘Now, will you, oh gardencr, tell me the truth! Who
is it that has woven these garlands? [ know one and all
of those whose profession it is to weave garlands, but in
the whole country of Tipperah, there is none who can do
a thing as nice ms this. It seems the fragrance of a
bundred serew-plants are spreading their spell in the
air. Tell me, old man, who is this clever artist. °

* I have got an only dnughter in the house—desr tu me

e my eyes. She it is who has plucked flowers from the
s )
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garden and woven these garlands. Yoo geethe enstern gale
has turned its course and is blowing westward, the waves
of the river are high. I must go home quick. Tt 18 &
poor louose and the roof of it leaks. T am without means.
I 1 can sell the garlands, I may expect o meet my daily
EXpenacs,

' 'Will you tell me, old gardener, what 1= the age of your
girl 2 Is shie married? One who is so aecomplished, should
be the bride of & worthy man of high status in society.”

* My davglter is still unmarried. She is [rosh as a
new-blown flower.  Like a [airy she is° the presiding angel
of my house. . She cooks for me and gives me drink when
thirsty und looks to my comfort. How ean 1 live in ihe
house il she is given in marriage and leaves me? '
~ Ratan Thakur said smiling : " What price would you
charge for your garlands ?'

' Boories multiplied by loories make n pan nnd pans
multipliecd by pans make a kahan. If T geta kahan of
cowries, I may part with the garlnnds,'

Ratan Thakur smiled at his words again, and paid one
kahan of cowries. He took the garlands and wore thom
on his hreast. (Ll 1-26.)

(3)

* Alome are you on the banks of the river. The flower
15 full of honey but no report has gone to the bee. Alone

do you live in your house. You yoursell do not know that
you have grown adult. Youth isin full bloom. You are

unconecious of it yoursell, neither is this known to others.’

The girl lifted her eyes and saw a handsome young
man before her.

On the screw-plant the flower has bloomed and u solitary
bee is flying over it.
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* The light of the day is flickering. It is pearly dark.
It were better if the light of the night would appesr now,
but the moon is not seen ;—the close of the day has rendered
everything dark. This is not the time when I shonld be
alone with you. Do not obstroct my path, young man, 1
must return home now,'

" Who ure your parents, oh girl! kindly tell me all ahout
you. You say vou are all alone and there is liardly any
light of the day, but do not be afraid, I will lead you
mysell through n well-known path of the village. So do
not fear whether you know the path or not, 1 will lead
you wherever you may wish to go. If your pitcher of water
proves too heavy for you, I shall help you to carry it home.'

* My father is in charge of Your Lordship's garden.
Here I stand in the midst of water and tell the truth which
You should believe. This water, this land, are all instinct
with life, and may hear and see and make a disclozurs, 1
am not afraid of the river or anything else not even of dark-
ness. I am frightened by the thought of scandal. Ol
Lord| I do not fear u tiger nor a bear. T have a status
in society and seandal ix it that T fear most:

* The stars illuminate the sky but the earth is in darkness.
Do not, oh young Lord, obstruct my path. T must go home
now.'

' The trees and plants are rustling in the wind and the

ripples of the river are gently whispering. No human

- being is bere.  You may speak to me the seersis of Your
mind here.’

‘ Excuse me, my young Lord, for this evening. In
yonder garden of flowers we shall meet to-morrow in morn-
ing hours." (Ll. 1-83.)

(4)

* Now forsooth I have at last found you out, my charming
thief. You break the branches of my plants and take away



28 FASTERN BENGAL BALLADS

all the flowers—tlie smull plants are thus robbed of their
treasure every day.

“ To-day | boave kept waich over the garden and have
caught you red-handed,  You must tike the punishment of
a thief, fnir damsol.

* 1 will ent off your fine stufl of hair and thereby make
a rope to hang you with. T will make u garland of your
youtl, which hus bloomed like flowers. Your eyes are like
two blue aparajita Rowers and your face has the colour of
champa. These are the flowers with which 1 will make a
garland to adorn my neck. You are a thiel. 1t will not be
a sin to commit theft on the goods of a thiel.’

* [ pains me to hear yout words, ol young Lord, In this
country there is no justice—low can [ expect fair treat-
ment here? The police is the master of the land, the Prince
does the work of the police and acts as a guard | How
strange it is that he for whom T have stolen charges me as
a thief. T will leave this land and go elsewhere.

* Release my linnd from your grasp. 1 have no need of
flowers.”

* No,—that cannot be. I shall not allow you to go.
Pledge your youth to me, fair maiden.’

*Phe Howers have bloomed in the morning breeze.
1 shall have to do marketing. It will be too late hereafter.
Release me from your bold, young Lord."

* Then give me word that you will see me in private at
your. convenience.”

* Call at my bouse to-night. Yonder see my house sur-
rounded by banana and Beur trees, 1 will meet you in
tbe shade of those banana plants.” (Ll 1-27.)

(5)

* Come in slow paces near my bed to (he direction of
my feet, and when you will rlu;u-..*f go by the side of the
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pillow. Ina small hox there are betels, Take care that
you do not mix excessive lime with them, 1 am a [rail
girl and this is my first love and first meeting.  You aee
L any trembling with emotion and my foee is perspiring.
T am afrnid of seandal which my bad neighbours are sure
1o spread around.’

When my lover touched me gently with his hand a
throb passed throngl my body and I shook in all my limbs
like & bunana leaf,  When wy lover gave me his first kiss
wy body became inert nud wotionless, and my heart began
to thirol,

Be witness, ol sun and moon, and the planets of heaven,
here do Loffer my body and soul, anidl my vouth to the young
lord.

[ have offered my leart and soul.  What else can there
be for me to offer?

When I awoke in the morning T found that be had
gone away leaving me nlone.'’

She nwoke in the morning and found thar the Hower-
basket was near her, but <loep was still lingering in ber
eyes, How could she weave garlande?

" Teannot go to the market place,” she <afd to berself.
" What shall T do with scales and weights. T do nol relish
any meal, nor my daily bath affords me any pleasure. I
care not for my life. What shall T do with batlis and
meals? Neither do I care for sleep, Nothing, nothing o
Iwant. T keep gazing on the path with all the ardoyr af
my soul wishing for o sight of lim and for nothing
else.

* My father and wother have turned lostile, They have
prohibited me to 20 1o the bathing ghat. T aw not allowed
to go to the river.

 Yes, they ave lostile to me. They lave also prohibited
me 10 go to the garden for pluckivg Gowers,

1
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** 1 cannot cook the meals nor serve them to the inmates
of the house. Tt seems that my body is being burnt by
poison. Mad is my heart. It becomes restless in the Louse
and wants to find rest outside. A feeling of unrest makes
me move about here and there like n bird that has cut ite
chain and goes flying from house to house seeking rest.

* The neighbours ure wicked, they are making me un-
happy in the house. Come, dear lord, let us go awny from
hiere and live in some foreign land.’

With a towel thrown carelessly on his shoulders Ratan
Thakur goes to the landing ghat of the river for taking his
mid-day bath. Through a broken fence of ber house does
the flower-maiden cast her longing look at him. Somelimes

she sits on the bank of the river and there weeps all
alone,

When Ratan Thakur wandere in the streets with a flute
in his hand, the flower-maiden comes out of the house
with a pitcber on the pretext of going to the river for
water., On the bank of the river Ratan Thakur is seen
loitering. The flower-maiden empties the water of the
pitcher to fill it agnin. And there she is seen weeping again.

Ratan Thakur attires himself in a fashionable dress.
The fower-maiden sees him ; she arranges her own dis-
hevelled bair to make u chignon and after doing that

she beholds her face reflected in the mirror snd weeps
again.

Morning and evening Ratan Thakur takes his usual
rambles on the river bank. The tHower-maiden takes the
basket in her hand and goes to the garden on the river-

side for plucking flowers and there agnin she weeps as
she sees her own Howers.

Ratan Thakur goes to the muarket place towards the
close of the day. The fower-maiden whispers her request
that he should bring for ber s bottle of scented aal. (L. 1-54.)
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(6)
The Flight.

Lo the clouds are roaring in the sky and there is no
ferry-boat in the river. The shadow of Jhau' o Hijal®
trees shakes and fades away on the surface of the water
at every dashing wave.

The flower-maiden sits at the landing ghat and  weeps
for Ratan Thakur.

The lightning flashes quickly with its dazaling light
and the wind moans anil the thunder roars. The ferry
boat of Sadhu, the boat-man, waits at the landing ghat,

* For vou,” says Ratan Thakur, *I lnve abandoned lome
never (o roturn there.  Wikh you, sweet love, I have cast
my ot in the wile, wide sea—of which I'sec 1o coust. I
have abandoned my  kingdom, my wealth, my doting
parents and all.  Alone with you [ have left my home,
resigning mysell to [ate.

* I'his land of trees nnd creepers—of crows aml cickoos
— thismy beautiful city and o hundred home-ties I give up
for ever. 'The land of my birtk—my dear native lund—will
now be a foreign land to me and the foreign land will be
mine from now. Ol the pain of parting from one's
own parents, dear frionds and sweet home 1 What will the
people say of me to-morrow when they will miss me.
such is the course of life. 'The house built with labour
of months anil days ernmbles 10 dust in a moment.”

They are now in the conntry called Sujinta. It isn
beaitiful place. Disguiswl as a ganlener and  flower-
wniden respectively they boill lieve o small eottuge ; with
thin pivees of wood they maketho walls. The Toof is made
ab dev Klurgra plants, and hedges are constructed by recds,
Tliey got the permission of the Raja for preparing a plot
for gardening,

U M= Towards Fadiii T il =drarrgngtoms acsfasguin
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Their only work is to take care of flower plants, to
pluck flowers and make garlands,

The gardener’s reputation as a maker of fine garlands
has now spread in the harem of the Raja. (L. 1-31,)

Prose—[In the meantime a vigilant search was made
in the city. The informers at last reported that disguised
as & gardener snd flower-maiden, the prince and his consort
were living in the country of Sajinta. ]

(7)

The villagers and the citizens assembled and discussed
with the king as to the course they should adopt for resou-
ing the prince from thai degraded life. There was a
courtesan named Rangila. They sent her to the country
of Sajinta.

The old Raja said to Rangila: ““ My son has turned mad
and gome to a foreign country. If you can help me
to get him back I will give you a part of my kingdom—I
will besides give you golden bracelets and a necklace
studded with jewels.'

Her lips were of & coral hue, and the red colour of betels
she chewed added grace to those lips, She was at the
dawn of youth and she was adept in sorcery. Bhe knew
how to charm betels by mantras. One taking them, though
an enemy, would turn to be a fast friend. She could
beguile away the husband from a darling and chaste wife,
and a true wife would, if Rangila sprinkled a charmed drop
of water, leave her husband and turn mad for another man.

Now the courtesan Rangils went to Sajinta and
there in the heart of the city made a house and proclaimed
her arrival to the public by a beat of drums. Many a
nobleman of the court she entrapped by her fascinating
qualities.

The Raja of the place got a report of her beauty and
paid her a visit one day. She had a face whose charm
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was irresistible and the Raja's head turned giddy with love.
When already fascinated in this way he took a betel
sorved by the beautiful enchantress.

The Rajn as o sign of his royal pleasure gave lo
Rangiln the garland which the gardener lnd woven for him
that day. Nangila was pleased with the gift and admired
the gkill of the weaver.

* How nice is this garland ; how beatifully has he woven
it 1" whe said, * I wonder what a nice fellow is this gardencr
who did this fine artistic work.’

The Raja said * It is my gardener who has woven this
garland.'

* What sort of man is he,” said Rangila. ' The next
time you come liere, bring the gardener with you, bidding
him weave another garland like this for me.” (Ll 1-28,)

(8)
The Flower Maiden.

* Oh prince, T have dreamt a bad dream this night.
What is in store for my unfortunate sell I cannot say.
1 dreamt that from a dend tree n crow was croaking,
and an owl was disturbing the house by its sullen
hooting. What this omen means I do not know, but my
lieart is sick, and ever since the thought of my parents
whom I have left is causing me pain—I wish that you re-
main near me, so that I may see you every moment. Do
not, oh darling, go anywhere to-day leaving me alone. 1 will
myself pluck the flowars. You need not bestir yourself.
Remain close to me, so that every moment [ may feel your
touch and do not, oh dear, leave me alone—if you part from
me for a moment the separation will be unbearable, so
dear you seem to me to.day! My eyelids are trembling.
It is an ominous sign and I feel a tremor of heart as I
spesk. Some unknown and strange fear has come upon
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me ; there is n misgiving in my hourt lest 1T lose you—my
greatest trensure,  We have been here Tor these six- months
but T dreamt lnst night that you Telt me and | was all alone.”

Ruatan Thakur,

‘Do not weep, oh dear maiden, do not shed tears in
this way—know that T shall ever be near vou ; my heart is
knit to your heart and T feel a throb of Jove cach timo your
hreast touches mine.  If you die, T shall die also. Living
or dead we are united for ever.” (T, 1-20.)

[ Prose—The day when Ratan Thakur went to the
house of the courtesan Rangilu, to offer hee o garland at
the Raja's bidding he did not return home. On enquiry
it was found that both Ratan Thokur and Hangila had
absconded. The Ruju was groatly incensed at the report
and ordered that immedintely the louse of e gardener
with all its goods should he burnt down. The people of the
Raja informed him that a very heautiful dnmsel was staying
st Ratan Thakur's bousc. The Rajn ordered her to be
brought to his palnce. ]

(9
The Flower-Maidan (soliloquy)

*Not n moment there is to lose,  Oh my love, come aml
let me have n sight of your [ace but once. The poison I
have swallowed has already made my whole body pale und
dark. Here como nesr me 0 that I may bid adieu to you
for the last time,

' You used to pluck flowers and 1 wove ihemn inlo
garlands—Happy were we in this way.  Your treatment
bas oot been fair. Why did you leave me destitute nnd
helpless, alas | for what fault?

‘1 lelt my parents, my hearth and home—leaving my
own country for your sake. T chose a foreign place leaving
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mine own. Those who were near and dear to me are now
nobody to me,

* Alas, alas ! we two would no more keep wakeful nights
watching the moon in the sky, while talking gaily reclining
on ane another !

' Oh, for dearer than life you were to me! You have
plaved foul with me—an poor helpless woman who lost her
all, loving you.

“ At this lnst hour T do not feel any wish to accuse others
—who, alas! gets a treasure as 1 did in you? Who, alas,
loses such n treasure after having aoquired it as T have done?

* My action in some past life is responsible for all these
happenings—whom shall T accuse?

* At this houwr my main sorrow is that before parting
with the world T could not have a sight of yon |

* Ol my neighbours, if any of you would feel sympathy
for all that I have suffered, do not report to him that I haye
died in this way.

' No more—1I have no time—the call has come, adieu.’

[Prose—When at last released from the snare of
Rangila's charms Ratan Thakur returned to the country of
Sajinta be no more found his true love in this world. No
one told him of ber death but the wind moaned and the
birds with their plaintive warble indicated her sad and
tragic end. ]

When at last he knew for certain that his true love
had léft the world for ever e turned mad ; he forgot his
parents and abandoned once more his joyous home.

The mother looked mournfully towards the path by
which he had departed and shed many a tear.

He never come back nor did be visit his palace again—He
journeyed from land to land like a mad man and his Poor
mother mournfully looked townrds the path by whien he had
departed shedding tears all her remaining life. (L} 1-38.)






BALLAD OF SANNAMALA






PREFACE TO SANNAMALA

The ballad of Sannamala was collected by Babu Chandra
Kumar De from Mymensingh about two years ago. It is
composed in brisk measures not exnctly in the style of the
usual *Payar chhanda.' Each of the couplets of the first
three or four cantos contain seven or eight letters. It does
not conform either to the Tripadi wetre which in old
Bengali classics is called the '‘Lachari chhanda.' The metre
used in a considerable part of this ballad reminds us of
that used in the apborisms of Dak and Khana and in some
of the old Bengali Ghatak Karikas. From the archaic
words used in the ballad as also from this peculiarity
of metre I conclude that the original ballad was composed
in the beginning of the 17th century. Of course no one
can say with any degree of certainty that a particular ballad
belongs to a fixed litorary epoch as the material used in
it may generally be traced to still older times than when &
poet actually put it down in writing. He generally collects
old popular traditions and the remnants of lost ballads,
giving them 8 place in his new composition,

It is an incomplete ballad. There is 3 promise in
this preliminary part that the character of Sannamala would
be developed in the latter cantos in such & manner as to
make it & match for the other heroines of our ballad-
literature, But unfortunately we have got only the first
part and there is no hope at the present moment of re-
covering the portion that is now lost. As it stands this
ballad containe 278 lines only. The main portion being
lost, the development of the chief characters cannot be traced.,
2o we cannot give any credit to the poet for his power of
charscterization at this stage. But there can be no

(3%
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denying the Tact (hat  there s considessible lyrical beauty
it the poera which ennnol bt strike the readers.  Whoes
ever d woudlamil scene i< intrmdinced L deseripbing lecnnes
vivid and life-like.  For instanee the picturesque scenory
of the forest where prineess Sannanala ix esiled = fall of
poctieal eharm (p. 267). There is another <uch aveonnt
of the garden muachel o the palice ol e youug
princess—ilie friend of our exiled Saunamake,  The whole
ballad ie fresh amd delightful and i reading leaves an
mmpression of the boautifol Landseape of roval Bengal with
all her tender doniestic associntions.

I this Dallnd-literature we eomie over ngain in contaet
with a heraisin akin to Belula's saerifive:  "Iliere are &
many songs in old Bengall containing aceomnts of o hero
being bitten by o smke and the sacrifices made by his
consort for restoration of lis life that we e often remindod
of thix marshy Gangetie valley of ours full of reptiles, siikes
and porsanons worms wl of the anmal Davee nade by
theti on hwan lives. The story of Bella being associa-
ted with a religious cult has saevived many tles of o similar
nature and found g fiekl for being envichd by the pocts
of many successive generations, and in this ballad as also in
that of Malua aml Diebutashi we find o poetie imngination in
i budding stage, which atlained jt= flowering point in the
canception of Tlehula.  There is no doubt that at vne time
tie pupt of Manasa Devi was the greatest national festivity
of Bengal. The abundance of  puizonous worms in this
conntry accounts for the great popularity achieved by the
comgs of this cliss,

There are ocensional sianza- in this poert whick would
remind one of Chandida<'s Iyvical poem.  For nstiinee on
page 271 where the Dheroine compliine of hor wrotched
luck destroying the very trees, the cool shady of wiiich i
seoks for refuge, and utters similae antinents, the

pnsssige
seci= 1o e Lo reseeho the ideas of our grear Ivrieal

poet.
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We enjoyed the ballad as a small poetical picce full of
charming lyrical beauty. Deyond this we cannot give sy
higher credit to the poet,  Ax 1 have apologised in regard
to my poor English translation of many a ballad T also do so
very particularly bere, The lyrical beauty of a Bengali song
is very hard to reproduce in English translation specially in
the translation of imligenous poems which searcely bears
any sign of alien influence. The Gitanjnli is a production
of this nge and the poet iz profoundly conversant with the
poetry of the West. Hence his translation enjoys n peculiar
and decided advantage over the elassical Bengali Iyrics—an
unmixed product of the poetic imngination of the children of
the soil. My own limitations—us regards Boglish eomposi-
tion—is alsoa groal drawback of which 1 am painfully
aware.

One thing more before 1 conclude, The prophecy of
astrologers wus at ono time held a2 ioviolble as the
country’s law, Tu the ballad-literature we have often got
instances of inhuman cruelty shown to a ehild on account
of astrologer’s prophecy. We liave an aneedote similar
to that deseribed in this ballad in the story of Kajal
Bekha (Vol. IT, Parts I and IT). One might suppose that
these stories nre pure figtion but we have instauces of such
barbarous superstition even in our own days. Referring to
the old history of Bengal we find that Maharajn Pratapaditya
of Jessore who had the courage to fight with the Moghuls
was about to be slaughtered in his childhood because of a
similar prophecy. The astrologers at his birth assembled in
his father’s court and prophesied that great misfortune
would overtake the family und the conntry if the child was
allowed to live. The father wae about to kill him but inter-
cession: of his uncle Basanta Ray saved his life. This
anecdote iz reluted in all the biographies of Raja Pratapaditya.

IMKESHOHANDRA SN






Sannamala.
(1)

' Ujal - Manik * (lit. the Bright Jewel) was born in the
royal house and gradually attained her puberty.

Bright she was as the sun, moon and the stars—she was
bier mother’s darling and ocoupied her whole heart,

The palace was brightened by her presence and the doors
and gatewnys glimmered with the light emanating from her
persomn,

The parents gave ber the nsme of Swarnumals—a gur-
land of gold.

Plenty of elephants and horees the Raja had in his stalls,
Throughout the eastern districts his name and fame were
supreme,

Ho was so rich that his comns used 10 be measured in
scales. But muster of immense wealth, the Rajn had no
male issue, Whao, alns, after his tlemize, would light the
evening lamp in the palace ?

Lacking in this much-coveted fortune, the whols house
seemed to be enveloped in gloom. The Raja and his queen
were and but their tears were all in vain.

By trade one can obtain wealth, but without the grace of
the presiding deity of children—mother Saathi—how could
one get u son?

In the gateway of temples tind in the shrines of pirs they
were often seen to fall prostrate avowing the offering of
valuable gifts, but the unlucky Rajs g0t no son, no danghter,

[Prose—After a long time, pussed between hope and
despair, a4 lust & danghter was born to the Royal pair. They
endearingly callod lier by the name of Sannamala.]

M )
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She had the lustre of gold, henee they called her Sanna-
mula—the garland of gold.

The parents prided in her—' There is the moon in the
sky and numberless sturs are there,—but who can matehi
our Sannamala ? * They said—'Is not our Sannamala
more glorions than the moon? She is like o large dinmond,
which is worth all the wealth of seven emperors,”

She gradually grew—at first a baby of a few days and
thén, when she became a child of six months her growth
under special care wis 50 rapid that she soon after looked like
a grown-up gicl. She sat on her mother's lap And smiled;
the smile like # fountain of light scattered its glimmer on the
flowing edge of her mother's sari, sund the mother in pride
and affection used to imprint a hundred kisses on her dar-
ling's sweet lips.

Large and beautiful were her eyes—they Iooked like
stars. Her long hair, whether they were bound in braids or
lay dishevelled, fell below Ler knee-joints.

The queen often said to her attending maids, * What do
you see? T have got this litile treasure alter avowing great
offerings t¢ the temple of gods.’

The Raja called all the famous astrologers of the province
to his court.

* Oh learned men,’' said the Raja, ‘ tell me how will
my daughter fare and all about her future—I will reward
you with gold weighed in baskets, How long will she live?
Will her married life be happy or unhappy ?*

The astrologers—' Are we to tell the plain truth?  Will
you take offence if we do s0?’

The Raja—' Tell the plain trnth. Do not fear.

The astrologers said :—

' Hear us, oh mighty prince. This davghter of thine
i« born under the influence of the mngel of unlappiness
and misfortune, For this daughter you will lose all that
you have, No evening lamp will be lighted in your house,
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* Your elephants and horses will die mysteriously of some
epidemic disease and suddenly in-the hour of noon when all
cyes would be wide awake your palace will cateh fire and
be reduced to ashes.

‘ Your great wealth will disappear all on a sudden,
Blowly but surely will your condition be reduced to that of
a street beggar.

" You will have to wander about like & mad man from
city to eity und forest to forest and in great sympathy for your
sad lot the milch cows will sbstain from taking grass. Even
the atone will mell at the sight of your distress. All your
hopes will vanish like mist. In your great city scarcely
will be a lamp lighted, 11 you want to escape the dire mis-
fortune in store for you, banish the young princess at once.'
(LL 1-73.)

(2)

The oracle created lamentations all over the vast city,
The king, the queen and the attending waids in particular
shed incessant tears in great grief.

The daughter enquired, * Why should you, dear parents,
cry in this manner? In order to assuage your pain if it
be required to cut off a portion of my heart, gladly shall T
do 80,

The king and the gueen sat on the same couch, they
spoke not a word bui shed tears, A secret fire was
burning in the mother’s beart, which could get no outlet,

The Queen.

* T have nourished you all these years bearing the throes
of child-birth when you came o the world first, and other
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pain too many to enumerate ever since, the intensity of
which a mother alone knows.

' One who has nourished his pet bird with all the affec-
tion of one's own heart may partially feel when parting
with it what T am feeling in & far greater degree now.'—
Saying this she embraced her dear duughter and cried
like one helpless,

' Oh my darling—after you have lieen exiled, what plea-
gure will there be to bind me to this palace? 1f one’s
priceless jewel is lost, why shiould one keep the knot which
one had tied in one's sari for it?  When you will be gone
what shall T do with this kingdom? 1 will conrt the life
of exile with you."

The daughter consoled her weeping mother thus :—

‘Do not, ol mother, feel sad on my account. Permit
me to go to the forest. Yoo have brought me to the world
but it isnot in the power ol parents to ulive the decree of fate.
—1It is written in the hick of your unfuriunite dusghter that
abie should be sent to exile. Tuis not in your power to alter
that inexorable decree.’

For seven days and nights there was great sorrow in the
palace, and on the eighth day the Raja accompanied his
dsughter to a distant forest,

In the depth of the forest the tiger growled and the lion
roared. The king employed day-labourers to build n cottage
there for the princess. The cottage was made of planis and

creepers in the shape of a bower and the king said while
bidding his daughter adiey :—

€ Oh, what & woe wae reserved for you, my darling! In
the best room of the palace were you born. On a golden
couch strewn over with blooming flowers would you lie down
in the palace, You have now to live in this wretehed
cottage, poor soul|*
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Crying like & helpless man, the father parted with the
daughter who lived in that cottage for full one month.
(L), 1-40.)

(3)

A merchant was passing by the river. He was ordered
to earry out the wishes of the king of bis country within a
fixed time. 'The Raja had provided him with seven ships
full of gold. There were seven sails attached to each of the
ships. He had already travelled seven countries and had a
provision for seven months. He was ordered to bring to
the king things that he wished. If he failed to do 50
capital punishment was to be inflicted on him.

The sea was deep and the water was playing in restless
dance. But what evil c¢hance overtook the ships!| They
became stranded in o shoal when spproaching the forest.

The merchant said to his captain and ssilora—'Go o
the forest and see what god or god-like saint is there in it
who requires to be propitinted. 1 will give due offerings.
How strange that a shoal has formed in the midst of the
deepeen! If within seven months 1 cannot return with the
things I have been ardered to collect 1 shall be executed by
the king's order.’

The captain and the sailors landed there for inspection.
They saw lions and tigers roaming for prey. They found
peacacks dancing with their tnates spreading their lovely
tails. The deer and antelopes were seen runuing in great
speed. They saw besides tha (orest-nymphs, birds of
Hiramon species and on the boughs of Daruk trees, they
saw gold-eoloured pigeons which loaked bright as the su.
In & corner of this wilderness they ssw & damsel of bright
colour. She was beautifnl as an angel.

They oume ond reported to the merchant all they saw
and said in conclusion. ‘ The maiden whom we saw
possesses superhuman beauty. We could not pscertain if
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she was the presiding angel of the forest or a wood-nymph.
We never saw & woman so beautiful as this girl.'

The merchant came to the spot where the girl was,
accompanied by his people.

The damsel was eleeping on the ground spreading the
Howing end of her sarioverit. The merchant awakened
her from her sleep by addressing her, * Oh dear mother.'

* From where have you come, oh lovely girl? Evidently
you are a princess, Why have you come to live in this wilder-
ness? Why should the moon come down from the sky
and lie on the hard ground of thisearth? If your parents
are alive, dear girl, their bearts must be hard as stone to
bear the pangs of separation, subjecting you to a life of
exile in this dreary forest.’

The Princess.

* It is true, I was once & princess. My people turned
cruel and doomed me fo this forest life. I passmy life
in great unhappiness in this forest."

She told every detail about ber to the merchant who on
hearing the sad story determined to take the girl away from
that forest. ‘Whatever my fate may reserve for me 1 am
determined to take her with me,' he said.

It is & wonderful tale. As soon as Lbe maiden touched
the ship she floated and went on in a swift course. The
beauty of the girl spread s balo of light round the ships.
Like a star the beauty glimmered on the surface of the
waters. The seven ships became bright with the glow of
that beauty. After seven months the merchant returned to
his own country.

This time wherever be landed on the way he derived
double profits by his trade ; by selling goods worth a pan he
earned one kahan, selling ordinary spices he got diamonds
a8 price. The mind of the merchant was filled with joy.
In full epeed he came back to his country seven days before
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the specified time of seven months. When the ships laid
anchor at the landing ghat the seven wives of the merchant
came up for giving a fitting reception. They made an offer-
ing of sacred grass, holy oil and vermilion 1o the prows of
the ships and carried home the cargo and the wealth
contained in them.

They carried the great riches and valuable goods home.
What else did they take with them? They seized besides
the greatest treasure of the ship, viz,, the beautiful damsel
whom they discovered there to their wonder.

The merchant had an only son prized by him as the one
eye of a blind man, which had still o power of sight. The
youth was very handsome. The merchant had given him
some literary education and he had besides some training
in trade. He was now {weniy years old and at this
stage he met the girl whom his father had brought there.
(Ll 1-36.)

(4)

The girl and the youth read and wrote sitting on the
same floor. The merchant's son had taught the princess
how to read and write, Their meeting ot this early stage was
happy ns that of the sun and the moon at tbe dawn, The
ayes of the passer-by heavy-laden with sleep became wide
open if he saw the beautiful pair. The hungry man forgot
the pange of hunger at the happy sight. Every one who
saw them exclaimed : ‘Lo how beautiful the pair is!
They look like a golden bird and its mate |’

8he carried a basket for plucking flowers every day and
her flowing bair touched her feet when she walked. She
used to weave a garland every day with the flowers she
plucked. It was to be presented to the merchant's son and
she wove it into a garland with the utmost skill.

I will now tell what happened one day, When she
was writing ber pan dropped on the ground. Youth had just
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dawned on her and her mind was looking for something she
did not know. She felt indolent and inactive and said to
the merchant’s son : ** I do not feel quite at eas~. 1 cannot
rise from my seat. Will you kindly pick up that pen from
the ground for me. Please comply with thie my earnest
request, T have no mind in my studies. Iam indifferent
to duty. If you do me this favour I will not again make
a similar request to you, I will not sil here. I will go
elsewhere and find & seat for me apart, next time.'

The Youth.

“T will pick up the pen for you but before 1 do so
promige to e that you will marry me.’

The Princess,

~ *Buch promises and vows are needless, 1 live here at
the mercy of others. T feel sad at the thought of my own
hard lot. My [ather drove me [rom hie house as the
astrologers said that 1 was unlucky. He banished me and
Jeft me in o deep jungle. Such was my cruel fate ordained
by the providence that I had no companion to whom I
could open my mind and unburden myself. I embraced
the trees aud told them the tale of my woes erying. True,
I saw the very leaves of the Daruk trees fall down on the
ground in sympathy. I slept oo the bard ground. Alas!
where were my couches then ? The ground became wet
with my tears which I shed incessantly
* 1f you will marry me you will fsll into danger. The
goddess of fortune will frown 4t you. Who ie ihere, [riend,
who would court misfortune in this way? Driven away as 1
am by purents and relations as 8 personification of evil
lnek what would you do with me, my friend! Abatain from
thiz foolish course. I you want to marry, your parents
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will get you o liandsome princess. There will be plenty
auoh ready to offer themselves as brides.

* 8o unlucky am 1 that if I seek the shadow of atree for
taking rest under it, it catches fire from some ysterious
wuree and i burnt down. If 1 goto drink a drop of
water to allny my thirst the river dries up ns it catehes my
breath, Tn your beantiful palace do mot, 1 pray you, make
place for cme so unlucky as my poor =]l

The Youth.

“ Pyt you pratile in vain, 1 have decided my course.
I want to warey you. 1f my whole goods umd cargo are
lost in trude T will not alter my vow. 1 must marry you
and would not core what misfortune it may bring on me.
T have turnedl mad ot your beauly. Whether it be good or
ovil it is mysell who is responsible for the reanlt of my
wetion  You are not at all liable to any blame, Toueh me,
dear one, and promise that you will marry me.”

The Princess.

' Fere do 1 sit on the ground and take the vow that
from to-duy T nr o servant at thy feot.'

The merchant's son now picked up the pen and lianded
it to the princess. (11 1-50,)

(5)

The report ol the princesa’s beauty apread far nnd
wide. Every citizen, every villager eard of it, The king
of tlie country came t know of it and all his subjects had
this for their topic:  Her beauty hod the glow of the moon
and the light of the lamp.  The merchant had hrought her
from (be jungle. The king's daughter on hearing this
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report [rom her people sent two of the female aftendants of
the palace named Clamar and Dbamar with an offer of
ber [friendship to the beautiful girl. They come to the
merchant's house and -said, * The reporl of the princess
found in the jungle has spread far and wide and the king's
daughter Rupavati desires that she shonld make | riendship
exchanging flower-garlands with ber. She has already
engaged drummers and musicians and invited al) peaple of
the neighbourhood for celebrating the occasion. To-duy
the princess will formally make the girl of the jungle her
friend.’

At the front of the palnce is a beautiful garden of
flowers. There in the spring senson, seated on the boughs
of flower plants, the ouckoo sang all day long. The
champa and other flowers of the garden were of & superior
quality and did not fade or lose their lustre for o long time.
There one could see rows of gandharaja plante with
blooming flowers:  Atashis wore seen in abundance fringing
the borders of the garden with their yellow line. The two
friends—the princess and the girl of the jungle—were bound
in fast embraco and they wandered about the gurden while
the cuckoos sent their gay notes to the sky.

Both of them were young and both of them were
beautiful. Their presence added grace to the garden and
both of them plucked flowers und wove garlands with them.

One day by chance the hair of the girl was caught in the
thorns: of an Akra' plant ; some of this lusurious black
treasure were torn off. The princess said, * Do your
hair aguin, friend. They are in a dishevelled state *

The Princess.

" Dear sister of my beart, will you tell we who is it that
eame o our garden yesterdny ?*

L Abra=Alangism hizapatolam,
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The Princess.

She is my friend, the girl who puts up with the
merchant, She and I had a pleasant ramble in the garden
yesterday.

The Prince.

What sort of woman is your friend? MayT have a look
ut her?

The Princess.

She is a paragon of beauty. There is none in the world
to mateh her. Her long flowing hair seem to kiss her feet.
They are go beautiful that one could stake a lnkh of rupees
for that bair alone. She was found by the merchant
in o jungle. I saught her friendship on account of her
extraordinary beauty. 1tell you, brother, sbe is a fairy,
the glowing light that imanates from ber body spreads &
halo round it as she walks, Bhe seems to scatter her
beasty like golden rays all around.

The Prince.

Will you, sister, show me your paragon of beauty on
some pretext or other?

There was an invitation for the girl from the palace the
next day. The two friends met and embraced each other
and they were full of glee.

The prince who lay hidden behind n iree saw the girl
from o distance and became maddened by the sight.

The Prince.

Dh sister of my heart, know that I have taken a vow,
a6
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The Princess.
What vow have you taken, hrother?

The Prince.

One who has such o fine stuff of hair must be mine. [
will marry her. Il Tfail to do =0, T shall starve mysell to
death in thiz parlour of mine.

The princess onme day got her friend into confidence in
orler {o sound her mind. She related her whole story to
the princess from bher early life in the palace of ber father
down to that of her exile in the forest, She did not omit
to tell her of the vow she had taken to marry the son of the
merchant,  She concluded by saying, * Our marrisge hns
been finally settled though no body knows of it."

** Listen to e, my fair [riend, do not disclose the story
of our love and marriage to any one. I tell you all in con-
fidence. One day my pen dropped from my hand. The
son of the merchant picked it up for me and I promised to
him touching the pen that T would marry him. There were
plenty of tagar, atashi and chemps flowers there which
witnessed my vow ns I said to him : *From this day T am
n servant at your feat.' "'

The princess ftold the whole story to her brother, who
felt n wrong impulse and waited for an opportunity to carry
out his wicked plan, (Ll 1.35.)

(6}

He shot himself up in his parlour. He would not touch
any meal, nor sleep at night. There was great consternation
in the whole city and the queen became maddened at this
condition of ber son. Enquiries were made as to what he
wanted and the informers told that he wanted o eertain
valuable thing,
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 What is it? " was the query from all sides.

* It is the jewel from & serpent’s hood."

The king culled the merchant to him and said :(—** you
are to bring a jewe! from a serpent’s hood within six months.
If you [ail, you will be killed with all the members of
your family.”” The merchant pondered for a while thinking
thiug :—

“1 have spent my whole Jife in trade. Now my hair
is grey and my gums sre loothless. T visited many prin-
cipal cities of the world, capitals of kings and famous ports.
[ never came ncrosa o jewel from u serpent’s hwod.  Nobody
has seen it. Ib 18 3 pure myth, though 1 hsve heard
myny people speak of it.""

The merchant in o sad tone said to his <om, “Alter all
these years, 1 am doomed to doath—probably T shull be
devoured by one of ihe big ligers of the jungle. The king
has ordered me to bring o jewel from » gerpent's hood.  But
where that jewel is nobody knows."’

The Merchant's Son.

v« But {aiher, why shonld you goon sueh an errand i this
old nge? 1 am guite ready for il being in the full vigour ul
youth. You have grown very old: enjoy ibe fruits of your
well-earned rest at home.  Order the ghips to be ready, 1
shall go on sen-voysge.''

He did not listen to the apposition offered by his-
parents. He settled his course and undertook the voyage.

The Merchant's Son to the Girl.

4T have come to bid you farewell at this hour of leaving
my country, 1 am bound for distant lands in search of
jewel from a serpent's hood, My old father was aboul Lo
go, but this capnot be, s 1 have resolved 1o go myself.
Wait bere with patience and we shall meet again,”

The beautifvl girl seid nothivg but wept, and with her
tears washed the youth's feet and wiped them again with
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her flowing hair. She =aid, * Your fost 1 know to be my
sole stay—I do not know what is good and whnt iz bad far
me relying on your love alone, 1 pray to god that He may
protect you in foreign lands."' (L1, 1-18.)

(7)

He started with his ships which displayed red and blue
flags, Seven hundred drums beat as the ship proceeded
through the waves ; the citizens everywhere were startled and
made onquiries—*Who is it thut aails & pompousiy? ** The
answer was—* It js the son of » great merchant.””

Everywhere he got a splendid reception, He returned
home after six monthe There was no jewel from a
serpent’s hood. It was all & myth. He had brought with
him hundreds of serpents from the seas and hills and moun-
tains—He had with him large number of snake-charmers,
The snakes were innumerable, Amongst them  were
Sankharaja, Maniraj, Machua, Chilbaka, Khaia nnd Gokhura,
but none of these had any jewel on their hoods.

The Raja was told by his men that there were jewels
on the hoods of these reptiles, but the merclnnt’s son has
secured them himself nnd deceived the king. The king said,
' The merchant's son should be doomed to be stung by those
serpents. Provided this is done my son’s life will be saved.'
By the command of the king the merchant's son was bound
hand and foot and thrown near the serpents,

The poison instantly entered the body of the young man
and he was straightway killed.

The merchant's son lay dead, with his body blackened
by poison. There was nothing of that golden lustre of hig
handsome person left. The merchant’s wife Placed the corpse
in ber lap and began to ery loudly, The merchant sat
near by and wept.

The citizens in great sympathy and grief pssembled
there and expressed their sorrow.
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The custom of the country was that the body of a person
killed by snake-bite should not be burnt. A large ralt wae
made of hanana stems and the corpse was floated on it.

The girl all the while shed silent tears sitting close to
the corpea.

The Girl,

“ Ob, great king, you are the lord of justice. The sen
& dry to-day. The impossille has taken place because of
my il luck. The tree under whose shade T had {aken
refuge has been burnt down and reduced to ashes. You
are the lord of the country. Permit me to go with the
corpse ; know that he was my husband."

** Ob great merchant,"" she said agsin, ** you do not know
it. But you are my father-in-law. We two were married
and the whole thing was kept a secret. He has lefi
me wrelched asI am in the dawn of my youth, Permit
me, father-in-law, to accompany the corpse.'’

Addressing the corpse she said, ** Who is it whose ready
dinner [ had seized depriving & hungry man of his food,—so
that he cursed me in some past life? I do not know
what call was deprived by me of its mother's milk when
sucking and throttled to death. Or in some past life
T s a tiger devoured the darling son of a doting mother
Or as a serpent nte the young ones of a bird laid in its nest.
Some such great crime must T have committed in a past
life or why should my voung husband leave me at this
early youth of mine?"

As the corpse floated on the waves of the river she
ehed incessant tears adding fo the volume of the river's
water. She like one maddened by grief followed the course
of the raft as it proceeded onwards, With the edge of
her sari she wiped away her tears. The beautiful girl
shivs pursued her dead husband through the banks of the
river. (Ll 1-86.)

End of the first Canto. (Incomplete.)
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PREFACE TO THE BALLAD OF BIRNARAYAN

The ballad of Birnarayan was collected by Nagendra-
nath Dey from three different sources in 1020. Firstly,
be got n few lines from one Kalschand Mal, a native
of the village Balids near Muktagacha in Mymensingh.
This man gave information that one Panaulla of the village
Sapkiura in the same district knew the full ballad.
Nagendra Babu accordingly saw Bheik Panaulla who
supplied him with a considerable portion of the song, and
the rest, he collecled from & person who goes by the name
of ‘Kalar Bap' (‘father of Kala') of the village Jentulia
in Mymensingh. Bui the ballad, though collected from
these three sources after a dogged pureuit is still incomplete.
It has been mnoticed by me several times that these ballads,
as & rule, rise fo sublime pathos towards their last portion.
Unfortunately in this ballad we find an abrupt and incom-
plete conelusion, keeping ue in suspense as regards the
fate of the hero and the hercine. The heroine probably
did some daring act of martyrdom or self-sacrifice to vindi-
cate her character, but it is vseless to give a catalogue of our
imaginations on the point. The incomplete ballad contains
547 lines, and I have divided the whole into seven cantos.

From the language of the ballad it appears that it
belonged to the 1Tth eentury, but one eannot be too sure
of dates, as the ballads composed in & very early age are
so recast by succeeding generations of minstrels that their
language cannol always be accepted ns a test of the time of
the composition of the original. i

There are romantic situations in this ballad which
often remind us of the wanderings of Don Juan and Haddee
of Lord Bryon or of Hewlett's Prosper and Isoult in ** The

TForest Lovers."
36

LI



252 EABTERN BENGAL BALLADS

In some passages we bave o distinot re-echo of
the sentiments to be found in the ballad of Mahua.
This ballad-literature of ours with its lively and felioi-
tous accounts of poetic situations brings us avery
now and then in contact with the painful details in the
life of our women. Subjected to cruelties of all sorte and
severe treatment of n blind and orthodox society, our
women display wonderful courage, angelic patience and
a power of endurance which cannot but evoke the admira-
tion of the reader. It isa pity that a girl like Sona, whose
beauty and intellectual gifis were such that she could “*lie
by an emperor and command him tasks "' was subjected to
on extremely unkind and eruel verdict of the society ruin-
' ing the prospects of her life for ever. Again and again
we come across this hard-hearted treatment of the orthodox
Hindu society towards the fair sex in our rural literature,
We have it in Malua, in Khullana and many other women
whose noble qualities challenge our ndmiration. Sona pays
the penalty of being born in thia society of ours where we
find * destiny unshunnable as death,” pursuing the fair
creatures through life inspite of their Ligh accomplishiments
and beauty.

The hero in this ballad, unlike the general run of male
characters in our rural literature, shows s valour, steadiness
and integrity which make him g worthy mateh of bis con-
sorl. TIn this respect be bears a comparison with Nader-
chand of Mahua and one or two other heroes described in
the ballads. The rest are generally found to be u set of
cowards like Chand Binode,

One thing that strikes us in this ballad is the courase
with which the subjects of the king came forward to eriti-
cise his netion. We find here the people organising them-
solves against the will of o eapricious prince and even
daring to contemplate plans for his murder in case he
touched the honour of their hurems. The copper-plate
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inscriptions bear a ftestimony to the Bengali people rising
in  body during a period of anarchy and selecting from
amongst themselves their monarch. Gopal, the founder
of Pal dynasty was elected king by the people, when the
country was rent by what the scholars hesve designated
“"Matsyanyiya.”"' The people living in the dominions of
prince Birnarayan show a spirit akin to that evinced by
the people of Bengal in the 8th century.

As the ballad is incomplete, we cannot give it ifs truu
value, Nevertheless the tradition in the localities from
which it was collected is that Birnarayan met with his
death in -a truly heroic manner, scornfully rejecting
all offers of mwity and pardon from his roysl fnther on
condition of his giving up Sona. It is also said that the
last part of the tragedy concerning the fate of this girl is
full of pathos showing her character in its towering bheight.
T am sorry that I have not been able to collect the ballad
in fall.

DivesiogaNDRA SEX,

| Mabapaayhya. It be saild thal the big Babos seb up Ube sesll Dabes Hops i
inesns ihe sanrchioal sondilion of & conniry in wihick those in pawer oppress Lie wesk.






RAJA BIRNARAYAN -
(1)

It was a terribly dark night,—but even such a night
had its end. Tt dawned. Prince Bimarayan awoke from
his sleep. When stepping out of the room the lizard
made its ominous * fik-bik" and some one sncezed from
behind, but the prinee was a dashing young man and little
cared for signs or nuguries. He went out of the house
without caring much for the inauspicious signa.

But stop. Though he wns o daring fellow, vet in hia
heart of hearts he could not help feeling n besitaney in
starting the work of the day. “Will my day pussin
peace? '" was the thought that lurked in his mind. Tnspits
of his seeming sprightliness und courage the traditional
superstition ba could not resist, He advanced o few sleps
aod then retraced them. He come back to his room
and tried to go, but there was again a doubt that the
day might not be [favoursble. These cogitations kept
him indoors the whole day. But when evening set in
be conld no longer stay ot home. He went (owarda
the river-side all nlone and without any weapon in his
hand. He strolled by the bank of the river enjoying the
sight of the waves which were playfully dancing. A
merchant's boat was paseing by laden with goods, The
tide was favournble and the boat ran so swiftly that one
wmight think it was running o race with 1he winds, but
thut was not the only boat. There was any number of
them of various sizes und colowrs. The sight was pleasing,
The prince zal for a time under the shade of a tree,
gazing at these. Gradually he fell a sense of rapose and

(238
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his eyes shulin sleecp. The sight of the setting sun was
splendid, it made the whole western sky aglow.

At this hour a beautiful damsel came o the river bank
with her pitcher to fetch water. She was the darling of
her parents.  She had her pitcher full but she emptied it
in order to fill it again from. the river. Before the
evening wns over she had come (here lor water. As she
walked, she looked on all sides with eager curiosity. She
loo was attracted by the sight of the beautiful boats, Her
face had the charm and light of the morning sun. When
she came down to the river, the water caught the roys
of the setting sun and as the waves touched her beautiful
person, they sparkled like gold. Then did she rise again
and essayed to return. Here by the river-side <be happened
to see the hnndsome prinee enjoying sleep under a tree.
The more she saw him she felt the afiraetion the greater
and there was no satiety of it. She glanced a hundred
times and yet she cast lher glance again to satisfy her eyes.
She was transfixed to the spot by the sight of the prince
and was not conscious that the evening had passed and
night had already veiled the fair face of earth.

She bad just stepped into youth. Tle sight of the
prince enkindled in her the first desire of n woman's heart.
The secrel of her heart she revealed to none. It was
treasured up in her hearf. As she saw the prince again
and again & strange sorrow overcame ler and she began
to shed tears. She thought—*' This hendsome youth is a
prince and I am the daughter of an ordinary village-man.
Like a dwarf aspiring to touch the sky is my loolish desire
to love him. Like a fly that wishes to reach the starry
regions it is vain for roe to indulge in such a hope. But
though I have annlybed all the reasons and perceived the
foolishness of my course, my mind obstinately clings to
the thought und does not listen to good counsel.’*  As she
went on thinking in this strain her teurs began to flow again.
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At last she falf a relisf at the thonght that though it might
not be possible for her to expeet a return of love, she might
offer hersell to bim, without a thought of getting any return
of love. *° Oh my jewel,"" she said to hersell, ** who is it
that has plunged you in the depth” of ocean making you
innccessible to me."" She brooded over her bad luck and
again and again wept. In the meantime ns she glanced
around she perceived that the whole earth was enveloped
in darkness. There was no glimmer of the evening rays.
The night was dark and terrible. She began to realise
her position—"* What will my parents say az [ have tarried
g0 long in the river-side? What explanation shall I give?”
Alarmed at this thought she hastened her paces and made
herself ready to proceed homeward. (Ll 1-72.)

(2)

Az darkness now prevailed on all sides, the merchant
whose boat with its cargo was going onward by favourable
tide asked his captain to lay anchor st the landing ghat
and there he espied the beautiful girl. The sight of the
youthful maiden inflamed bis mind. *' T will risk my life
for her "' he said, and as the girl was busy in filling the
pitcher in all haste, be seized her from behind her back and
led her onward by force. In the meantime he called
his men who immediately thronged there like an army of
ants. There was none near, so no one came to respond
to the appeal for belp which she made, loudly crying.
In that lonely region of the river-side she Tould expect no
man to come to her rescue at night. The eruel merchant
caught hold of her and tried to throttle ber wvoice by force.
The ory of agony that she sent to the sky in that condition
roused the prinee from his sleep. He saw that the
merchant was earrying away the girl by force and that
she was aiready brought to the boat. The prince was very
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sorry ot what he saw. There was no one in the locality
who could come to the prince if he called for help. ' What
is the good of my ruling the country when a foreigner is
allowed to do such acts of atrocity on my subjects?”” This
was his first thought. At the same time he perceived that
any attempt to rescue the girl would be fruitless ns he was
all slone. But he was full of sympathy for the girl and
without losing heart managed fo creep into the boat all
unperceived in the darkness. (Ll. 1-48.)

(3)

Carrying the girl to his boat the merchant prdered
his men to raise the anchor and start the boat in fall speed.
The bont rowed by many bands flew lilke s bird on the
WAves,

The boat was passing slong the stream and the
merchonl said many & sweet and seductive word to win
the heart of the maiden. *'Your youth, dear maiden, is
manifest in all parts of your handsome person. But when
this youth will decline, all will be over with you. Make
& gift of your youth to me when yon have this treasure,
I confess T am so greatly attracted by your charms that [
am prepared to stake my life for you. Just look at my
goods in this boat. They possess the value of s lakh of
rupees. Everything 1 have got here iz choice and rare.
Ready am I to present themsll to you. My aspiration
is to oarry out your wishes ns your slave. Hundreds of
maid-servants will be near you to serve your least wishes,
They will be obedient slaves to your feet. T will adorn
your beautiful body with gems and stones. Your bed will
be on & conch of gold. Your beautiful feet will not have
to tread the hard earth.  Your order will be the law of my
country, and my subjects will offer Lheir tribute of worship
to you even before the gods of the temple have received it
Im thm.”
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But all these proved fruitless. She would not glance
at him once nor say » word in reply to all his fine speech.
She shut her eyes in contempt and sat at a distance from
him. If he sat facing her she bent her bead low with
ber back turned agninst him, The more the merchant
expressed his ardour, the more she became icy cold and
shed incessunt tears,

The prince saw all these from a distance and began fo
consider the step he should take at this stage.

Slowly did the prince procéed to carry ont his plan.
Availing himself of the darvkness that pervaded the place,
slowly did lie lay hie hands on the weapons stored in the
boat nnd dropped them all into water except one sharp
sword named Ramdno which be selected and kept by him-
self. He stealthily sat behind the captain and eut off bis
head which fell into the water without noise. He next sat al
the helm and steered the bont till it reached a shoal where
it got stranded. The boat could not be moved an inch nnd lay
hopelessly fixed, inert and motionless. The boatmen and
the rowers all got down nnd ftried their utmost to pull
the boat into the water. But the boat lay steanded in the
sand and would not move. The merchant himself got down
from thie boat i order to see what bad boppened.  Avail-
ing himself of the werchant’s nbsence the prince came near
{he maiden who al onee recognised Lim. Bhe clasped his
feet and began to weep. The prinee asked her not to lose
her hope. He would Lelp her to getout of the difficult
situntion, he snid.  He atonce untied a jolly boat whick lay
attached 1o the big boat and floated it in the niver. Carrying
ihe woman thither he sat by her side taking with him
some oars and the great weapon—Ramduno.

Tlhe merchant now saw this and pursued them with
loud cries. Doatmen all joined him in his pursnit and set
up an uproar. They were resalved to eateh the boat. The
prince brandished his sword sitting in the front while Sona

a7
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sat at the helm directing the course of the boat. The mer-
chant entered his boat in search of his weapons. Alas!
where would he find them | They had all been thrown into
the river by the prince. The bostmen were all killed one
by one ss they approached the prince. Horror-struck at
the sight of this dreadful slaughter, the merchant did
not venture to proceed further but beat a retreat. In the
meantime three quarters of the night passed away and the
boat with the pair reached their own landing ghat at that
desd hour of night. (Ll. 1-66.)

(&)

She had gone to fetch water in the evening and the
night was so greatly advanced now. Her father Radha-
raman could not make out the cause of this delay and he
silently searched her in all the known partsof the locality.
Both the parents were struck dumb, afraid of the scandal and
silently and diligently made a scrutinising search talking
in whispers between themselves and did not disclose it to
anybody at first. But when after a careful search they
failed to trace her they were obliged to take their good
neighbours into confidence and iell them that the jewel of
their house—their only child—was missing, She was their
pet and there was none else in the house who could
fill her place. Saying so Radharsman cried like a child.
The neighbours took pity on him and ran in all direc-
tions to search for her again with a good number of people.
Radharaman went to the banks of the river and looksd
around closely watching all possible clues. They saw after
& time the empty pitcher lying near the landing ghat but
found no other trace of the girl. They suspected that ahe
might have been drowned. Some said that she might
possibly have been devoured by a crocodile. Bome of the
more energetic amongst them went into the water and
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searched there. Others searched in the land. They spent
a considerable part of the night in this way till it was
past midnight. At this time the moon was up in the sky
illuminating the river, when they perceived that the girl
Sona with the prince were in a boat. The pair came t0
the landing ghst and got down from the small boat. The
people assembled there like ants making enquiries. The
prince related all facts in & straightforward manner and
Radharaman believed the story saying that the prince had
saved his family from a great dishonour but the neighbours
gaid it was all a fabricated tale. The girl had been dis-
honoured. The couple now tried to hide their guilt by false
pretexts. She could not be given a place again in her house.
The wicked woman must be banished from the village.
Some one said the woman should be cut to pieces and
thrown into the river. The more merciful ones recom-
mended that she should be driven away to some foreign
land. One of them arrogantly stopped others and insisted
on their putting her inside & gunny bag and throwing her
into the river at once. With these threats he valiantly
approached the girl. The prince brandished his sword at
him. Wiih one hand he caght hold of the girl and with
the other he was sbout to strike the assailants. The crowd
dispersed in fear. (Ll 1-39.)

(6)

Sona, the girl, fell at his feet and said ° Now tell me
what course I should adopt ; a weak woman as I am, Tam
still proud of my purity. I donot know what is in store
for me for I find that Providence is against me. You
are the son of a Raja ; you will bave po ecause of sorrow.
No evil can touch you. I regret that without doing any
wrong I have been made & victim to a great scandal ; it
bresks my beart when 1 think of my rond:tion,
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“ 1 ricked my life to save you, dear girl, T cannot bear
to sea you distressed in this way. I will tell you a bit of
my mind. Your face like s full-blown lotus has charmed
my sou!. Your hair has the dark hue of scatiered clouds.
Your eyes are like two beautiful stars and your limbs nre
tender ns stalks of lotus plants, 1 never saw a woman ns
beautiful ns you are. For the sake of your beauty I have
turtied o Leggar at your door. Many proposals ol marringe
are befors mein the palace but none of the girls proposed
have I liked. 1 solicit your hands. Will you not, dear girl,
kindly accept my humble proposal.”

Sani,

““ You are a big Zemindar and I am the daughter of an
ordinary householder. Love between you and me will
be unsteady as & drop of water on a lotus leal. You are
the master of the lond ond after your first infatuation
you will busy yourself with State-affairs and would hardly
think of me. Why should you bring scandal on
voursell for a fleeting impulse which would last for a day
or two. Forgive me, dear prince; go to your palace and be
happy. As for myself, I tell you, it will be my lot to turn a
wretched wanderer in the forest but T would prefer to throw
mysell iuto fire before you and thus end myself.. Why
should you run great risks fur iny poor seil. You will earn
nothing but seandal by paying attention to me. Your
porents, though younre their darling, will not bear it, They
may even ask you to leave the palace. Why should you, oh
prinee, court all these ills when you have such s promising
career before you. Be well adviced, go back to your home
and look to the interest of your State, which as a
prince you should do. T have been already made a victim
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to great scandal and my place will soon be in the depths
of yonder river."'

Saying this she proceeded onwards in order to plunge
herself in the river when the prince stopped her by force
and said, ** You have not understood, ohb girl, the deep-seated
sorrow of my heart. Without you my life would le dreary
like a wilderness. Separated from yon I do not covet to
live. If really you would drown voursell, I would do so
first. Heaven itself would be bLell to me without you.
What do yon say of the pleasures of the palues! I you
refuse me you would just see I am going to drown
wysell in the river."

He not only suid this but advanced some steps o get
down into the river. She clusped his feet and said : ** You
have saved my life and you have been a victim to scandal
for my sake. How can I bear to see you distressed ; if
really you covet my wretched self, here am I at your feet.
I offer my life and soul unto you. Let the moon and the
stars bebold it ; from to-day I offer myself to you and I
shall be yours in weal or woe. My father and mother have
given me up. The good neighbours have been unkind to
me. Ido not know what sin I have committed, yet Provi-
dence seems o be against me. Fallen into great disrtess as
T am, you have protected me as n god would have done."’

When the prince heard these words be raised the girl
from the ground and in great bappiness embraced her.
He thought that heaven itsell had come from its high place
down to this earth yielding him nn easy access. There in
the still hour of the night they pledged themselves to ome
another and were secrelly married. They thought not of
the world or what the people would say. They became one
in' life and spirit in the holy union of mutual choice,
They forgot the rest of the world and as they glanced at one
another they thought that their bliss of life was complete.
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After a time they began to think how could they live
in that Raja's town. Subject to a great scandal their name
will be for ever infamous in the couniry. Parents even
would not excuse them and might pass the sentence of death
for their rash act.

““But if we both leave this country all our dangers will
be over."’

They resolved to do this. As soon as they decided
their course in this way they got upon a small boat and their
great love lent force to the winds which carried the boat
like a bird over the waters.

It was & woeful night that the parents passed. The
night seemed too long for them and they bewailed their lot
in utter helplessness. (Ll 1-92.)

(6)

The people of the locality accused the Raja and said that
in his palace a dog was born in the wicked prince. Every-
where the king protected the people but here that dog
of & prince was allowed to do whatever he liked. **He is
destroying our caste, honour and ruining us. To-day the
vietim is Radharaman ; it will be some one  else to-morrow.
In the jurisdiction of such s Raja we are all unsafe. We
must find out that dog and cut him to pieces and throw him
into water."

‘" We need not fear for consequences. We will face all
dangers. But this conduct cannot be tolerated.”” They all
assembled and took spears and sarkis in their hands and
marched in quest of the pair. They made a search by
ibe banks of the river. They made their way through
the jungles rooting out the shrubs aod wild plants
to make s path. But their vigilant search proved vain.
The pair could not be traced.
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They wased in sullen wrath not being able to find out
the prince. In great disappointment they began to indulge
in all kinds of wild thought. Some one said, ** the Raja
has secretly kept the prince hidden in gome place—alter all
he could not resish the nitural affection of a parent.'”” But
others suggested that it would be well if they openly asked
the Raju as to the whereabouts of his son.

Deciding on the Iast course, they npproached the Raja
aml aequainted him with the wicked nets of his son.
Vehement was their language when they said that such a
wicked son should be killed and his corpse should be floated
in the river.

They concluded by saying, ‘‘Be pleased, oh Lord, to do
justice, Your Excellency should not do otherwise because
your son Is implicated."”

The Raja was grently incenséd. He called the Police
Prelect to his presence and ordered him to bring prince
Birnarayan to his presence, ' If the charge is true,’ said
the indignant Raja, ' he will have due punishment—not a
whit lesa becouse he is my son, It is better not to have a
child at all than one so wicked. Such a wicked child only
brings infamy to the (amily.’

The Police Prefect made investigations and informed the
Rajs that from the day before prince Birnarayan was
missing ; le could not be traced anywhere,

The Raja gave further orders—"'* Wherever lie would be
found he was to be brought there bound hand and foot.””

The Raja thought that the charge was real, otherwise
the prince wonld not have fled away. Evervane said that
for the lnst two days no one knew where he went. He
sgein ordered the police to bring the prince to the court
bovnd in fetters. *‘If such & wicked son is allowed to live be
will be a permanent scandal to the family. 1 shall not feel
a sense of relief until and unless {his villain is werificed st
the altar of our fammly deity, All my State will be in ulter
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confusion and fall into annrchical condition if such & man is
placed at its helm. T will not like to see his face again."

Passing the above order upon the police the Raja called
his principal subjects to his court and gave a general man-
date that all of them should try to find out the prince—
““ Whether in my own State or in the neighbouring ones,
wherever e was to be found he should be forthwith orrest-
ed and brought here. But if noy person out of a [alse
sense of regard or affection tried to hide him he would be
very severely punighed. Such a man would be driven away
from the land—from his hearth and home."

The subjects as they heard this order were filled with
alarm and began a searching enquiry to find ont the prince
Birnarayan. (Ll 1-78.)

(1)

Meantime the prinee and Sona proceeded onward till
they passed through the capitals of three kingdoms. Here
tlie weakened arm of the prinee could no longer row the
boat. They were both upset by an acute hunger and n
feeling of exhaustion. Here they landed ashore leaving the
bost behind. They found a deep impenetrable jungle.
There were delicious ripe fruits of various sorts hanging
from boughs of trees and they ate them to their heart's
content and appeased their hunger.

““ Here shall we live amongst birds and beasts lar awsy
from buman habitation—so that none will be able to
discover ns,’"" they eaid to one another.

They did not think of their condition, as to where they
would find a place to live in—they lay steeped in the joys
of mutaal company in the embrace of love.

But the day passed and the pight came in. With the
approach of night the whole place was covered with an
inpenetrable darkness. The tigers and other beasts were
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observed here and there. Where would they find a hiding
place? The tigers and bears growled ferociously all
around. After a search they found s cave. They entered
it but, lo, they found some beast inside. They were alarmed,
but the prince with his usoal pluck took up his sword and
with mighty foree gave three strokes to the beast and cut it
to pieces, They discovered that the animal the prince had
killed, was a lion.

But they were afraid leat there were snakes or reptiles
in the cave but there was no help. They had nlready
entered if.

In the daytime they plucked fruits. of which there was
an abundance aud they appeased their hunger with them.
Like an antelope and her mate they found their life happy
still in that wilderness. They occupied themselves night
and day with sweel talks snd their love was their only
source of joy. It was w romantic place where love nlone
reigued supreme, They thought of nothing else. In the
morning prince Birnarayan went in quest of fruits, and when
be had gathersd s cufficient number he brovght them to
Sona and they bad a delightful repast. The fruits gave
them a strength which rice could not. They lived in terms
of amity with tigers and bears and werenot at all afraid
of the beasts. The beasts would pass away avoid ing the
track of the pair. Such was the condition in which
Birnarayan passed his days—a prince once, and now &
woodman—his change of fortune being brought about by
love. (L1 1-36.)

(8)

Meantime the informers and other men belonging
to the Rajn's staffi made a most vigorous search for the
prince. They traversed the countries of different Rajos, and
left no river-side, forest or village unnoticed, but every bit

a8
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of earth through that wvast tract of country was serutinis.
ingly searched. Nowhere they obtained a clue to the
fugitives.

They were filled with dismay az the order was to find
out the prince anyhow. T1f they failed in their mission
they were to lose their lives with the women and ehildren
of their house. Greaily alarmed ey again took up the
search and mvestigated all possible lovalities. All places
within the range of their sight were examined but alns)
where was the prince gone with the girl 7 No trace, no
clue, no infarmation could anybody give them,

* How can we return home now ! "' They discussed the
matter amongst themselves. One man said, * Perhaps the
king has killed our women and children incensed at the
delay, taking us to be traitors. Whai good would come
out of our going back as we also would share the same
fate? Here is n deep jungly land, let us settle here and
live in peace. Fruitless would it be to return to our
deserted home ander the shadow of the king’s displeasure.
Let us build Lonses here and start life anew in this jungle.
There is no tax to be levied by any Raja here—nor ahall
we have any risk of heing victims to his whims and eapri-
ces, of losing life at his sweet will. The jungle is a large
tract nnd we shall be able to lead a peaceful life here,'

An old man said—" This is not u sound decision, my
friends! How can we ont off the sweet ties of affection
which Dind ws to the homes of our Inthers? We shall be
subject to great repentamee if we pursue the conrse sug-
gested of cutting off all association with our motherland,
We liave not investigated this part of the country. Who
knows the prince might be hidden in this jungle? Tf we
fail to find him here we will have another discussion on the
point and settle our future course.  But return we must to
our dear motherland and see whad step the Raja takes in
respect of us, (Ll 1-82,)
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(9)

Here Birnarayan and his consort were leading a roman-
tic life. They were passing their days in a dreamy sort of joy
indifferent to every thing else. They talked with each
other day and night yet those unmeaning talks would have
no end. They decorated their body with field-Howers, fresh
and fragrant. There was no enemy, none to envy their
uninterrupted happiness. They wandered in the jungle in
full contentmen: undisturbed by any gloomy thought.

The Raja’s men searched the jungle but did not meet the
prince for some time. One moming as they rose from sleep
they felt greatly dismayed and were discussing as to whether
they should now return home or not. At thie stage the prince
happened to pass by their side, They looked with anxious
eagerness al the figure and were convinced that it was that
of their prince. They encircled him and catching hold of
bis dhuti they seized his person. They were right glad to
have now Prince Birnarayan for whom they had passed w0
many anxious days and nights. The prince appealed to
their compassion saying that he had one in the forest who
belplessly depended on him. They heeded not his request
but caught hold of him saying., ** A compliance with your
request, oh prince, would lead to our death. Excuse us,"

They brought him home leaving the girl alone in the
forest. (Ll 1-30.)

(10)

Sona in the meantime was anxiously awaiting the
return of the prince, He had gone in quest of food but it
was too late now—"* Where is he tarrying to-day ? The delay
made her anxious and she sometimes sat in her lonely cot
brooding over her lot and at others came out in the
lonely path of the forest. The whole day she passed in
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this manuer, her anxiety rising to the highest piteh in the
evening when darkness covered the land, With the ad-
vance of the night she despaived of his return ; she took the
prince’s sword in her hand and wilily wandered about the
forest seeking him. Her thoughts were wild. At one time
she thonght that he might have been dovoured by a tiger.
But in that case some remains of his corpse or a lew bits
of bones would have been there. ‘' Besides my husband is
strong enough even for a strong tiger, [t may be that some
fairy or courtesan might have taken fancy for him and
carried him away, But can it be that he has really been tired
of me ond left me alone wishing for the pleasures of life in
the city. Wherever you may have gone, ol my friend, what-
ever may be your object, may you be happy and may 1 not
live to bear any nnpleasant news nbout you. For me I
shall seek heaven and earth for you and {ry my utmost
to have once more a sight of your sweet face.’! These were
some of her musings.

Baramashi

'“ This is April, oh [riend, the breeze of the spring is
blowing sweetly. In vain quest after you my days pass, but
unbearable are my sufferings in the night which seems to
me too long. In May the air in the evening is cool
amd sweet, but thie does not sssunge the pnin of my
heart. In June the cuckoo's sweet notes soem o me dire
s thunder, Oh! where can T hear his sweet volee once
more? July comes with its unhesrable Leat but still more
unbesrable is my separation from him. August brings
ita showers which drench my body but it cannot put out the
fire that is in my henrt. In September the jhile are full
of full-blown lotuses. If you were hero you would have
plucked some of these for me to adorn my ears."’
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The girl ran mad seeking the prince in that wild tract.
Whomsoever she met she asked—"" Have you seen my young
friecnd?®  The big trees of the forest she approached and
addressed thiem saying—'* Hoary are ye with age and know
what have transpired during all these ages.. Can you give
me auy news of my friend?*" To the birds she said—"*You
wander in the sky and obzerve all that passes in this earth.
Did you see him anywhere? I will follow him wherever ho
is if I simply get a clue from you. Oh ye stars—you
twinkle wickedly but this is no time for joke. You certainly
se¢ with your [ar-reaching ken where my friend is staying
now. Tell me something about him.

'"* He left his father and mother [or my suke and I
cannot reconcile it with my mind that my beloved would
give we up at the Iast hour in this way, Had [ known that
you would desert me =0 cruelly I would have drowned
mysell in the river to avert the mishap that has befallen
me. (Ll 1-64.)

(Incomplete.)
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PREFACE TO CHANDRABATI'S RAMAYANA

This poem written in the form of a ballad has » unique
intereat [or those who are studying the literasture on Rama-
8agn, and thongh from the point of poetic merit it may not
stand on the level of the other exquisitely beautiful ballads
such as Malua and Kenaram composed by the gifted poetess
Chandrabati, its bearing on some of the infricate ques-
tions relating to the origin of the Ramayanic legend is
congiderable, offering suggestive points for reaching a
solution.

It ‘appears that not only in India but in a large part of
the south-east of Asin people were conversant with the
Rama-story during the palmy days of Hinduism. Some of
the old versions were probably older than Valmiki's Epic,
Amongst these the Pali Dasaratha Jataka might be reckoued
as one, I have given my reasons for this view in my book
““The Bengali Ramayanns.” Valmiki bad some crade
materials before him which Le touched with his powerful pen
investing thew with an unsurpassed poetic grace. The slory
of the ‘Andba Muni’ in the Ramayana is a reproduction of
the tale described in the ‘Sama Jataka.” The words that fell
from the demon in the ‘Sambula Jataka® have adistinct ring
of Ravana’s threat to Sita in the Asoka garden, and the
speeches of Vessantara and Maddi in the Vessantors Jataka
nre so nlike those of Ruma and Sitn on the evo of their
exile that ihe eonclusion seems inevituble that one
is e original and the other it copy. These are not
all. There are other analogous passages in the Jataka-stories
which lead us to the supposition that the Ramayame
legend had exiated ia o erude lorm before Valmiki and the
great poet touched all available resources that Iay in the
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country at his time with his inspired ‘pen, so that all that was
inelegant and lacking in polish became exquisitely beautiful
and refined in the poble edifice that be constructed, as if
by a touch of his magic wand.

Amongst the old materials the Jain Ramayanas are cer-
tainly noteworthy. Paum Chariam or life of Rama written in
the first century A. D. by Bimalacharyn in Prakrit deviates
in many paints from Valmiki and even the most modern of
them compiled by Hemachandra—a Jain poet in the 11th
century—record traditions and poetic situations which are
at variance with the accounts of Valmiki whose fame
must have spread far into the country in ihat century.
That the Jain poet at such a late period dared to deviste
from Valmiki in some vital points of the Rama-legends
proves that the Jain community had deep-seated beliefs
and old traditions which their poet could not help recording,
even knowing it fully well that the popularity of Valmiki's
epic had grown so extensive at the time that any version
of the story which materially differed from it would not be
read or appreciated beyond the Jain community,

Rama was certainly a historical figure and the story of
his exile is founded on facts. All the versions whether
Jain, Buddhistic or Hindu have this common ground of the
story but the matter becomes complicated when the story of
Sitajis introduced. Tt is a historical fact that the custom of.
marrying their own sisters was prevalent nmongst the Sakya
people of old. It was a custom which existed in many
parts of the world in olden times. The ancient Egyptians
and Babylonians had this custom, and in the Jataka-stories
we find frequent references fo princes marrying their uterine
sisters in particular clans. The kings of Java followed this
custom. The other tribes and communities naturally looked
upon this custom with derision and contempt (pide Kunal
Jataka, No. 535, pp. 219, translated by H. T. Francis),

Nothing could be more abhorrent and shocking to the
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orthodox Hindu community than the custom of marrying
one's own sister, The Dagaratha Jataka® says thal Sita was
Rama's own sister and in all probability this was a historical
fact, The poet Valmiki, who it is now unanimously
believed by scholars, wrote the Ramayana from the Book II
{0 Book VI did not stress the point of Bifa's birth, but the
later poets who hated the custom prevalent amongst the
Salyas but thonght that the story would be incomplete
without & reference to the birth of the hercine, employed
{heir imagination to fill wp the blank by tracing her
pedigree.

One might say that they could have ensily linked her
with some ancient royal line in order to avoid the difficulty.
Those who have read Mr. Pargiter's latest work on the
genealogy of the Kehatriya princes will easily understand
why Sita’s parentage could not be nssociated with sny
Kshatriya Raj family. The genealogy of noted princes of
India was known sowidely in the country and Sita was such
a distinguisbed woman that all attempls to link her with any
of the principal royal dynasties of India would not meet
with popular ncceptance as the fraud would be immediately
detected. Easier far it was fo hide the fact under some
legend, which, however monstrous or extraordinary it
might be, would readily appeal to the eredulity of the
populace.

The orthodox Hindn community under the circumsiances
created stories of a wild nature and thus patched up what
in their eves appeared to be a defect in the Ramayanic
legend. The stories thus fabricated might be as old as
Valmiki or even carlier. 'Weo have a series of guch wild and
extraordinary tales relating to the birth of Sita, though
we do not find any trace of them in the epie of Valmiki.

But the most interesting point to us is that snch logends
existed even in Bengal side by side with Valmiki’s epic,
The writers of Sanskrit except ina few stray cases have
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ignored these legends, The question is why did Chandra-
bati, the writer of the present ballad, and herself a great
Sanskrit «cholar, prefer the indigenous legends to the epie-
version while writing the story of Ramayana? She wrofe
ber Ramayana about the year 1575. Krittibas's recension
was composed long before this time,—it was at least a eon-
tury earlier. I cannot exacily say whether in the conrse
of a century the fame of Krittibas had already penetrated
the backwoods of Eastern Bengal and found appreciation
in the disirict of Mymensingh. No version of Krittibas's
Ramayana has been recovered from Eastern Bengal earlier
than the 1Tth cemtury but that does not undoubtedly
establish the point that Chandrabati did not read Krittibas,
We caunot arrive at any definite conclusion in this matter.
But it is certain that she bad read Valmiki. Her father
Dwija Bansi was o profound Sanskrit scholar and he
ordered her to compile 8 Ramayana in Bengali. Chandrabati
was, ae already stoted by me, berself a good Sanskrit
scholar.

Even so late as 1675 East Bengal, specially Mymensingh,
was not free from Buddhistic and Jain infloences. About
this time the poet Ramanands, a Buddhist, wrofe his Rama-
yana in the Rarfi-country, declaring himsell as an incar-
nation of Buddba commissioned 0 re-establish Buddhigm
in India. The Shaiva religion that prevailed in Mymen-
singh during Chandravati’s time had elements of Buddhism
and Jainism in them, and the Hindu public lad not alto-
gether forgotten the Rama legends according to the version
given by the scholars of these two creeds. Chandrabati
wanted to make ber recension of the Ramayana nceeptable
to her countrymen in a way which would accord with
their traditional beliefs. In those days poets never cared
to give » literal translation of Sanskrit epics, Neither
Krittibas nor Kasidas did it. They based their recensions
on the Sanskrit originals up to a certain limit, but weote for
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their own people pandering to their tasies and established
traditions.

Chandrabati did neither [ollow Valmiki nor Krittibas
hut introduced matters in conformity with the traditions
current in her country. She, however, fabricated nothing.
One not knowing the Bamayanic tales prevalent in provin-
cial dinlects outside Bengal, might be wrongly led to
suppose thot -she invented many portions of the story, but
taking a bird's eye viaw of the extensive Ramayanic
liternture of indigenous origin prevalent outside Bengal,
we find that what had appeared to us at first to be her
coinage is to o great extent based on an earlier authority.

For instance the story of Kuokuos, the danghter of
Kaikeyi, is to be found in the Kashmiri, Malayan, Javanese,
Cambodian and Tibetan versions of the Ramayana,~not
exnctly in each cuse as Chandrabati gives it, but the sbory
in all these sources is substantially the same.

* In the Kashmiri version writfen by the poet Dibakar
Prakash Bhatta who lived during the reign of Sukhajiban
Singh, Baja of Kashmir (1786 A.D.}, we find an account of
Kukua, She iz not named so in this version, bui the
account given of her tallies with that of Chandrabati in
its main points. Bir George Grierson writes in the series
‘ Bibliotheca Indica,” published by the Asiatic Society of
Bengal in 1930 :—

“ Sita mow (pregnant) had a sieter-in-law (husband's
sister) who hates her with jealous treacliery. 8he asks
Sita to draw for her a portrait of Ravana."'

In the Malay Ramayana this sister-in-law ol Sita is
called Kikawi and in the Javanese version she is Kikevi
Devi. In the Javanese Ramavana it iz nol Kukua bt
her mother Kaikeyi hersell who draws a picture of Ravana
on Sita's fan and lays it on her bed where Rama finds it.

That Rama exiled Sita owing to the intrigue of a third
party is a common factor in the various recensions of the
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Rama-story writterr in provincial dialects of many countries.
In the Khemir versions from Cambodin “*A Yakshini of
the demon race determines to separate Sita from Rama and
persusdes ber to draw a portrait of Ravana on a slate.
She then incarnates herself in the porirait whicl sho 18
consequently unable to rub out.  Sitain a fright hides il
under the bed on which Rama subsequently liex down and
is geized with violent fover. The room is searched for the
cause. Sita confesses that she was the artist and Rama
ordera Lukshmana to take her away.'" The above is taken
fromn Miss 8. Karpete's ‘The Influence of Indian Civiliza-
tion in Further India' in Indian Art & Letters, Vol, I,
No. 1 (1927), pp. 33ff. Sir George Grierson refers to it in
his work on the Kashmiri Ramayana (p. xlii).

Mr. W. F. Stutterhen, Honorary Secretary, Holland-
India Society, and an authority on the Ramayana amongst
the modern Orientalists addressed me a long letter in which
he asked me il T could find similarities in Indian sources
with the accounts of the Javanese and Malayan versions
of the Ramayana. He referred to 19 poinis in which the
versions deviated from the Sanskrit epic of Valmiki, These
points are as [ollow : —

1. The story commences wilh a full description of
Ravana's exploits. He is the son of Chitrababu, has O sons :
Indrajit, Patala, Maharayan (= Mahi Ravana of page 252
of the book Bengali Ramaynnas) and Ganga Mahasura,

““2. His wife is a copy of the wife of Dagaratha
(Dasaratha’s wife called Mandodari, wis summoned by
Ravana, but she made a copy of herself by means of the
secretions of her skin).

8. Ravana's wife gives birth to o daughter who is
east into the sea (in an iron coffin) and picked up by the
rishi Kala. She is called Sita.

" 4. Dasaratha’s first wife (Mandodari) gives birth to
two sons Rama and Lakshmana, his second wife Balyndari
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also to two =ons : DBardan (Barndan) and Citradan amd o
duughter Kikevi Debi.

5, Rishi Kala hides Sita in a temple, nmong 100 idals
(after the vietory of Rama on tlic ocension of the Svaynm-
bara), Rama discovers hier.

“ . Rama fghts (after lis wedding) ogainst four
princes on his return to lis father's town,

7. Rama decides not 1o retuen a8 he hears that the
kingdom is promised to Baradan,

g Hanuman is the son of Bama and Sita. They
are chonged imto monkeys, They eohabit and are once
more eliapged into human form.  Sits vomits the embryo
which is wrapped in o leaf and deopped in the mouth of
Dovi Anjani ; or inanother story, Ramu sees Devi Anjani
performing her austeritics in the midst of tlie sen. His
semen virile appears and is dropped in the mouth of Anjani
by the wind god (here Tlinumun iz only u son of Rama).

“90. Anjani; tho daughter of Gulsmn and sister of
Sigriva and Subali gives birth to Hanunun.

10, 'The story of the apes is told quite smply.

" 11, Ramu meets with Sngrva by aceident.  Segriva
sits weeping an o trie; his tears fall on Rama's breast as ho
sleeps under this tree: or in snother story, Sugriva is sitting
i hill of the seerctions of his weeping eyes, o brook of
bis tears flows. The water deank by Ramn is saltish,
Thue b is diseavered.

19 Hanuman after visiling Sita in Tanks and
after fglining some Rakshasa takes » bath in o sea or lnke.
Thus refreshed he Aghts pguin, ele.

“13. The stary of Mahi Rovann and Blasmalochann
veours dlso in the Maloyan Ramayiana,

1. Rovana's son Ghaiga Mahnsurs destroys  the
CanREWaY,

#15.  Stary about Kings Jayasingh and Surinala with
whost Ramn fought before his attnek on Lanlks,
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*“16, Hanuman meets with his son Hanuman Tugunga
(this story is told in the episode of Mahiravan. Hanu-
man's son is the door-keeper of Mahiravan’s palace. He
is the son of Hanuman and a fish queen.

**17. Ravana's adopted son (Mulamatani) with
500 heads fights Ramn.}

**18. Ravana does not die.

“ 19, The story of Kukua is told, Kukua is called
Kikevi Devi."

One of the peculiarities of the Jain Ramayana and
those prevalent in Bouthern India and in the islands of
Indian Archipelogo generally is that a far greater siress
is laid on Ravana than on Ramn. In the Northern legends
Rama's characler stands prominently out and Ravana
occupies the next place in the success of his arms and in
his valour. But in the former versions Ravana ocoupies
a far greater place of importance and iz the most conspi-
cuous figure,—a point whieh T have elaborately diseussed
in my “'Beogali Ramayanas."'" In the epic of Valmiki
itsell there are passages which show Ravana's outstanding
personality and greatness. We need not take into aceount
the legendury accounts of Ravana’s expeditions narrated
in the seventli book which certainly was not Valmiki's
composition. When Hanuman disguised s a monkey
of a very small size entered the harem of Ravans and
saw the Rakshasa king for the first time sleeping in
his bed, the impression on his mind was one of great
admiration for the adversary of his master.

In the Ramayana by the Jain poet Hemachandren, the
aceounts given of Ravana's Tapasya (religions austerities)

and of the superhuman powers that be acquired, throw into
ghade ull the achievements: of his adversary—the glorious

| Thuee wey some posiea o old Bengali in which Bils fghts with snd kills
bydrn-linaded Havem.
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incarnnation of Vishnu, Numerous temples in Southern
India are said to have been founded by Ravana (see Bombay
(azetteer, 1, 7, 190, 454, No. XVII, 70, 2008, , 341). He
performed his nusterities at Gokarmn in Canars (Bowmbay
Presidency). This district is. fnll of legends about him.
Ravann was held as a great and saintly king by the Maha-
jan: Buddhists, He had 2 world-wide celebrity for his
wisdom. In the Lankavatar Sutra, composed in the
second century A, D.  Ravans argues with the Buddhn on
various ethical and religious points, and after bolding his
own fora long time st last acknowledges the superiority
of the Buddhn and aceepts him ns his Gury. The Buddhists
of the Mahajan: school hold Ravana ns u saintly king of
spotless character, and Dharmakicli who flonrished in the
sixth eentury A.D isindignont against Brahmanic writers for
staining the fnir name of Tavana by attributing to him deeds
which were not true (see Bengali Ramunyaoas, pp. 33-34).

Curiously, amongst the masses of Bengal there seem to
have existed in older days o tradition of Ravana's great
wisdom. The epie and the literature that grew on it have
pictured him as a wicked king who committed all kinds of
atrocities on gods and men—particularly on the fairsex. The
seventh book attached to the Ramayana of Krittibas recards
some of his foul deeds, the most atrocious of which was his
rape of Ramblisbati and Satyabati.  The orthodox Hindus
in Bengal have nothing but a de¢p-rooted hatred for him.
But the Buddhists believed him, ss already stated, to be &
just and wise monarch and the Juins have magnified his
tapasya and religious practices.

In the lower stratum of our society ke was honoured
ne a wise man in the past. There is quite a store-houyse
of Bengali aplorisme still current in the eountry-side like
those of Dak and Khana which are attributed to Ravana:
and his sayings are quoted by the people as suthoritative in
regari to agriculture, astrology nnd other subjects.

40
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As the names of Mahiravana and Bhasmalochans could
not be traced by me in the earlier days of my research
to- any Sanskrit sources within my knowledge I thought
they were coined by poets like Krittibas and Kabichandra.
But now I find that these stories are also described in the
Tibetan, Javanesze and Malay Ramayanns.

But far more widely known wag Bhasmalochana in the
world's mythology. We not only find him mentioned in the
versions referred to above but in the Oriya Ramayana
which is & mere copy of Bengali he is described exactly ns in
Bengali. Curiously we have found him too in the Gaelic
legends, There he appears as the god Balor. This god had
two eyes, one of which was always kept closed, for *‘it was
so yvenomous that it killed any one in whom itz look fell.”

On days of battle be was placed opposite to the enemy,
the lid of the destroying eye was lifted up with a hook and
its gaze withered all who stood before him (Celtic Myth
and Legend by Charles Squire, p. 48). The Hindu poets
inspired by wn epirit of deep-geated anger against the
Rakshasae made both of his eyes venomous so that the wretch
was deprived of seeing his own kith and kin, in facl
everything of this fair world. Is it not curious that the
old Bengali litersture has preserved some traditions prevail-
ing in remote parts of the world and which are evidently
not derived from Sanskritic sources?

Now to refer to Chandrabati's Ramayana.—The birth of
Sita described in this ballad is embodied in a legend which,
differing in certain minor points, agrees in the mnin with
the accounts given by the people of widely distant lands
particnlarly with those of Southern Indis and Indian
Archipelego,

In the Javanese version she is the daughtor of Ravans
and Mandodari. The queen believing in an oracls which said
that the child would be ill-fated, puts the infani inte a boix
and casts it into the sen. The box is wished ashore and is
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found by Janaka, In the Malay Ramayanse Sita is &
dsughter of Mandodari, and in the Tibetan Ramayana she
ig the danghter of Ravana,—at whose birth the astrologers
declare that she will ruin ber father snd all the demons.
She is put in a vessel made of copper and committed to the
waters, being ultimately found and adopted by Indian
peasants (Rama-legenden and Rama-beliefs in “‘Der Indische
Kulturkrei's,”” Munchen 1925, pp. 76ff., by W. Stutterhein
—referred to by Sir George Grierson in his edition
of the Kashmiri Ramayana, p. XX). In the Kashmiri
Ramayana the poet Dibakar Prakash says that Sita was
the daughter of Ravana, Queen Mandodar heard that
the astrologers had said from a study of her Horoscope that
she would kkill ber father and that if she were allowed to
marry, she would become a dweller in the forest and
would come from there to destroy Lonka. Mandodari
tied a stone round the neck of thechild and threw her
into a river. The baby was washed ashore and found by
Janaks.

It is & noteworthy faot that even in small details
Ohandrabati fullows some precedent or says something
agreeing with t.a other poets, She carefully seeks all
availuble traditions while writing her story and conforms
to many of them.

In the Javanese Ramayans the child Sita is picked up
from walers by Risi Kaln who delivera her to Januka but in
the Tibetan version she is found by ' Indian peasants.'’
Ohandrabati’s statement thst she woe found by a fisherman
neeords with the Tibetan account for a fisherman may be
taken to belong to the peasant class, Our poctess shows
considerable power in delineating the picture of thia fisher-
man and his wife Sata. The sketch is original—a product
of her own poetic fancy, In the Malsy Ramayana the
baby is put in an iron coffin. The Tibetan poet makes it &
copper-vessel and Cbandrsbati says that it was a golden
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caskel on which Lhe divine egyg wos placed and foated in the
sen nt the desire of Queen Mandodari.

A caréful study of the Dengnll Tieratnre would provide
s with n elue to muny faets of history which neither Sans-
krit nor that part of vernacular lierature which is purely
derived from Sanskritic  sources would supply.  The purely
indigenous literature of Bengal of the past serves to establish
anr relationslip and connection with the vast Hindu world
which in the remote past was certainly not a= narrow ae
it in now, but eomprised n far greater geographical area—
beyond the limite of modern Mdia.

We should be wrong in atating that notbing of these
indigeoous tales which were current in the conntry in
ancient times has been accepted by our Sanskrit scholars, and
that the tales on the Ramsaga outside Valmiki’s epic with
all its appendages of latter-day interpolations have been
totally jgnored by them. The Advat Ramayana says that
Sita was a daughter of Mandodari, The word Advut which
means bere ‘outlandish’ suggests that the tales described in
this book were collected from other than sirictly Hindu
POUTCEE.

Chandrabati follows the traditions spread in the country
not through the medivm of Sanskrit but through earlicr
songs stored in the memory of the people and sung by
women and the peasantry. Whether Bengal got this store-
house of ancient traditions [rom the Tamil or other Dravi-
dian countries or from the North-West is a problem which
has not yet been solved. But it is interesting that the
Ramaynnic legends which sbounded in India not in-
corporated in Valmiki and existed probably in an earlier
period, have survived in a country like Bengal-—ridden and
domineered over by Valmiki and an army of S8anskritic poets
who had the utmost veneration for our great epic master.

Chandrebati’s ballad along with other classical works
of Bengal which are true to indigenous traditions in a far
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greater degree than purely Sanskritio works, gives us glimpses
of o culture whieli owned o kinghip with many distant
countries the Mindus lind colpmised or lad constant ¢om-
munications with in the hey-day of their glary.

The Ranmyanie tale composed by Chandrabati s, us I
hnve stated slrendy, a ballad, though the subjeet is a Pauranic
one amd differs from the contemporary classical poems in
mony respects.  The lines pnd stanzas have the distinet
sound and musie ehnrdeteristic of a ballad and the psnal
phrase so common in our ballad literature when introdicing
a pew development in the plot ** Ki Kam Karila ™" is also
met with in this poem in several places, The frequency of
the manosyllnbic word ‘¢M" with'a prolonged sound proves
that the whole poem is 0 song. The word gives n poetic
ring to almost each line and ot times ioveats the song with
exquisite pathos.

I bave alveady siated that this ballad of Ramayana by
Chandrabati is sung all over the district of Mymensingh by
women on bridal oceasions.  1f is really to be regretted that
a ballad so popular has not yet seen the light though there
is no lack of eoterprising publighers in Mymensingh. 1
have given only an incomplete version of it. 1 am sorry 1
could not secure the whole but T am in correspondence with
some gentlemen who have promised to collect the remaining
portion. As the ballad has not yet been published, there
are very lew singers who can reproduce it as a whole.
These ballsds as & rule are sung on festive occasions. The
whole soog is often sung by many personsin a chorus.
Even the memory of # professional minstrel lfails at times
and he is then helped by some one from amongst the choris.
Individually the singers can seldom recite the whole song
without such aid. It is therofore so difficult fo collect a
complete ballad without consulting many singers. On festive
days one can of course meet a full party of the minsirel and
hia chorus ; but it requires the help of a sbort-hand writer to
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take down a song when it is sung, and that is not possible
<o far ns Bengali is concerned. This explains the reason
why even such a popular song a= this ballad of Chandravati
could not be recovered in its entirety, But I nm hopeful of
securing it in the near future,

It is interesting to note that in her attempis to follow
the traditions current in Ler country from olden times,
Chandrabati has deseribed some incidents of Rama-story in o
way different from the accounts of Bouk I of the epic. This
book is not the composition of Valmiki according to seholurs.
Dagaratha, aecording to that Book of the Ramsyann, got
four sons as the result of a sacrifice porformed by him.
The account i= an attempt o establish the divinity of
Ramachandra and bis step-brothers.  Chandrabati did pot
Accept Lhis story but gave one which is in accord with the
other ballads of the country. A Sannyasi came when all
the sacrifices performed by the Rishis sl the request of
Dusaraths hnd failed in their object of getling for the king
the boon of o son, and this Sannyasi gave the Raja a
fruit which had tobe tuken by his Ranis ; this produced
the desired effect, Mymensingh was not in Chandrabati's
time yet o thoroughly under the control of prisstly
revival, hence Chandrabati could venture to declare the
failure of the religious sacrifices performed by the Rishis.
In those parts of Bengal which are ridden over hy priestly
mfluence the failure of u sagrifice performed by Rishis
would not be bolieved and if anybody would say something
so sncrilegions he would be conderaned.  The advent of the
Sanoyasl in eritical zitnations is in perfect aceord with
whitl we %o often meet in the Bollnd literature. (See Kajal-
Rekha, Vol. T, Parts I and 11, Kanchanmals, Vol, I1,
Parts Land TL, B.B. Ballads and Malanchamals, pp. 267-344,
Folk Literature of Bengal, Caloutta University.)

There are many paseages in this porm which establish ite
kinship with the contemporary ballads of Mymensingh,
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The practice of measuring gold in baskets (p. 826), the
mention of shell-bracelets ealled * Ram Lakshman '
(Mainamati songs) are o be found in this song slong with
other things of the sort so common in Ballads,

It should, however, be remembered that though the
Ramayanic Jegend has been couched by Chandrabati in the
form of a ballad she was not illiterate like many of the other
ballsd-makers. On the other hand she had not only
mastered the rhythmical Bengali expressions but bhad a
respectable knowledge of Supskrit, This knowledge is in
evidence in many passages of the song. The line ‘) = ife
fom =2y feq ' (L, B, Canto VI, Book I, Val. TV, Part II)
is an esho of “AxwramaTsy AvafE faee” of the famous
Sunskrit work R1¥rey 548, Alter the Vaishnava poets who
gave & hundred endearing names to Krishua, she calls
Ramuchandra by various names given with affection by his
kith and kin and the passage beginning with ‘cav=m =tfm
W9 ¥ & (p. 26, Canto VII) has borrowed the very
expressions of Vaislmay poetry. Besides this Ramayanic
ballad Chandrabati wrote many other poems amongst which
the contribution she wade to her father’s celebrated Mana-
samangal is importunt. Incorporated in it i» the famous
ballad of Chandrabuti on Kennram {he robber. We find
her signature ( 2@ ) in the colophon of thess poerns, but
in her most celebrated ballad, Malus, we find ber name
i the eoloplion of the preliminary bymn only and not
in the body of the texts. The reason is not difficult to
guess out. The oppressions of the Kazi and the arbitrary
deeds of Dewnn Jahangir are exposed in this ballad in
the moat oulspoken manner, & our poeless preferred
to appear incognilo as a sufe course, She was evidently
a contemporary of the Dewan Jnhangir. The Kazi's
oppression und the anarchical eondition of the country
that she describes so vividly in Malun are borns out
by the account she gives of her times in Kenaram :—** The
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dacoits are the real rulers of the country wnd the Badshab
's %0 only in mame; The country is going to rck and
ruin under the rule of the Kazis"'—(Kenaram, Vol. I,
Parts 1 and ). Thai both Malun and (his Ramsys-
mic ballad came from the same pen i2 proved by the use of
many words and phrases showing the mannerism of the
poetess,  'We find in this Rama-ballad suifecarets, s,
B F110 wnd other similar expressions whicl oecur both
i Mulug and io the song. Inthe locality in whicli Chandra
bati lived, the deities Manssa Debi and Bana Durga were
worshipped by the people ; there vere other evil epirits such
a5 Darai aud Dakini who had to be propitisted on purticular
oceasions.  'We find offerings being sent to these from the
palace of Dasaratha after the birth of Rama! All these show
that the poem had not any pronounced connection with
Valmiki's epic but was inspired by the vast folk-literature
which existed in Mywensingh about this time. Ram and
Sita here play at dice—a fashion which was in vogue
amongst men and women of the aristoeratic classes during
Mahomedan rule. The line Zwwn Meta wam =R
(L. 9, Canto 1) is significant and distinctly proves that
there was a class of female story-tellers who were appointed
in palaces for giving amusement by meuns of Gitikathas
and ballads with ethical lessons 10 the princesses.  T'he
audience of the Gitikathas and Rupakathns consisted of
wives and daughters in Sristocratic families. ("Mie PFolk
Literature of Bengal, p. 261.)

That the Ramayana of Chandrabati derived its ohjal
inspiration from the southern versions of the story and not
from Valmiki is evidenced by the fact that the poetess, like
Juin authors and the rocensionists of Tamil countries and
of Malays, Siam and the islands of Indian Archipelago,
began the story of Ram with o deseription of Ravany
and his Lanka, the ascecount of Ram being introduced
later an.
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This poem of Chandrabati which may not rank in poeti-
cal merit with Malua is nevertheless & fine creation of
poetic fancy. The conception of the story shows great
artistic power on the part of ihe poetess. She traverses
tlie field of the whole Ramayanic legend in the shortest
possible space, but the book does not, owing to this
breyity, look like o summary or catechism. It is enlivened
everywhere with sparkling passages and exquisite touches of
poetry snd nowhere is this brevity combined with wit and
pathos so much in evidence as in Book I1 where the story
of Sita's past life is related by berself. The description of
her life in Dandakaranya will remind one of the Meghnadh-
badh Kabya where Sita describes the same episode of her
life to Sarama, There is some striking affinity between
the two accounts and I have some suspicion that Michael
might have heard this Ramayanic ballad in Mymensiogh on
some bridal occasion and got his inspiration from there. The
pathos of Michael's poetry as far as this part of his great
poem is concerned is justly admired. But an unprejudiced
and impartial eritic will surely admit Chandrabati's deserip-
tion to be more refined and exquisite—though Iacking in
the splendour of Madbusudan’s word-painting, whilst her
simplicity gives an undonbted grace to this picture of forests
life. Compare Madhusudan’s nccount ** feg catal oamms=l
ctateR B, FomE WA T I% 79 e Ay A
e ” with * o Afgw on e W1 g e
w(Ews wiwEl (2R @wa (¥ S AW TN OV AEERERA |
=y FreyHiG O WENE &FA 5w 1 eto.

1 have already referred to the fact that Chandrabati like
a true artist has given a polish by her poetic touch to this
short episode of the Ramayans which in the hands of an
inferior poet would have sunk into a prosaic summary only.
In this short space she shows us lively scenes and Leautiful
poetic situations as in a panorama. Her great power superbly
manifests itself in the description of Sita's past life where
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scenes follow scenes in quick cinema-like BUCCRSSiON
reminding one of Byron's famous poem, * The Dream’.

I have given an account of the life of Chandrabati in my
preface to Kenaram and elsewhere: so a repetition here
i8 unnecessary, but I should say here that the pathos
of Sita’s misery has been so vividly described by her that
one would not be wrong in supposing that she could do so
because she hersell suffered from her disappointed love
which brought on her premature death—full of tragic
"interest,

The incomplete ballad contains 776 lines.

Disese Cuaxors Sgx



Chandrabati’'s Ramayana

(1)

On the sea-const there was a golden city ealled Lanka
and there ruled Ravana—the king of Rakshasas.

The golden city was built by the divine architect Biswa-
karmn ; its grandeur was beyond all description, The
breadth of the city was a yojana (eight miles). The huge
mansions in it looked like hills and mounts.

The waves of the sea incessantly dashed ngainst the city
of Lanka and the diamonds and pearls that adorned ite
palaces shone brilliantly from afar. There were large tanks
there with landing steps made of solid gold and silver. They
were wonderful to behold.

We have heard of Nandan—the garden of Indra's
heaven. The famous Asoka garden of Lanka was s mateh
for it. Night and day flowers bloomed in the Asoka garden
and when a flower bloomed there its fragrance was carried
toall the three worlds by the wind. The bloom of a flower
ol Asoka Insted for a full year. With such flowers ol the
Asokn garden did the Rakshasa girls decorate their hair.
During all the seasons of the year one could see fruits,—ripe
and luscions,—hanging from the boughs of trees. They were
0 abundant that the boughs seemed W break under their
load.

The lights kindled in the might were not allowed to be
put out in the day, for dance and music went on unceasingly
and npobody cared to notice that the night was over. Such
wits the dread in which the eity of Rakshasas was held, that
the very hirds,—while flying nbove, divided themselves into
two rows as ey Hlew beyond the city without daring to

|
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cross it 50 as to cast their shadow on the fair city,
und thercby irritate the monarch, and the angels of heaven
in their march (brough besven paid salutes to the palace
from afar.

In the houses of Lianka the towering height of which
exceeded that of great mountains, dwelt the Rakshasas.
The walls of these mansions were plated with silver and the
roofs were supported by golden beams and rafters. Those
houses, though they rested on the earth, touched the
very sky by their towers.

Surrounded by these noble mansions stood the pleasure-
house of Ravans, as the stars are seen to surround the moon,
This pleasure-house had a thousand door-ways and their
glass-panes sparkled in the rays of the sun. The doors and
Inttices hnd the decorstion of pearls and diamonds—and
‘one seeing it must confess that such a house was not to be
found elsewhere in the world,

The Rakshasa women werg of peerless beauty, They used
to decorate their braids with the garlands of Parijat flowers.
Some of them decked their hair by an artistic setting of
diamonds and other precious stones, The perfumes they
used in their person scented the air, and these women were
so hand some by nature that the precious stones they wore
grew lustreless before the dazzling beauty of their person,
They changed their fashion and taste so frequently that one
would see them wearing new apparels and costumes every
day. They stretched their tender limbs on couches of gold
and slept at ease, taking nectar which the gods alone are
privileged to enjoy for their daily refreshment,

Surely the beavenly architect Biswakarma had built this
city of Lanka as a unique thing of besuty and joy and of
which a parailel was not to be found in the world,

Mighty was the Rakshasa chiel whose will was hard to
resist. He cared not the gods of heaven, and was immortal
by tlie boon of Brahma,
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Even the great Indra—the Lord of gods—and all his
mighty comrades dreaded the Rakshasa monarch, His
sworn enemies were men nnd monkeys ! alone. The wealth
of the great king was measured in big bnskets and not in
ordinary scales. No one in the world was as rich as
Ravana and it is impossible o give n description of his un-
told wealth. The dinmonds and pearls were spread in the
compound of the bouse for drying up in the sun,

One day Ravann sat in his court and begai to discuss
his future programme of work with his ministers and
courtiers.

It was settled that be would lend an expedition against
the gods. As soon asthe iden struek Lim, he marched
beavenward with his vast Rakshasa army. This army, in-
vincible in war, who struck terror everywlhere they went,
at once came up to the gate of the abode of gods and attack-
ed them.

The informers npproachied Indra, the king of gods, and
gave him the tidings of this attack of Ravana, Indra and
other gods fell into o dilemma and their city trembled at the
great noige raised by the Rakshasas,

Ravana was grim as the Lord of Death himself. There
was no warrior anywhere wlho wns his equal in arms. His
lieads if severed from the body grew anew upon the trunk
instantly . Fire could not burn him. The wicked monarch
of Rakshasas had thus grown invineible by the boon of
Brahma.

The gods in n body fled from heaven. Amongst themn
Indra, the king of beaven and Yama, the Lord of Death, were
bound in chains by Ravana and carried away. The Parijat,
the wonderful tree of plenty, which adorned the garden of

V. Braboa's boom was that no Uel or sjgiel ue any nber squri or ainzel ol Lhe
vruintion woalil be abile o do sny borm 1o Revees, lilg atily abgecte ol fread wers to e
wen spd mookern, bel the ldier were tiedy, sbiglied Iee thee wmmmatels who told

Brehms tlat b cored wot i aochi despicalile’ crraiuses ke s otul msokeys wers
his wBeniies
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Indra was uprooted, with its leaves and branches, and taken
to Lauka, The redoubtable elephant Airahat and thie peerless
horse Uchchaisraba which Indra had got by churning the
ocean were also earried by Ravana who besides took posses-
sion of the great aeroplane, the Pushpakn of heaven’s lord,
and zeated on it, he morched through the sky. Of nll the
valuable things in the trensury of Indm nothing was left.
Every article of value he looted. The beavtiful wives of the
gods he did not spare but forcibly carried them in the nerial
chariot. There crowned with luurels of viclory and seated
on  the Pushpuka, the great Rakshusa king with lhis
noble captives marched homewards through the niry path.
Chandrabati says thiat the whole heavenly region looked
drenry and desolate as cremntion ground. (Ll 1.76.)

(2)

After this conquest of heaven, Ravana nexi plinned to
carry an expedition againgt the principal monarchs of the
earth, These kings as they heard tho rattle of the weapons
of the Rakshasas, did not venture o defend themeelves but
all of them beat a retreat acknowledging the wictory of
their terrible assailant,

Heaven and earth thus subjugated, the next move of the
Rakshasa king was towards the nether-land. There his great
war cry struck terror into the heart of Basuki—the hydra-
headed snake and other noteworthies. They acknowledged
their defeat in bumilisting terms without daring to offer
any resistance at all.

Ravana, alter this, went to the fumous hermitages of the
world where the Rishis and eaints practised religions aus-
terities. 'With his eyes rolling in anger ihe great Rakshnss
wanted his due royal tributes from those nseetics. He canght
Lold of their knotted locks and binding them with one an-
other committed cruel atrocities on thew, Astrip of bark
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round their loins was all the wealth they possessed and they
lived on  roots and fruits of trees. There they lay prostrate
near the feet of Ravana rolling in the mire. He had no
feeling of compassion and played cruel pranks on these
innoeent spiritual men.

With the sharp ends of the fusha grnss the Rishis pierced
a little of their breasts and extrocted some drops of blood.
This tribute from the Rishis Ravana realised and put the
blood in n casket. Gilad at heart owing to his unbroken
victories everywhere Ravana returned to his capital and
visited liis queen Mandodari, presenting ber with the casket
tinged with the blood of the neceties. She asked him—
** What treasure, oli Jord, have you brought in this casket ?"*
Ravana replied, ** The Gods are my enemies. They drink
nectar which bas rendered them immortal. I have brought
their chiefs, Indra ond Yama, as captives here. Here is
poison in this easket. I will kill the gods by means of this
poison. Do kesp it carefully. T will call for it when the
proper time will come.”” Saying so the king left the harem,

The great Ravana thus ruled his vast kingdom advised
by his ministers and courtiers. T will naxi relate to you the
birth of Sita,

Ravana took the beams from the moon: god and adorned
his crown with them. From the sun-god ho took a thousand
rays which now added brilliance to lis person.  From the
fire-god he took the burning flames which now emanated
from his twenty eyes. The thirty-three millions of gods
were brought to the city of Lanka and there they stood with
joint palms singing the praise of ihe greal Rakshazy king—
gome of them acted as sweepers in his city, others as garden-
ers busy with the flower-plants of his garden. The Raksha«
ga generals lorded over them and supervised their works,
Kuber, ihe lord of benven's treasury, became lius treasurer.
Eleven Rudras were appoinied to serve as liz body-guards at
night. The twelve Adityas held the royal urnbrella over his
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head, The god of winds waved the chamara when bhe sat
on hiz throne. Buruna, the god of the seas, washed his feet
and Yama, the Lord of Death, became his police-prefect,
responsible for the safety of the capital. Indra himself,
the lord of the gods, had the charge of Ravana's stable
and he was frequently seen to cut grass for his horses.
The moon-god and the sub-god ministered light to the
eity of Lanka, day and night,—without cessation through-
out the year,

From the city of the Gandharvas, Ravana had secured
Gandharva-maidens by force. They were now captives in
his harem, Seven hundred beautiful damsels he had
brought from heaven. Some of these women were made
to accept him as their Lord by force or temptation ; others
during their travel to Lanka fell down from the aerial
chariot and got themselves drowned in the sea,

In that beautiful garden of Ascka, Ravana indulged in
all sorts of pleasures in the company of these handsome
women and there Madan, the god of love nnd Rati, his
consort, themselves decorated the person of Ravana with
pearls, dinmonds and other precious stones.

One of the female attendants of Queen Mandodari
approached her and said:  ** You were so long the king's
pet, oh queen, but now he is mad alter the heavenly
maidens. Day and night he remains steeped in the pleasures
of the Asoka garden."

The queen Mandodari, as she heard these words, shed
incessant tears in secret in wounded pride.  When she was
convineed that Ravana was no longer true to her but was
addicted to many, she remembered the poison in the
caskel—"* The poison which cnn kill the immortals will be
my Inst resonree, ‘i"f.hj' shoild | uot end mru.ﬂ h! h‘k“ng
this poisonous drug?

Thinking in this steain, ahe swallowed the blood in the
casket, but who can oppose the decree of providence
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The resuit of taking this blood was that she beeame
erjceinfe.

Time wiled o0, und on the tenth day after the expiry of
ten mionthu ' ehy TN a srost puin aod féll usconseious on
fthe foor.  Th whole dny pissed and night approached.
At tha wpproach ol I evening of one Saturday she
susiounly deliood anege.  (Ld- 1-T4.)

() .

The messougors neguainied the wonardly with the news,
He wt voes wallod the curt-asirologers to his presence.
They camn with theie myatie books end begun u long course
of culeulstioes snd passed o unasimode verdiet—'" Oh
great lord, listen to our propheey. A thunderbolt as Leen
burled Ly T'rovidence ou the loftiest pinniacle of your palace
ot Lanka. Hrom this agg, a girl will come out for whom
the whole kingdom of Luanka will be destroyed, Al the
Rakehasae will meed with destruction and what more snould
we say ¥ none will mrrvive o light the evening lump in the
greal city, Another thing which we must say to our
great griel ia thal even your life, ol great monarch, will
not be spared. For this girl your majesty will fall a
prey to untimely death. This ill-fated girl will bring ruin
and devastation on Abis golden eity—(famous throughout
the worlid, ™'

Whet Tavans lwacd this report, flames of fire cmanaed
from Lis Surn twenty eyes, and he sat quiet for a time
broodityg tver Lhe wware Lo e adiptedd.

S sl Jut the ogg to pieces.””  One Rakahass
s, Direah 3 answanily,’* ollers advised that it shoull be
at ence (htown i fire,

P b e wetled conrention of Ma Demgakis s by bt withour muel)
wouray in Ul calisielion thit It js evsctly after 10 rootitle met 40 dayw hal =
bl e Beivmind froe the mother's womb.
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When the queen Mandodnei heard all these discussions
going on in the conrt, she lelt o greot geiel.  After all she
was a mother. Incessant tears dropped Trom her eyes.
“Even the Beast= of Lhe forest Teel intense and asule pain
il they lose their elulidren ; whalever way e the issue,
the mother's heart 15 the same in every case.””  She
plaintively said to her voyal ford, " Do oot destroy  the egg,
do not break it nor pub it inte fire, 1T vou woull nob keep
it in the palace, float it in the wes."

On this praver of the gueon Ravaua ook immediate
action, He employed five skillul artist< il made n
beautiful easket of gold with o silver-pndlock, The vgg
was carefully put in it and the King with the nome of the
{ioddess Bhavani on his lips floated it in the sea.

It wis evening 3 Wie rays of tie setling sun fllnminatel
the western  horizon, when the ecasket stopped it the

Tanding ghat of the river on whicl the city of king Junaka
'llﬂlﬂt- {‘JL 1"3’5]

()

[n the ecity of Mithila there was o Gsherman nameid
Madbnb. He used to entel fish by weans o bis net and
Il hesides the charge of the furry Toat in that river. 1In
that large city there was none so poor ns Madhab.  He had
o field to grow rice but purchased it from the market,
lee had no pond of his own bt hiad to denw water from
the public landing ghot.  He was ¢lad in rags for want
of whoth and Tiis Tomger wis not appeased 05 he could  not
afford. to have proper menls.  His wife Sata was smitten
with anxieties day amd niglt as te how W secare food for
the duy.

There was one piece of good luek in which Madlab
pridal,  Providenes liand siven  liim o very choste nﬁd
desotal wife i Sata.  She was wlkerable 2l  her il
bt e awn siesiws Aml waids sle was perfectly
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indifferent, caring for those of her husband only. 1I ghe
saw him happy she felt happy berscll inspite of her own
il luck.

After having drawn his net in the water the whole
afternoon,IMadhal returned home with dust pod mud in
his feet. She came up with a cup of water, washed ler
lord's feed with utmost care, wiped away the water, and
hirought him home hand in hand.

When poor Madhab in the burning heat of the sun
felt agonising pain after the day's labour Lhere she used to
stand with a fan in her hand removing the drops of sweat
on his person by waving the fan of fal leal. In the biting
cold of January, she covered him with the flowing end of
her sari, when their poor beddings proved insufficient
to protect him. Whatever meals she cooked,—rice-dust or
other poor edibles—she sarved him with great care and the
leavings she took herself, relishing it sa something sncred
and delicious.

Their cotlage was made with leaves ol trees aud creepers.
The fences around were all broken. But with her husband
nosr her she felt the joy of a truly happy life and never
grumbled agninst ber fate thoogh it was so untoward.
Rejoicing in  nuptial felicities she considercd hersell
lacky.

Owing 0 lasta her body was reduced o a skeleton,
With her lorn sari of jute roimd ber waist, she visited the
liouses of her good seighbour, carrying a basket of fish on
her head secking costomers, Hor fuce looked weary and
haggard. Excessive sweat, resull of walking long dis-
tances under the sun, cwde ber Jorg bair wet snd knobled,
but in spite of all these a beautiful smle adorned her face
e she spoke to ber cuntomers.

One day witli a fish-hesket bouni to his waist, Madhab
went to the riverside in order to draw the net. It
wis dusk bul no ish he could caich in spite of hiv
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utmest offorts.  But though he toiled il might  wie
advanced in the silent banks of the rven lin sttempls
preved  all futile, and he nutirnlly  felt a@g and worried
ow:ng to his fuilures. Then for the lasl time he recitod
it his mind the name of Manasa Devi and  threw his et
Heo felt that something had stuck in his wel and ns he
drew it, he perceived that ho had got o caskel in (he tangle:
of his net.

Says Chandrasati—*" Ob fisherman | Do not waste your
time any further. Take with vou wihnt you have got.
The night of your misfortune is gver, the dawn of your
happiness is in sight.""

Madhab returning howe, called his wife loudly three
limes, Sho came up in all haswe. ** Surely my  hushand
lias gol n doublo quantity of fish to-day,” sho thought,
anl she immediutely lighted her evening lamp.

** How unlucky am I! Not'a fish worlh & cowri I have
been able to catch by my net drawn (hrongh these lony
hours.  But stop,"" here he whispered to by ears of his
wile something lest the neighbours had any inkling of
the matier. He gave the gollen casket to his wife.
She took it in her hand, and bowing to it with her forchead
bent low, she spread n seat und plaoced e cazket on i,

She -slowly cried ' vietory ' ns 2 sign of something
auspicious that bad huppened, and with tafts of grass and
n few geains of rice she placed o onp pear the casket. Un
it she kept the branch of & munge plant.  Five candles
were lighted and after burping inecense In lront af the
cazket she prostrated ber body and ruade obeisance secord-
ing to the current rites.  From thut time forward Liakshmi,
the Gotdess of Fortune favoured the hoyse making it her
abade for luture.

The night of sorrow passed away and it was now the
dswn of kappy days.  From that day all the sorrows of
Sata’s heart were romoved. In the cowshed the cow
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which had been  barcon, yielded plenty of milk. Al
kinds: of paddy and corn were wow abundoot in her
ficlds. TF Lie carelossly threw a handlul of sced there, they
yielded double harvest, Madliab never went 10 the river-
side from that day with his net, nor his guod wile Sala
went hawking in the village with a bysket of fish on fer
hend, She wore a pair of slill-bracelels of the [amous
pattern ‘Ram Lakshmana." Her sari was transparcntly
white woven with very fine threads and ealled ' Gangajali *
(lit. the stresm of the Ganges). An outer robe made of
vilunble jule she wore round her woist and she earried a
suall box of goll containing botels and betelnuts.  Her
couch was now sivewn over with fowers and there she
slept al ease in night-time. The neighbours began to
whisper, ** How has Saln come by such good fortune ?—we
knew her to be wrelched nll hor life.”  Sofa said o them,
“ My good friends; wnit with patienee, if it be in your luck
ta lmve the favour of fortune, that must come one day
soonet or later. (LI 1-74.)

(5)

Then one night o strange thing happened to the esuple.
It was past midnight snd  Sats slept soundly in ber
bed while the compound of the house was all flooded with
moonbesnis,

Just then a little baby enme oul of the casket and
warmly did the sweet Lhing embrace Satn pddrosssing her
* Mother, oh mother.' The child was surprisingly beputiful
nnd ehe looked like o little Kamals, the Goddess of Fortune,
Fresh and handeome she was like a bonquel of flowers and
the whole house seemed lit ap with her smile.

The little child placed her small arms round Sata's
neck and said with affeetion and tenderness, ** To-morrow
when it is dawn take me to the court of Jonaka, the king
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of the eity.  He is my [ather and the queen  consort is my
mother. Huand me over to the queen.””

A few mowents before the dawn she rose up from her
bed and she tied the caskel in the flowing end of her sari.
Straight did she come up to the presence of the queen
and related to her the strange dream that she had dreamt.

She put the sacred trust in her hands afler narmating ber
gliort story.

Right glad was ihe queen ab the gift ond said to Sata,
““ What ean T give you in reburn for thig valunble gilt? ™
She presented her with a steing of large pearls and with
her own honds plaeed it round the neck of Sata. She
ordered besides gold and silver to be awarded to ber in a
basket, Dut Sata said, * T am & poor woman in your city
used to the hardships of life. These valuable presents are
tou guod for me. I have howevern boon to seek of you
which 1 biope you will confer on me.

“ 11 my dream 15 Tulfilled and really o child comes out
of the casket call bor by o nnme  which will remind one

of my name  Sata—give her the name of Sita, this is my
humlile praver, oh esteemed ueen.’ !

Baying =0, the fisherwoman deparied from the palace.
With a heash palpitating with hope and doubt, did he queen
keep the casket in » seoure place with care,

The auspoious moment came at fust, nod a child
appeared there bursting the ahell of the egg. She was
simply faultless in all her limbs ind her signs were declared
puspicious 1 every way. She looked like Lakshmi, the
Goddess of Fortune hersell, and the whole city of Mithila
resounded with glecsome voices aecording her 3 warm
veception. The women in the stroets and lines of that vast
ity sounded conehabells and ened, * jai {ﬁmrﬂ, Music,
vocal and instrumental, was heard inibe temples ot ghort
intervals. The gods mingled their voices with those of men
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while they sang the praises of Janaka the king for having
Liakshmi herself for his daughter.

After the name of Sata, the child was called Sita.
Chandravati saye that the little child was o thing to be
adored in the whole world. ([l 1-36.)

(6)

Now my readers hear the sacred tale of the birth of
Rama—an incarnation of Vishnu,

He is one, but divided bimself into four, and these
four incarnations were' born in the city of Ayodhya.

King Dasarathe ruled in Ayodhys. With justice and
mercy he governed his people and considered them as his
own children.

The Raja had no clild. Inorder to have one he took
threo wi ves one by one. Kausalys, Kaikeyi, and Sumitra
were lis three queens. Advised by Vasistha—the court-
priest and councillor, the Raja at last began to perform a
Jujua (sacrificial ceremony) with o view to propitiate the
gods and move them to grant a son.

Sages and rishis were called from the different pro-
vinees of India, and the Rajo consulted them on each point
during the ceremony wishing s fulfilment of the desire for
getting a son. But all the pains he took and the sacrifice
be performed proved fruitless. He was not blessed with
u child, His ill-luck stood in the way.

Then was the Raja sad at heart : within a curvilinearly
shaped house called Jormandir, he slept in his bed. He
closed the doors and took the vow of fast. He resolved to
give his life up in despair and three days passed, but
he neither opened the doorsof the room “nor touched a
morsel of food.

Tt was by the will of Providence that a sage came at
this stage and knocked at hic gate. His knotted bair in
many o curl fell down fo his ankles and rolled in the dust,
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On hig foreliead, there was a filek mork which shone like a
star,  His right hand beld o stoff nade of ol wood and over
liis shoulders hung o tiger-skin,  'The guards of the king
greatly feared him and allowed hin enteance.  Before the
door of the room in which the king liy, the sage stood
and called him theice in a Jond veice. The king
opencd the doors in response  and gave him o cordial
reception.  With hosha grass and water did the king
receive him as befitted o sage and' then spread o valuable
carpet nsking lim 1w st thercon. The sage declined
to sit there bt spread his own seat of Kushe grass
and sitting there Le asked the king why he had taken the
vow of stavation, “Ulie king related o him- the sad story
of his repeated disappointments and submitted his ease (o
the Swnnyasi for consideration,  The fitter spoke totder
words which =erved o assuage the pam of hia heart, aml
then frong Bie wallet ok o mangy  which lad grown
out ol senson.  He gave it 1o the king saying ** Reovive
iig fenit, o wonareh, aml gwe it e your chief queen
Rausalyn. I she ents i, <he will have a son by the
grace of the gm'm."

Dasarathia with the froit in hamd wend 1o the apartments
of his cliel queen Ravsalyo. She rose wp from  her
coteh and received the King with due respect.. He related
to lier all abaot the Sannyasi and hix gift.

Kuuslya wits right glad and kept the Troit in o golden
enp.  The queen who was generons and Joving in nature
ot the Tenit in three partz and 1ook one of these hersell nnl
sent the remnining portions o the other two queens to b
laken by oach.

The three queens beeame cnevinte simultancopsly. The
news reached the people of Ayodhya and they all set up a
cry of joy wishing happiness to the king. The people were
nstonished at what they heard of the sage. The drommers
beat drums and musicians played on their instruments, the
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wound of Lenyipota vole 1ot sky,  The subjects distribut-
ed charities to the poor as a loien of their greak happioess.

The king gaee o laege number of wilch cowa with
cowherds (0 ihe Drahmans.  When five manths paesed, the
elderly women of the royu! Lurem, the aunts and grand-
mothers onfertained the quesns with sod a3 was usual on
such ovepsione.  The whole city resounded with' joy.

The gusons grew feeble 45 time advanced and preferred
the bare floor 1o goldou conches and coshions. They
ralished Lecken gieces of Durnt elay and always fell sleepy.
Qlinndeavate says thay the bieth of n cbild was not distant.

Ten moatls and ten days were pow complele, A very
handsoma son with all the suspicious signs of greatness in
His hody was Iern to Kausalva., The nuvse cul the umbilical
cord by means of a golden knife. It the apartments of queen
Rausalyn evary one rejoicsd and immediately a report was

® sent to the king. The king took a handiul of the best of the
diamonds out of his treazusy and other valuable jewels and
présanted them Lo tie baliv o he saw it for the first time.

Sandai und other perfinea were sprinkled over
publie places as the king drove his chariot through the
road lesding t¢ the apactments of his chief  queen.
Fings were raised over e houses' of the “eitizens of
Ayodhyn, ond sacrifices of goats et the nltar of gods
ok olwe Jn the temples of the city accompanied with
foud benting of droots. The women filld pitchers with
water Drougit from the famous  shreines, and as an
nuspraions gign branches of mmngoes with vew leaves were
pliced ov them at tlie gatewny of each house—the dancers
daneed wee! the dngers sang and Lhe whale city loaked like
an whode of joy.  U'he Goddess Mangalehandi and Subachani
—the presiding deities of the housshold—the goddess
Pana Durgn and the spirits Darai and Dakuni, the family
deities Sitaln snd Shasithi and Mannsha Devi wilh  hee
attendant Nota were all worslipped in the suyal pelace,

43
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On the pixih day they gave name to the child. The
citizens with (he help of the astrologers found various
names fo- him.

Kauealya *hs queen-moite:, gave the baby the name
‘Kangaler Dhen ' (the wea'ts of the poor). The king
celled him ‘Aye syabhosan' ‘W00 ornament of Ayodhya), the
citizens gave him the name * Hams Raghbubir ' (Rama—the
chief of the Raghu dynasty' ard the women of Ayodhya
calied him ‘Shyaraal sundar’ (1he beautiful one with shyom
colour), Vashish*ia—the =:gr and family priest of the
Ayodhya-Raj—after a deep neditation found out a fitting
peme for (he prince. 1 war Ramachandra Kamalalochan
(i lotus-eyed Lamachandra

The royal asirologer cene b+ Joretell tl fortune of
the new-comer from examimn:tisa of his palm, With his
books and old manuseripts be approached the king and
woshiting all the suthorities gsve his verdiet thus :—"* His
svebrows are joined together and eyes are bright as the
sin.  On the forehead there iv s brilliant mark indicating
royolty. Fue will not burn him nor water drown his
mered erson.  He will be 2 skilied srcher and have great
shiysical powers. Mighty wi!l Le be as the god Indra and
would Jord over s vast empire. The great epemy of the
toree warlds will b2 killed by bis arrows. Io the seventh
place of the buby was w zéro Indienting unlppjiness in
adomestic Jife.  But she potrologer did mot refer to ik toc
definitel; and tried to keep an anplessant thing secrel,

That Aems woun ve axiled from the paisec sad be
unhappy—this fact She asteoloper fosnd from his ealcalstions
but kept i secrets  He further ssw thol owing lo the curse
o 8 Mahmin, King Daverethn wiguld hyve o die parted
from hiz son.  Thest wern Lie toplrasanl thoge that the
royal asloologer conctnled.

Ghendrabati mlates the mnan of Raowclioodrs and
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dedicates her poem to the memory of the queen, Kausalya.
(L. 1-112.))
(7)

Five or seven maidéns stiended Sita in her beautiful
room of the Jormandir palace and asked ber lo relate to
them the story of her life in the Dandaka forest. * What
were your great sufferings during the twelve months of the
year,'" they asked,

Sita.

“ It burns my heart like a fire when I recollect m)
misfortunes and what I suffered in the past. Miserable have
I been all my life though I got such a husband as
Ramachandra.

“* 1 will begin with the story of the days when I lived in
my father's palace at Mithila. We were four sisiers and
passed our time merrily; somelimes with joyuua heart
we sat on our mother's lap and at others played on the
floor of our compound. My father took a vow which was
strange : ' He, who would he able to break the great
bow of Siva, preserved in my household would get my
Sita.' Many a prince came and went but none could
break the bow of the Great God.

“(ne night 1 dreamnt as if my lord Ramachandra came to
me and said, * How long will'you sleep, ob Sita—I am Rama-
chandra and you are to be my bride. From & long distance
1 have come to your city of Mithila. I have resolved that
I would break the great bow.’

“ The day dawned and the dream faded awsy, but in my
eyes was the image of the beautiful youth—dark-blue like the
new grown grass-blades which I bad beheld in my dream -
the impression which the sight of the iwo young heroes
Rama and Lakshmana had created remained in my memory.

“ My dream seemed to be [fulfilled soon, for with
Vishwamitra the sage Rama actuslly came to Mithila on
ihat day. The prince hastened lo the place of sacrifice.



N Eﬁ:r“'.‘:Fr;-r NG LL PATLATE

“The citizens oF MitTe Admisd (e princes ind they
Al safd, “Flere e thess peitices worthy of Sitn and Her
sisters.  They Lave come 1o fabil lie vaw of doe gnod king
daniaka,

s arme recchad his tier joint and 15 was an ensy
thing for him to Hronk e eruat baw of Bive  Thers rorse
My nppanr of -’.-.‘-_- Lirctigh e whale elby of Mk whon
B grvat bow wons pataally Beaen: The woren wing and
danead,  The Walvs of the =agal aparbodls wle wWin
strnek with Athe wonderful yownr of the prince sul jokes
and el Timoroasly ¢ T cpite of his heroier lils eolius
in dazk  Some said socing mo with hin—* Leok hooe
i strenk of lightiing in the donds’ T wigh gay
langhter and jukes, they male e night pleansm

Y Boon after v dord carted for Ayodliye taking me
with lim.

"1 waos aappyin the bowse of my lard and o night 1
drentnt when gieeping by wis side (hat my Jotus-syed lord
was sied on e throae of Avodlive 1 saw alsa his
brotbers stoudivg leling bim, One of them held the
royal pubeadlc over Lis head and oihiers waved the
chamure,  They were noar his feet rendy Lo carry out his
atvlers.

PR e T dreamt again—and jo! my dream poto-
plly, e oo pass heard o report which wos eiredlated
by e 200y Uit R wan foing to be installod ax King on
they theoe of Ayodhiyn ; mny dream was fulfillbd—the dny of
iy itallitisn netenlly carmi bk deatrietion. i b ons hopes
and Hepipitnse thronith e Intrimoing wirked  aonseel of
Muiiihnen—ubee nundeservani, Wiea 1a ...r"hulu'rn wivii)
sit o0 b thiane with tlai ok of royaliy on like o
b, it was Hmke)n o grcen who made hini wear bark-
Mress and go to exile. The elenr autummal moonbenms
heeame covered with clouds. The smiling city of Ayodbya
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with its dazzling splendour of gold was enshrouded in dark-
ness,

‘*“ It was in the month of April that my lord Rama wore
the knotted hair and took the vow of sannyas, In May the
scorching rays of the sun burnt us and the face of my lord
looked pale and weary. Onee when my feet slipped over a
stone and bled profusely, my loving husband sat by my side
i deep sorrow and fanned me, My brother-in-law Laksh-
mans brought some water in a lotus leaf, T do not remem-
ber how long 1 was uneonseioue in the arms of my lord.
But time passed away and we three wandered sbout in the
forest-path. 111l we reached » place called Panchabati on the
river Godavari. Here my husbnnd ordered Lakshmana to
build n cotiage. With creepers; leaves and branches of
trees he buill a nice cottage in that wilderness, We two
remained inside the cot. But my brother-in-lnw Laksh-
mana guarded th~ place with his bow and arrows standing
under the shade of & near tree. How can I adequately
praise my brother-in-law! He secured for us the most
luscious of fruits in large numbers seeking through the forest
regions. These fruits were all of good flavour and taste.
In this bower-like cot of plants and leaves we fell so happy
that we furgot the pleasures of our palace at Ayodhya.
Lakshmana brought fruits from the forest and with cups
made of lotus leaves I brought water from the river
Tamasha. 1 washed the feet of my lord with water and
spread a bed of leaves for him, Even this life of exile in
the forest nppeared so sweet and pleasant that we regretied
not the loss of our kingdom.

** What should I do with the throne of an empire and
pleasures of the palace, when such joys I found in the
forest-life ? A hundred thrones with their joys and
powere I could forego if 1 could be in the company of
my loving husband. His feel were dearer (0 me than a
hundred empires. In the morning I rose every day and



442 FEASTERN BENGAL BALLADS

with forest flowers T used to weave garlands, and how glad
wns I to put the garland round the neck of my lord Rama-
chandra !

' T remember how happy T felt when T made a pillow of
his manly and handsome arm. Each might to me was the
record of the joys of paradise. The deer, the antelope and
the birde of the forest were my companions all day long and
they were full of sympathy for me.

“ A suka and sari—the happy pair—were my pets. They
were my neighbours in that wild life of ours—sometimes
they sweetly sang and we were their delighted audience, and
ab others liaud in hand T walked in the forest with my lord.
Just as a thing is inseparable with its shadow so was I
with him, Wo three wandered throngh hills and dales and
passed our time in perfect happiness.

* One day—the story is painful to relate—came down
all on a sudden a great sorrow as ill-luck would have it

“ The night of joy passed like & sweet drenm in the
company of my loving husband. The evil day dawned. It
was about three dandas or half-n-quarter of the day. 1
cantot deseribe to you the sorrows that began on that duy.
I and my husband sat outside our cottage ; under the shade
of & near tree sat Lakshmana with bis bow in band. 1 felt
sleepy and with half-closed eyes T saw the dear face of my
lord a8 thougli in a dream. Perceiving my inclination he
placed my head on his lap and spreading a part of my sari
over it, I was about to close my eyes for sleep. Just then at
an evil moment an antelope came in my view, It had the
colour of gold and so fleet was its motion that like light-
ning it brightened quickly the places it passed through. My
sleepy mood was gone in a moment and with joined
hands [ made o request to my husband. [ knew not
beforehand the dire effect of what this would lead to.

“ T anid, * T pever saw au antelope &0 beantiful. ‘Would
you, wy lord, secure it for me? How glnd would I be to
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possess a thing like that. So long as it did not grow
absolutely tame, I would keep it tied to a post of my
cottage binding it with a cord made of dry creepers ; when
we shall return to Ayodhya we will carry it home and keep
it with us 8s a token of this forest.

““With his bow in hand my lotus-eyed husband marched
forward to catch the animal. He nddressed Lakshmana and
said, ‘ Guard Sita with care so Jong as T do not return.’'
With this brief order he passed out of sight.

** Lo, shortly after T heard his voice as if erying in
agony. The voice called for help saying—*' Where are you,
dear Lakshmann? My life is at stake, T am in the hands
of & Rakshasa. Come quickly and help me.’

*“ 1 had laid mysell down but as I heard his voice | rose
up in all burry. Again the voice cried for belp addressing
Lakshmana.

“I1 said, *By my life, dear brother-in-aw, quickly
leave this place and go to his rescue."

““ With his bow and arrows in hand Lakshmana
immediately started in the direction from which the voice
came. He too seemed distressed with anxieties and went
swiltly like the wind.

“T was left alone in that forest ; my husband had left
me there verily in that frame of mind in which the snake
leaves its gem and goes in quest of food. Had T known,
ol maidens, what a great woe lay in wait for me would [
ever send my busband in quest of the antelope?

““Just then a Sannyasi stood near my col and said, * Vies
tory be to Siva—the great God." His body was besmeared
with ashes and he had an iron stick in his right hand and the
bepgar’s bowlin the left. Coming still nearer to the very gate
of my cot be said, * Alms, good lady, I want alms.” T said,
* Holy Father, what alm: can 1 give you at this moment.
My husbaod is away. If we bad lived in our good city
of Ayodhya I could have given you gold measured in baskets,’
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The Sannyasi said, * Little do I care for wealth. In your
cottage there are fruits gathered from the forest ; give me
some of those. I am very hungry and I am your guest.
I youdo nob give me anything to eat T will go away
disappointed,”

T took a fruit out of pur small collection of the day awl
came ont of the cottage with it. How could I know that the
Rakshasa like # poisonous snnke had come in disguise. 1
bowed to the sceming saint prostrating myself on the ground.
Just like the eagle that swoops on and seizes the snike the
wicked king of Lanka took me to lis chariot by foree. 1
addregsed the gods of heaven and acquiinted them with my
sad tale, | took away ornaments from my body and hit the
Rakshasa with them. But what burt could clods of enrth
do to n giant like him ?  After o little time did T Jose my
consciousness. [t was such an awful hour of distress that
recollection of it even now b this distance of time makes
me lose my sense. When I regnined my sense I found
mysell in the city of Lanka placed in the Asoka garden of
Ravana, From that day I gave up all pleasures of youth
and turned an asectic though so young.

T threw pway all my costly garments and ornaments.
I could not sleep and bogan to fast. In the house of the
Rakshasa T would not agree tn eal anything. Constant
weeping gave my eyes o pale hue.  Night amd day I thought
of my husband who had turned a sannyasi and T wished lor
nothing else than to have » sight of his face. Indeed I lived
only with that object in view—once more to see lig moon-
like face. I did not wish death, as by death 1 would lose
the ehance of seeing lis feet once again. Tn the Asoka
garden my tenrs flowed freely.

*“In the month ol Ashar there was outpouring of rain
in incessant streams. The clouds enme roaring like angry
demons in the blue sky but these clouds hardly bad such
plenty of showers as were shed by my eyes. The Asoka
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garden will attest to my tears which fell night and day.
Nometimea T resolved to drink poison or drown myself.
My friend Surama consoled me by sweet words in those days
of despair,

" In the month of Phalgun I dreamt that my husband
hud an slly and friend in Sugrib the monkey-chief,

“In the month ot Bhadra T dreamt as if T saw a bird
seated on the bough of a tree near me. But it wis no bird—
a monkey it was, who had come with o message from Rama,
Hanuman, the great monkey, took lLis seat on the bough of
i tree and snid many pleasing things to soothe me. My
beart hardly felt any relief at his words, 'Then did he pro-
dace n ring that he lod brought from Rama. As I saw
that dear token of my lord, tears flowed from both my eyes
withoul eheck.

" Ramachandra now received a message from me and
came to know all about my miserable lot. Now listen
W the story of my delivery from the garden of the
Rakshasas,

** In the montl of Aswin T heard the report that Rama
wils worshipping the goddess Chandika in his camp though
It waus not the proper season for worshipping the goddess,
I buard that the object of his worship was to secure her
help in killing the Rokshasa chief, My days passed thus
it hope and fear.

“In the month of Kartik the tays were short, But all
day long T wat alone and wept., Sarama gave me some
inforwation which raised hopes in me. Though T was reduced
to n skeleton I took beart at lLer words and felt that the
duys of my sorrow wonld be over ere long.

" 1n the month of Agrahayana T heard that my lhusband
bad built o bridge over the sea with the hielp of his monkey-
allies,

“Io Paush my husband came to the city of Lanka
anl with a vast army of moukeys lnid siege to it,
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*“In n dream [ seemed to behold in the month of Magh
the death of the mighty son of Ravana—Indrajit—in u hard
contested fight. Now all the good things I had dreamt
seemed to be fulfilled. The news of the destruction of the
Rukshasa army reached me from all sides, and from this
garden of Asoka did I hear the great uproar of Rakshasas
lumenting their lot in a wild strain,

*“ Then came the mouth of Phalgoon with the tidings
that Ravana was destroyed with his mighty kith and kin.
I heard the songs sung by the monkeysin praiseof my
husband from the sea-coast.

“ The month of Chaitra was marked with the end of
all my misfortunes. The night of sorrow was over and the
dark veil of evil fate was drawn up disclosing the joy of a
glorious morning of good fortune, whenIand my loving
husband were once more united. When ablind man gets
his eyes restored his happiness cannot be described, even
50 it is impossible to describe my happiness on gelling
back my dear husband long parted from me."*

The tale of the twelve months of Sita's life i& a record
of unspeakable sorrow, and Chandrabati describes them with
a feeling of great sympathy for the unhappy queen.

(3)

Now listen to the story of how Ramn and Sita passed onee
the happy spring season. There was a canopy overhead and
below it was a striped mat of many colours, Ramn sat with
Sita there apd played st dice. Beautiful mies lans were
wived by attending maids of the palace, and Rama and Sita
talked guily ns they held dice in their hands,

“ Liike atars mround the wmoon the sttending maidens
were gay s they stood near the royal conple, Some of them
Janghed and others parficipated in the pleasantries that
passed belween Ramo and Sita.  Phe figures of dice were
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all made of gold and right earnestly Rama now challenged
Sitain the play. While playing at dice they looked like
the god Vishnu and goddess Lakshmi or like Indra and
Sachi or like Madan, the god of love, and Rati or like Siva
and Parbati,

The maidens intervened ot this stage. They insisted
on some condition as there must be suecess and failure in
the play and said: ** Now tell us, oh lord, what would be
the reward for success and what the penaliy for failure.
Rama said, “If 1 lose the game I will stake my precious
ring s penalty. But what will Sits give me if she loses,
let her say.'

The queen felt shame and was overpowered by n sense
of delicacy. She looked like a bud of Champaka flower
half hid by leaves. Now they threw dice while indulging
in humorous conversation in this way. Sita won the play
and Ramachandra lost at the first attempt. The maidens
smiled but they feared not the king. Fearlessly did they
get the precious ring out from the finger of Rama hy force
and then in the midst of langhter and merry-making they
put the ring on the finger of Sita. '* Being a male you
could not suceeed in play with a female! Fie upon you,
oh lord,"" they cried from all sides. Sweet were the words
of this censure which Ramachandra himself enjoved.

"Six and three ' was the cry against Sita this (ime
and she lost the next play, Then did Rama appeal to the
maids—"* Now friends get the penalty from Sita,’" he said
smiling.

The maidens were relentless. They forcibly carried Sita
and threw her in the arms of ler husband for a close
embrace.

Rama kissed his loving wife and said, ** Now, my
darling, ask of me any boon that you may desire.'’

Chandrabati says—"'* Your night of happiness is over,
oh Sita. Be careful when asking the boon."
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Slowly did Sita say to her lord, ** I'rom a long time
I have cherished the desire of visiting those old ashronis
of which I have a pleasant recollection. 1 have often
thought how glad would T be to walk in those sacred hir-
mitages once more. I always think of the river Tamash
where the swans used to play shaking the lotus plants. Oy
the banks there was the avenue of Tamal trees. Pencocks
played there with their mates displaying their HUrgeons
plumes. The golden-coloured antelopes were my com-
panions there every night. 1 dream as if T am onee mor
in the company of the girls of the Rishis and that I wander
in the forests with my lord as my companion.’*

Rama kissed ber once more and said, * Sleep in the
golden couch in your apartments to-might, to-morrow I
shall fulfil your desire and send you to those lermitages
with Lakshmana.

Chandrabati says ** What boon, oh unfortunate one,

have you asked of your husband? But the decree of fite
is unavoidable.”’

In her apartments was Sita on a couch of golil in
a bed of flowers.

Lotuses were strewn on all sides diffusing frugrance
around. In a corner of the room was a golden pot filled
with water from the Saraju. Fragrant and delicious fruits
were kept in & plate. The maid-attendants were all thure
ready to carry out her least wishes. She felt idle and
sleepy and was wenk as she was enceinte.

The story-teller was telling u story to amuse her when
her sister-in-law Kukua came to her room. She said, ' I
am curious to know, good queen, how you spent your time
in the palace of Ravana, I Lave not seen the Rakshasa king.

“ He had ten heads and twenty hands they say, Ol
how terrible | Will you kindly draw u picture of Ravana so
that I may form an idea of him? **
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When Sita heard the name of Ravana she fainted as
the old recollection came to her mind. The maids came up
instantly to her aid and some sprinkled cold water on her
face, others fanned her. They told Kukua not to refer to
those unpleasant things—**Our good king has ordered that
nothing unpleasant or exciting should be told here ns the
queen is weak. Why do yon, oh madam, touch a topic
which is painful to her,'" But Kukua was not fo be stop-
ped. She again and again referred to that topic and as
soon a8 Sila came round, made the same request.

Blowly did Sita reply. ** I never saw King Ravana face
to face. How cap T draw the picture of that wicked
Rakshasa ? ' The more she tried to convinee Kukua the
greater did she persist in ber request., With a smiling
face she requested Sila again and again.

She was verily the poisonous fruit of a poison-tree.
Her mind was full of poison and her very smile was poison.
She hnd planned s wicked scheme.

Sita said, *' I saw the shadow of the monster when I
was being carried over the sea,—reflected in the vast walers.
Oh! what a figure it was, the shadow was of a terrible
figure with twenty arms and ten heads.'

Kukua was seated on the golden couch of Sita. Now
she stretched her limbs there and lay by the side of the
queen.  Again she made the request—'* Draw a picture of
the Rokshasa king, dear sister ;' she said this again and
again.

Unable to avoid her by any means she drew a picture of
Ravana on ber fan ns she had seen him in his shadow. ‘U'he
monster was drawn with his ten heads. She was naturally
weak and exhausted by the effort yielded to the attrac-
tions of sleep. Kukua finding she was aslecp put the fan
made of tal leal on her breast.

Kukus was like a snake—with its fangs full of deadly
poison. She did not like to see Sita happy. She was
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wicked; ugly to behold and cruel and virulent in ber tongue;
she was trained by Manthara from ber childhood up.

Hhe was the younger sister of Bharut and a daughter of
the queen Kaikeyi. She was married in a princely
house where she quarclled both with her father-in-lnw and
mother-in-law. The good neighbours knew her to be
slanderer, quarrelsome and full of envy.

Even if there was not the least shadow ol a cause she
could create a quarrel amongst friends and relations. She
ndministered o drug to ber husband with a view to bring
him under her full control but the result was that he turned
mud. When abusing others and finding fault with them
her one mouth became loud ns ten mouths, Only for the
sake of seeing the fun of it she sowed the seeds of deadly
quarrel between n husband and wife.

Such was this Kukua who, though her husband lived, led
the life of 8 widow—the result of her own wickedness, For
the last ten years she was living in the palace of Ayodhya
in her father's howe cutting off all connection with her
husband’s family.

She could not bear to see the sight of the happiness of
Rama and Sita, though she smiled as she talked with them:
in ber heart of hearts there was that poison, which she
concealed from others.

On u gulden throne sat King Rama when Kukua approach-
ed him like a vicious reptile diffusing its poisonous breath.
Kukua stood for a time before the king with her foul motive.
Fire emanated from her eyes and short and rapid was her
breath. She used storming words and sirutted and fretted
as she said, * My tongue disdaing to tell the vile thing,
but yet the truth must be spoken., You are full of affec-
tion, oh cousin, for Site. Bhe it is whom you adore in
your mind. You think of nothing else, She is the only

valued treasure of your life, you love her more than you
love your own self.
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“You wounld not, I am afraid, believe me, but lake my
word, she is n shameless unchaste woman. She is still
devoted to Ravana, the Rakshasa king, I have not the
courage to speak the truth. For I may lose my life for
telling the plain fact. You have ruimned vour own life
infatuated by the charm of & beautiful face, but more,
you have brought scandal to our great family by taking
thig bad woman for your wife.

“ Not a month nor two but full ten months she was in
the palace of Ravann. If anyone refers to Ravana before
her, tears come to her eyes and she weeps turning her [face
away lest she be detected.  This is the state of the mind of
your darling wife.

** You are a sincere and open-bearted man,  You do not
know the ways of this world. What you bave taken consi-
dering it nectar is really poison. The garland of flowers on
your breast is really a snake. It will at an opportune
moment bite and kill you. A flower, though divine it be,
loses ita sanctity and becomes unfit for being offered to the
gods when it is touched by a pariah. No one would eat the
rice from a plate from which a dog has taken a mouthiul
If you wounld not believe in iy words, come with me, cousin,
I will show you that she is sleeping with the picture of
Ravana on ber bosom."’

Like o tigress running in great speed to take the life of
an innocent deer did Kukua enter the apartments of Sila
dragging her royal cousin by his hands. There she lny
heavy with child in ber womb these five months, snd
Kukua pointed townrds her breast with her finger.

Rama saw the picture—he was struck as il witha
thunderbolt. No words came from his mouth. He returned
to his own chamber. It seemed that a poisoned arrow had
entered deep into his heart. Bul poor innocent Sita, she
wis quite unaware of the greal calnmity in store for ber.
Rama looked grim with anger. He seemed terrible like the
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sea in flood or a grenl forest on fire. Like a stark mad man,
who had lost all his senses sat Rama without power to control
Limzell. His eyes reddened and blood was up in his veins
His breath was hot like living flame.

Ol Kukua! The fire that you have kindled to-day will
lurn Sita with her husband.  Not only thut but the whole
kingdom of Ayodhya will suffer from this dire calamity.
The empire will be shattered  to pieces losing the favour of
the goddess of fortune.

He that listens to the counsel of others without wusing
his own judgment is doomed to destruction,

Says Chandrabati, Rama lost his good sense,

( Incomplete. )
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PREFACE TO THE BALLAD OF RAJA MAHIPAL

When my student Mr. Munsyruddin, B.A.,  then
studying in the Filth-yoar class, of Indian Vernaculars,
Caleatta University, some lime ngo, informed me that he
lind collected a small ballad of Mahipal, T was beside mysell
with joy. That was, if 1 remember aright, in the year
1928. My enthusiasm, however, abuted to seme extent
when I got the ballad actually in my hands ; and there
can be no resson to hide the cause of the disappoint-
ment that I experienced on the oceasion. The ballad
consists of 26 linea only, Long had I been expecting a
ballad of Mahipal * [ had heard from oy esteemed friend
Jute Mr, Pransankar Roy of Teota Raj family that in his
extensive zemindary lying in the district of Rangpur there
were some minstrels who could sing the whole ballad of
Mahipal. Mr. Roy said that he had himself heard o ballad
of Mahipal sung by one of these men nand that 1t was s0
lengthy that it took the singer and his party three successive
nights to sing the whole. He promised to secure for me
the entire song within a short time. . Unfortunately how-
ever he died immediately alter, so that T could not secure
the song throngh his assistance as I had expected. Nest
I approached my relation, Mr. Priyaranjun Sen, M.A.,
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then i professor of Carmichael College, Rangpur, amd trool
to intevest him in the matter 3 e made some eflorts (o
tocover the ballad Tt eventoally informed me thar e s
eonvinecd that  there were sl sotne minstrels wha koe o
the Dullwd bur e conld woi trace them.  Ope woman, ¥
conrtesin, koew the bidlad and conld reproduce the. whole
ol it from memory; but owing o the professor’s moral
seruples lie did not Tike woapproach lee, Then my Teiesl
Me. Donald Fraser, 1C.8., came to Rangpur o Magistrate
i 1921 wnd T wrote 1o lim secking lus abl in reeovering
the batlad. 1 juote from one of Dik dotters dited the 30t
Ovtober, 1921, whiel will show that e hal right earnestly
bnken up te teek. Tle says, ""As vegords the Mabipal
songs, 0 enrtman 1 asked, said he had beard  them but sl
ot know thew,  An old pricst T spoke to yedenlay, a mon
ol Kotalipnrs in Fardpur settled in this neighbourhood, saul
he henrd ol songs but conld pot paderstand them as le
wits of spother countey,  He thought that Malipal <angs-
were more likely to e sung i Dacea or Fandpur. Lowill do
iy best to fimd out where they are sung and then will - el
some one to try mnd record them as sung. 1 quite ngree
with yom that o Bliadralog will probably  spoil the  treansli-
tesation,””

The Swadeshi movement reachied Rangpurn (e juean-
e sml its activities were at full swing there engaging
e serion= attention of the Distriet (Mbeer, and  bofore lins
hils swere o little veleased from it engrossing task, Mr.
Froser Tound hinsell transferred elsewhbore,  To 1928 T som
my own ballad-colleetor Meo Jnsigdiding A e Bangpar
with distinet instroctions to moke a vigorons senrely for
tHis ballod T thoogh e sod thot be T Deal prople spash
ol 1t and bie belioved tlat the Dallind <till existed 1 i
distriet be conlil pol, for some reason ar other, lny s
lwds on ok during Bis tour,  Next I osoughi e blp of my
frieml Babn Pusnnchamdea Sen who wae thon Manoger ol
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an estate in Rangpur but he sent me some seraps of Maina-
mati songs promising to give me Malipal songs later on,
but this he did not do.

As T was thus disappointed times without number in
securing & ballad which was full of historical importance
yet believing all the while that it was sfill remembered and
sung in various parts of North Bengal, 1 naturally fell a
groat enthusiasm when Mr. Mansuruddin at last informed
we that he had got & small ballad on the celebrated monurch
of the Pul Dynasty who ruled in Bengal about the 10th
century A.I). One of the finest species of rice in our
conntry s still called after him and his great dighi still
exists in Rangpur which ie one of the biggest if not the
biggest in the whole provinee of Bengal. It takes one
more ithan an bour to travel the four sides of this dighs
on foot.

These songs were very popular even six centuries later.
Brindaban Das wrote in his Chaitanya Bhogabat (1572
A.D.) that the people of Bengal in the early part of the
16ith century were very fond of thes ongs of Mahipal. In
fact the popularity of the song has become proverbial in
this country, for even in our childhood we heard a saying
extensively known in the villages of Bengal which runs
thus ** Dhan bhante Mahipaler git."’

There was another king of the same name (Mahipal 1I)
in Bengal (about 1070 A.D.) whose maladministration pro-
duced disastrous results on the Pal Dynasty, It was owing
to his misgovernment that Bhim, 4 Kaivartha, got to the lop
of the ladder nnd nssumed sovereign power in Dengal up
setting the Pals for the time being, The misdeeds of this
Muahipal II have been indicated in some of the copper-plate
mseriptions of the Pal Rajus themeelves and in other docu-
ments.  Is the monarch of this small ballad * Myhipal 1T°9
The ballad clearly sttribules the construction of ithe
well-known Mahipal Dighi to its hero,  Bud that dighi was
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certainly constructed by the first Mahipal (1026 A. D).
There may be instances of moral weakness ainl  misdeeds
ity the eareer of n great man and thongh history sometimos
brushes over them recording their glories only, the traditions
and the ballads of n conntry record them faithfully or with
some exaggerations natural to rural fancy, I the usccount
of 1le ballal is to be ab all eredited as giving o historieal
sidelight Lo upoint in the eharacter of its hero we slindl not
feel woy umdue hesithney in associaling the greal Mahipal
witly the events of the small narrative.

We have got spother ballad conneeted  with Malipal
it that is all about a love-episude aseribed to his son.
The name of the prinee is not given—he ix dmply men-
tioned in the ballad as the son of Mahipal:  Beyond o
mere relerence W his nome in eonneetion with (he  prinee
nothing is to be found in the ballad about Makipal.  This
balladd which wus collected by Mr. Jasimuddin does  noi
possess any poetical value. Mr. Jaximuddin noted it dows
simply beeanse it referred to the name of Mahipal in two or
tlwee places ps the father of the prince—the hero. |
do not think it necessary to write anything more on  thal
hiallad.

We bave already referred to the anthentic sources from
which 1 had come to know of the existence of this ballad
even in oot own limes.  Pandit Kokileswar Sastri, MA,,
President of the Sanskril Board, snd Leeturer, Caleutin Um-
versity, told me thot in bis ehildbood he had heard the song
of Muhipal many a time, sung by an old minstrel who
lived near lis home o) Baking in the districk of Rangpur,
My fother,”" he added, ** wos partieniorly fond of this
Ballnd,”"  Unfortunately that minstrel is dead now, and My,
Sastri Bives Tioe sway frinn bis native place, =0 that beyou
giving me the above lnformation e could pot offer any
further olug.

A ballod of  so muneh importance on 0 well-kuown
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monarch of India even with all its exnggerations and
legendary accretions natural to folklore—ennnot but be of
unique interest to students of history as well as to the Iny
public.

When I got the small ballad I found that it was too
little a thing ta quench the thirst of curiosity that was
ripsed in me. It sheds no light on the life of the great
monarch #o mueh praised in the inscriptions.  On the other
hand it refers to a small incident in Lis life, true or falee,
which may lower him somewhat in the estimation of people.
It is not after all the great ballad which took three succes-
sive fights to be sung and of which Brindaban Das wrote in
the 16th century. At best it is but a scrap from a love-
episode described in thut ballad ; or there might have been
some small songs along with the more lengthy ballads
ourrent in the country on (be same topic, and this song
may beone of those litile things. Tt may seem curious
that 1 have had to write o mueh on a ballad consisting of
20 lines ouly Lut the subject is of more than o passing in-
levest and my elabornte notice may awnken in some readers
wspirit of searchy for the ballad whicl, I doubt not, still
exists in North Bengul. Hence my readers should exense
this long preface. There would brve been o greater clinnee
of recovering the ballad if I conld undertake a tour myself
but 3¢ is mot possible for me to do so in the present condition
ol wy liealth. Conscious of this lmitation I must look for a
chanee to bave the ballad recovered by other ngencies, Byt
bullnds s o closs are fast disappearing and after o few
years the bullad of Mahipal may be totally lost. The his-
torical allusion in the Choitanys Bhagavat refers to the
ballads of two ather monarchs of the Pala dynasty (Jogipal
and  Bhogipal) which according to Brindaban Das were
vesy popular in the countryside early in  the 16th
century.

The few lines ol the present ballad show a side in the
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charncter of king Mahipal which is an unexpected rovela-
tion, but though T feel hesitant in accepting the story [
ot wholly diseredit i ns Inlse. Cireat men are some-
times finble to faws and foibles of ondinary human nature
and the populace take n peculiar dolight in  poking their
noses into the private life of great men, particularly in
mitters concerning the sexes, whenover they find nn oppor-
tunity to do so.

The mette used in Lhe ballad is n very irregular type of
Payer—the doggerels are halting and the lines do not always
chvoe. Lt scoms that the ballad is an okl one as there re
many archaic expressions in it ; yet the words CTEIN, 9,
41w and e show that the song was reenst in Maho-
medan times. A little ruggedness of language ond imperfect
rhyming make the impression that the framework of the
ballad belongs to older times though it i clear that the
short ballad has been retouched from time to time &1l its
franseription in the present form,

The baliad though small has the heart of trae folk-lore
and ballad poctry in it. In 26 fines we have refrains no loss
than eight times producing that singular offect for which
roral songs are notable ns vehicles of pithos ind fender
sppesl.  'The lines o a shorl compass nre also full of
suggeative referenees,  The wonl 2173 {hridal) in the Qs
fine ond the waywardness of the gisl to follow o course
Wlamed by her parents inllicate that o desiro lorked in her
mind 1o nllow hersell to e caught in the trap laid by the
king. 'The words of the informer show that the king had
suffered @ great deal for the love of the girl and was ever
trying to eago the bird. The parents were persisient in their
abjections to her guing 1o the Dighi probably becouse there
already existed a seanidal in respect of the king and  Nils.
The king under the circumstances could not be blamed for
cutehing a bird which came so near the snare itsell,—per-
liapw intentionnlly.



Song of Mahipal

With sandnl and chua paste dia Nils fill her bridal
cup and then did she sit to make a paste with powdered
pearl and myrobalan, This she again placed in & mica cup.

“Oh my father,”" she said, “*dmly do I bathe at home;
knotteéd are my locks, unwashed ns théy are by copious
flow of water. The servants fetch water for me here.
I want to go to-day to bathe in the greal pond which King
Mahipal has dog."’

“Do not go there Nila' said her father. *‘Do not go
to that pond Nila—already a subject of scandal as you
are.” But Niln heeded not her father's word of caution.
The mother objected 0o, but Nila heedul not lier mother's
word of caution.

Deal to all objeetions did Nila start for the groat pond.
With hor went & tmin of mpid-servants, some going
m front and others in the ranr. With ber went a trin
of male servants too, some going in front and others in
thie renr,

Down she cume o the pond Wil she reached it knee-
deep point. There sho stopped 1o cleanse her Tair limba
awhile. She went forther down §ll the  waves gonotly
toucked hor waist and there she stopped to elennse her lair
limbe' awhile. Next did the witers reach the level of
her bresst aml theme alwo she stopped to cleanse her fair
limbe pwhile,

The informer gave the report to King Mahipal saying
“T'hat Niln for whom, oh monureh, six months hiave you
roamed in dey frost,—that Nila for whom, oh monarch,
you have ronmed six months more in the burning sands,
—Niln, the Inir oty hersell has come to your pond to Latle,
Oh what o wilderness, what o treasure of lair is on her

Ik
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head! The eurling hair have spread over the surface of the
pond far and near. The small and big fishes cannot go
ahead through the tangle of her long tresses.

The monarch himsell at once hied to the pond and
gwam iill after some vain efforis he succeeded in catching
hold of a hundful of Nila's bair. He would not allow
her to go.

“ Who is it thiat has caught my hair in this way cavsing
me pain? My father objected but I lent deaf ears to lhin
words and came o this pond, My mother objected but
I heeded not und eame to this pond. Hencelorth will
Nila's life be n tale of scandal and all ber honour will
go for nothing.”" (L, 1-26.)









PREFACE TO TILAK BASANTA

‘Raja Tilak Basanta® was supplied me by Babu
Chandea Kumar De on the Tth of September, 1930.  He got
it from one of the rural villages of Mymensingh. The story
15 in the form of a Gitikathe with oceasional prose-
passages. But such passages are not many, The wain
portion consists of metrieal verse. The poetical portion
it not always composed in Payar chhanda as is the
case with n large number of ballads. Though a consider-
able portion of this ballad iz written in a somewhat crude
form of that classical and well known metre, there
are stanzas which bave the rhiythm of sound of Ghatak
Karikns or of irregular Tripadi metre. A npumber of
stanzas bave only eight letters in a line followed by lines
of L1 or 12 letters. A regular system is wanting but the
abrupt rige and fall of this irregular chhanda, which is
& capricious departure from the well known classical
metres, have a poetic rhythm and wealth of sound which
please the ear. I give exwmples from a variety of such
irregular motres, which, though they do not follow a
fixed or stereotyped standard, peculiarly suit songs sung
in chorus.—In the same stanza we come across lines
of diverse metres.

“ am e = tafim
3% =31 W

iM% 3106 fow =106
a1 @ v ot
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Each line consists lere of eight lettors only. This is
followed immediately by another mebre coniaining eleven
letters in the first line and twelve in the next.

“ 39 o2l =1 browz g
Al WA §—Al 2 513 wiE "

The postical idea and the pleasing metre in which it is
eouched, are picturesque and interesting.

It is also noteworthy that though this ballad evidently
belongs to the Istter part of the 17th century when the
rales of Payar and Tripadi became stereotyped in our
clussical poelry, the writer does not care to [ollow any
canon of Bengoli poetica but adapts his metre, which is
partially his own coinage, to the requirements of a party
singing in chorus.

Unplike the Gilikathas and other ballads which I have
collected up till mow, thiz story promulgates a distinetly
Brahmanie idea. Though written in the indigenous dislect
of the lower Gangetic valley snd  conforming to the charac-
teristics of our ballad-literature in other ways, this Gitikatha
bears the seal and siamp ol Bralimanic influence on il in
an unmistakable manner. We ali know the story of
Sribatsa and Chinta given in the Bengnli recensions of
the Mahablinrata to which Pandit Ramgati Nyaynratna
found no elue in Sanskril literature. T lave stated else-
where how strenuously did the Pandit try to trace the
story to some Sanskrit sources.. It wis evidently purely
Bengali story, =howing all the eharacteristios of our ballad-
fiterature though it must be admitted that the Brahmanieal
intluence s clearly pereoptible in the cecimsion of the tale
ns given in the Bengali Epic.

This: ballad of Tilak Fasauta tullies: with the story
of Sribatsa and Uhinta in sll its main lestures.  Queen
Sulu fike Queen Chinta wilfally courts the ban of leproay,
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King Tilak Basantn like King Sribatsa lives in the homes
of wood-cutters for a time. King Tilak Bassola and Queen
Sula soffer from great calamities in life in copsequence
of the ire of Karempurush as Sribatss and Chinia do
from that of the planet Saturn. I need nol point outb
other coincidences. They are too many, and the reader
will be reminded at every stage, of the other story while
reading this ballod. Dot in spite of this striking analogy
one must admit that the story of the Bengali Epic is
certainly less interesting and inferior as a production of
ark from a poetical point of view. Tle lorm adopted in the
Gitikatha is less rigid and the deseriptions far more fresh
snd natoral thany what we find in the story of Sribatsa
and Chinta.

As regards the Dralimanical influence in the concep-
tion of this ballad we may note the following points.

The curse of a Braliman or a god i1s at the root of all
the evile that befell the lot of King Tilak Basania. In
the purely indigenous Gitikathas such as Kajol-rekha,
and Kanchanmala, the Brahman, his curse or blessing,
seldom plays auy part, though the heroes and hervines there
are subjected to similar freaks of fortune, in no way less
dire than what Tilak Basanta and hig queen Bula sufllered,
This element of Brahmanie curse and blessing as leading
the destinies of men is in striking evidence throughout
tha whole literature of our Rennissance. It appears
in this hallad also showing how the new spirit of the age
not only permeated the Bengali recensions of Sanskrit
epics and eventually reached the huts of rustics—through
Kathakatas, Jatras, commeniaries and explanations of
'uranas,—but also found a dircet access to the ballad-
litersture which had little to do with the DBralimanic
ideal and wus solely the monopoly of the rural popula-
tion of Bengal not nt oll influenced by scholarship or
peademic canons.
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The idea of chastity of women appears in a greatly
exaggerated form in this story. I wish to bo very explicit
on this point. I do not mean to say that in the oharacters
of Sula or Pavankumari, extremely lovable, accomplished
and immaculate ns they are, thers is snything that jars
against our westhetic sense ; what I want to say is that the
ballad stresses chastity whereas those which had not come
within the range of Brahmanic influence stressed love.
The heroines of the genuine Bengali ballads suffer all that
8 human being is capable of suffering inspired by that pure
flame which does not take into uccount any thought of
marringe, socinl rules or bondage of custom. But in this
ballad the sufferings are all for the sake of hushand illus-
trating the sanctity of wedded life. Happily the wedded
wives here are not lacking in love, but that is & mere matter
of coincidence ; the writer does not,like other classical poets,
give us a discourse on the duties of 4 wedded woman, so
that nothing there is in this ballad of the nature of & propa-
ganda to call for adverse criticism from n poetical point of
view. But all the same, the Brahmanic stamp is clear and
unmistakabie.

Thirdly, following evidently the rules of Sanskrit poetics
the ballad ends in happiness inspite of all the tragic
situations created in it. The tragic ends of the greatest of
oor ballad heroines as Mahoa, Malua, Ohandrabati, Rani
Kamala, Madina, Kanchanmala, and others nrn atriking
facts showing how the rural folks boldly deviated from the
rules laid down by the SBanskritists. The rural poets had
no doubt heard of this poetioal lnw, For the singers of
the Puranas proclaimed it every day before their ears by
o beat of drums accompanying their musical performanees
that tragic end was not allowable in decent liternture,
But the rural poets followed their own traditions nnd
did not care to surrender their own ideal to the Bana-
kritists,
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The story of the heroine turning a leper at her own will
reminds one of the tale of Nala and Damayanti, which no
doubt formed the basis of the story of Sribatsa and Chinta
as also of this Gitikatha.

The fourth point illustrating the Brahmanicsl influence
on this ballad, is the anxiety of the father to offer her in
marrisge when she had attained her puberty. He was so
much overpowered by traditional fear lest he was guilty inthe
eyes of god and men for not marrying her in ber childhood
as ordained by the Brahmanical canons of the priestly
sge, that he took a vow to get her married to whom-
soever he might behold in the early dawn, the next day.

The washing of the feet of o Brahman guest as an
imperative point of duty on the part of a householder is
another instance of Brahmanieal influence (p. £89).

The sketches often reach the level of high literary
excellence, 1 particularly refer to the description of the
woodeutters on pages 874-75, which gives a lively picture of
these simple men of the woodland and their women. The
soene of their first meeting with the king and lier wife and
their grief at parting with the king fallen in great distress is
very affecting and full of pathos.

The great ideals of renuncistion and sacrifice held before
our rural folk in these stories disseminated a superior
spiritnal and ethical culture in the country-side of which
any people might be proud.

Disesa CaAXDRA SN
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Raja Tilak Basanta
(1)

From distance the course of the river might be seen
by the passer-by; sometimes the boats went with the tide
wnd at others againsl it. On the banks of this river lived
King Tilak Basanta, Hear, oh audience, the story of this
prince.

The sssembly I see before me comprises Hindos and
Moslems. To both of these people do I bow down. First
of all T should pay respects to my preceptor, next to my
parents. Six modes of music known as ' Ragas ' and thirty-
six Raginis (their consorts) should be saluted by me. Mother
Baraswati, the goddess of music whose hand carries the
pleasing musical instrument, the Vina—should receive my
homage as it is through her grace alone that I expect to sing
my song. Thave no idea of time in music. Whatever litile
I hiave Jearnt of the science is due to my teacher. Now be
gracious to come down to this house, oh divine mother
Saraswati, and inspire me with song. If you forsake me as
1 am unworthy, I will not go away but like jingling anklets
cling to your feet. You will be, oh mother, like & tree and I
a creeper fo cling to your feet, How will it be possible for
you to shake off one so intensely devoted to you ? (Til.-1-18.)

(2)

Now, ob lands aud waters and ye plants, all listen to
my song—+to this tale of Raja Tilak.

There i& no reckoning of the number of elepbants and
horses in his royal stables. Each compartment of his palace
looks like the ward of & big town, and the pinnacles of the
royal chamber smile when the sun or moon touches them.

Who wae it that gave the king all this weslth ? It is
Providence who confer on men the fruits of Karma.
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But an ulea of conceii and pride came io the mind
of the monarch. In the depth of night—the Kargm-
purush, the dispenser of human fortune, came to the ity
of the king disguised as & guest. Ol citizen, 1 am hungry,
I want from you something to eat'' ecried this disguised
god—but the citizens were all usleep and no one heard
his words. * Hungry om I, thirsty am I ™ he eried over
again  but nobody lheeded his asppealing tone. The
god was offended and turming his face in anger left the
city.

The guards and sentinels of the palace had heard that
ory but sleepy and idls, dozing and nodding in their seate
they did not care to give any response. Thus was the ire of
the god roused to destroy the happiness of the king and the
queen,

The king knew nothing of this. With the queen  be
was sleeping in perfect peace of mind, The midmght
had already pussed and there remained s littls more than
the third part of the night yet, when the king dreamt a
strange dream. ““Happy are you, oh king, in your Jore-
Mandir palace. A guest came to your city and went away
frastrated. No one cared to give him alms. Your pulacs
will be smitten by fire. These fine couches and cushions of
your room will vanish. Those whom you know as your
well-wishers will bebave as strangers and will be epathetic
towards you. Elephants and Lorses, and with them, your
Bilt-robed ministers and courtiers will forsake you in your
distress and [ will put you to all kinds of further losses and
crosees, Your great pride which is alolt to-day like your
goldeti tower, will crumble down to dust. No more, oh king,
no more should you be privileged fo enjoy sweet sleep; your
store will be void of the grace of the goddess of fortune and
to-morrow will you have to depart from this city—ns a mean
beggar, Those whom you count to-day as your best friends
and well-wishers will turn lhostile, They will plunder
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your freasure sud you will not have a cowri with you to
meet the expenses of your journey.

The Raja swoke in great borror, He saw no one
though he remembered thst he had beard some one's voice
distinctly. In that golden compartment of the king »
lamp spread its golden light. The light slowly passed
away and the room was covered with darkness.

The king called his sleeping queen and said, ** Awake,
oh queen, open your eyes and beliold. A dire calamity has
befallen us. We were totally unaware of the danger,
enjoying sleep, and the house caught fire in (be mweantime
destroying all that we had. The honoured guest came here
at midnight and went sway displeased with us. Our grent
wealth and fortune are now lost in the deep. Know again,
that all our prosperity, our wealth, power and children are
the outcome of the boon granted by the Karampurush—the
dispenser of fortune, All theseI got on one condition, 1
swore to the god that Ishould be always on ihe alurt, so
that no guest might return from this city disappointed. If
ever it so happened that I failed to give fitting roception to
# guest, on that very day and Lour all my fortune would
vanish, When T received the god's favours; [ ngreed to
this condition and now in the morning to-morrow 1 ghall
huve to forego all T have sud march off from here with the
wallet of a beggar on my back. Suddenly bad T risen to
this eminence by the grace of the Karempurush and
suddenly sre all this to vanish as one comes to possess i
gold mine in a dream and loses it in a dream. In & dream
I got my wealth and power and in o dream too I am gowng 1o
lose them. Fortune, my queen, is fleeting and unsteady
us & drop of dew on the lotus leal. Now before we are
dooted to the great misfortuno that awnite us, let us depart
from here this very night to avoid exposure. I see that
odd-shaped (with three legs) deity ! before my eyes vividly,

1 Kerampurieh or Wo god of look is represestod as lisving Wires lage,
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For a slight fault of mine I have been responsible for the
great misfortune and breach of condition.

“1 am just leaving this city but I am sorry on your
account. Even the birds and beasts will feel compassion
when they will witness your greal misery, You ate the
daugliter of a king. Alas, how will you travel in the thorny
forest! The thorns will pierce your tender fegt. The
scorching rays of the sun will burn your beautiful body
far more valued to me than gold. Scarcely will you find &
drop of water when thirsty, or even a scanty meal when
suffering from hunger. There in the gloomy forest sleep
will be denied to your eyes. Il in agony of heart you will
ery io the utmost pitch of your voice, no ong will come fto
give respouse. To-day youare surrounded by maid-servants
who wait upon you and carry out your least wishes but in
the forest there will be none to help you in ihe least. For
want of # drop of oil you will not be able to light the
evening lamp.”

As the king said all this his tears began to flow without
check—** No remedy do [ see,”" he added. ** Go to your
father's bome."”"

8aying this he gave a discourse on what he considered
the right course for his consort under such circumstances.

The Queen.

 People know you to be a virtuous king. Then how is
it that you fear to take with you one whom you have
married ? You are like the body and I am your shadow
inseparably conneeted with you. Tam like the dust that
you tread, glorying on the touch of your feet. You are
like the sea, and, I a Karayat fish dwelling in it. T cannot
Tive for o moment separated from you, You are like the
brightest gem of my necklace and dearer to me far than my
eyes. H 1 follow your advice and live in my father's
house when you, my lord, will be wandering in the forest,
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what happiness can I expect to derive from my own riches,
the gift of my parenis? T do not covet at all fur the nffection
of my parents. 1 desire for your company alone, and T
besecch you most earnestly to take me with you. A woman
does not eare for golden cushions and gilt bouses or a share of
her brother's kingdom. Rather should T like to sleep on the
ground, under the shade of o tree and build a small cottage
with leaves and branches of forest tress to live in. Your
unfortunate Suls will be fortunate to be allowed a corner
there. T do not covet the delicious food, tle thickened milk
and butter of my father's palace. The forest will yiold
abundant fruits to satisfy our hunger.

** Both of us will wander {n the forest, gathering frums
and in that forest-bower we will live in happiness. The begsta
of the forests will be like our kinsmen. L. ving with them
we shall enjoy their coufidence and they will know us to be
their own. Listen, oh king, the cuckoo is singing from
yonder tree. There is wot much of night left. If you
should leave this city it is jusi the time lorit." (L. 1-100).

(8)

The wood-cutters live in forests. Their heart js full of
compassion and lenderness. They eut down the hig and
small trees and sell them in the distan market-places,
How muny trees shall I name! there are the sal trees, the
sandal, the palm and the leafy tamal trees which the wood-
cutters cut all day long. Six monihs they live in a parti-
cular locality und live in comparative affiuence and the next
#ix months they go away to anofher king's region. The
wives of the wood-cutters are verily the queens of the forest,
They wear their aams in the [ashion of Pachchara nd
towes-like  bind their hair over the hewd: They live
mainly upon forest-fruits and enjoy the swoets of sleep ull
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andisfurbed in their cottages of leaves. Their face is always
adorned with smiles, pleasant ns moon-beams. They are
innocent and pure, and their sincere heart does not know
the wicked ways of the world. Tn the forest-path they walk
heedless of danger. There are tigers and other ferocious
beasts all nround, But they do not fear them. On the way
tbey pick np here a fruit and there a plume of & peacock
and walk merrily nlong.

These women suddenly saw our virtuous king and queen
on their way. ** Who are you two, dear people ? It seems
you are a royal pair ; why have you left your throne and
kingdom to share the lot of the wood-cutlers? You are
perspiring profusely. Bears and tigers dwell in the forest.
Tt is haunted by demons and witches. 1s it becoming that
people of your rank should visit this wild region ? Bir
(addressing the king), you have a lady with you, It seems
that though you have fallen in distress the goddess of fortune
still follows your footsteps wnwilling to part with you ;
suffering so much she i& still devoted to you and follows you
like o shadow. (They address the Queen) Renowned are
you are for your beauty and accomplishment, oh lady, tell ns
all about yoursell. Whose daughter, are you? Your tender
body seems scarcely able to bear the hardships of forest-life.
You should not have come here. Tong are your hair and
you have worn & silk sari. Surely you are the daughter of
a king and the queen of snother.  Your beanty has spread
a halo of light all aroimd,  What eruel god has put you into
anch dire distress!  His heart is relentless and hard. On a
flower he has hurled a thunder-holt. He has deprived your
lips of that sweet smile which once adorned them and sent
you to exile from your throne to the wilderness."'"

When she hend the women garrulously expresa their
sympathy in this way, the tears of the queen flowed without
cheek and she told all abont berself to her sympathisers.
She concluded thing * You, girks of (his forest, it is all true
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even as you have guessed, I was once the queen of a great
king. I had a large body of servants—male and female, and
an army of soldiers always followed us wherever we went.
As ill luck would have it, I am now a dweller of the forest.
I bave grown callous by misfortune so that even if someons
cuts off a portion of my limb, I would not feel pain. My
senses have been benumbed by grief, but one thing canses
unbearable pain to me, and this I cannot shake off. He
who had once innumerable retinues, hundreds of slaves and
servant-girls attending him wherever he went—one who lord-
ed it over a vast kingdom from his royal throne—the great
king Tilak Basanta is to-day reduced to extreme misery |
Alas! Why has mereiful God in what justice given him
such a dire punishment? Unused to walk, the thorns of
the forest pierce his feet ns he proceeds through the jungly
way. Alas, the flow-tide of good fortune has passed and the
ebb-tide of misfarfune hns set in.” In the place of golden
cushion and couches, he sleeps in a bed of leaves. Where
is his golden palace gone? The trees afford him a shelter
to-day by their shadow. In his tressury-room a golden
lamp diffused its brilliant light, now he has not s trinket
with him (she weeps). For three days my hushand has had
no food. He wanders like a mad man in great sorrow.
Where is that golden umbrells gone which the servants used
to spread over his head! Tis place is now taken by the
leafy branches of forest trees! His royal robes are all gone,
o strip of waist cloth searcely hides his shame to-day. His
colour which was bright as gold has grown pale and darkish
owing to bitter thoughts that afflict him day and night."
(Ll 1-66.)
(4)

They carry fruits tied in the corners of their saris.
Some fetch water from the distant river. Some break the
branches of a tree full of leaves, and with them fan the

48
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good King and the queen. Bome bring down from o troe a
honey-cotmb and serve them with fresh honey,

The king and the queen shed fears as they saw their
eagerness to please and help them in their distress, Even
o mother could not show them a more warm affection
than these forest-girls did. They knew not insinearity
or the cunning ways of the world. They consoled (he royal
pair as best ns they couid, and took them ‘o the forest and
themselves cul off the trees with which they built 4 house
with 1ts gateway in the east. Tt was better than a five-storied
palace though, made of wild plants and wood. No Tuss they
wade. Each man silently did his best. The Raja nnd his
queen were safely lodged in that house; with the plumes of
peacocks they wade nice fans.  An old woman of that wood-
land lived there in that honse and helped the king to kindle
fire when it went out. Farly in the morning rose the kzmg
from his bed and went ‘with the wood-cutters deep inty
the forest carrying an axe with him as the others did,
He know the quality of wood better than they and secured
the sandsl wood only. He goathered the wood and
bound them with strong creepers, The smaell issuing from
his bundle flled the whole air with fragrance.  Some
nighits he passed in that dense woodland and in (his my
e spent forty nights in that strange forest,

One day the Raja went to sell his goods to a distant
market-place. His lond consisted of the valuable annda)
wood und be got a kehan of cowris by its sile, The
queen expressed the wish that she lerself should cook nnd
feed the foresters,  Raja Tilak at once wont to thuir honsey
atil invited them one and all. The Raui cooked with
great pans 306 different kinds of curries. Tho Ruju lind
gone to the furest for cutting wood. She in the meantime
prepared onkes and other swesls and placed them in eups
of suf Jeoves. The rice she cooked was of & Wpecially fine
quality. She made a plate of logves and kept this nice
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rice. thereon. It spread o feagrance inviting appelite.
When she had finished ber cooking, (he good queen went
to the river for taking a bath. The women of the wool
aceompnnied their beloved queen. Some of them dimeed
and sang, others made themselves merry in  other
waye, Each one of thems had » pitcher with her to carry
waler. (Ll 1-36.)

{3)

Listen 10 me, my friend, what happened at this time.
A great merchant wag refurning home by that river with
a fleet of fourteen ships, full of valuable goods. The cargo
wias %o leavy that the ships could scarcely bear their
burden. An old Brahman beggar was going along the
riverside. He eried in a loud voice, *“Oh merchant,
I have had no food for seven days, will yon kindly give
me n ropee? [l you do not show any mercy I shall
die. I wandered about the villages on the banks of this
river secking charity, but nmo ove paid any beed to my
request,””  The oarsmén and  sailors laughed at him and
went on plying the ships without caring to give any reply.
The Brahman beggar cursed tlie nierchant and went away.
It so happened that the ships got stranded there. This
sudden misfortune was verily like 4 bolt from the blue—when
there was no sign of cloud in the sky. The merchant was
quite unprepared ond Le struck his bead with his hands
und began to ery. The voice of the God of Luck was heard
by him st tius stage. It said from above **Vain are your
laments, oh merchant. You must sulfer for your sins,
Por full twelve years you will remain bere with your ships
stranded, and during this lime all'the money that you
have got by irade will be spent. Buot that is not all;
your city will be burnt and nothing of your riches will be
left ot home.”” The merchant struck his head sgainst the
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prow ol his ship and filled the air with wild lsmentations.
There was s deep cut on his forehead which profusely
bled. The God of Luck felt compassion for the man and
again his voice was hesrd from above. It said ** Find
out a troly chaste woman. If she touches your ships
with ber finger, they will float again on the river.””

At this time the good wives of the woodmen arrived
there with the queen. Her face was beaming with beauty
and looked like the moon. The crew of the ships were
filled with wonder. Some of them said in a whispering
tone and others loudly, * What s wonderfully handsome
lady is this| She must be the queen of a Rajs sent to
exile for some fault."" The merchant beard this and
alighted from his ship. He placed his towel round his
neck (as a sign of humility) and fell prosiraie ai the feet
of the queen saying, “ Providence has for some fsult of
mine doomed me to a dire punishment, All my fourteen
ships are siranded on the shore by divine curse. Tt has been
ordained that if & chaste woman would place her feet on my
ships they will be released. You are a chaste woman, good
mother, ob my saviour—if you would not have any compas-
sion for me, know that I will kill myself here striking my
head against a stone.”’

She who hnd berself suffered great sorrows in her life
was deeply affected by the tale of this merchant's distress,
8he touched each one of the ships with ber hands and
instantly they flosted once more on the waters. The
wives of the wood-cutters were all astounded at the sight,
and the captmn oadvised the merchant to take the lady
with Lim in one of the ships saying, ““If you want
security you should do so. Her action is wonderful. You
yoursell, sir, know well the dangers of the deep. I we
come to face similar circumstances again, who will save us?
Verily she 19 our saviourand by God’s grace we have got
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ber all unexpected. Tt would not be prudent to lose what
we have got as & special blessing from God."

The evil counsel prevailed and the merchant forcibly
carried the queen bound as a captive.

The Queen.

“ Oh good women of the woods, tell my husband the
whole story—tell him that the merchant is a mounster
who has repsid my action with such inhumsn cruelty.
He carries me by force, Oh dear girls—the moals are
cooked and ready lying in the straw hut. The mad Rajs
knows not how to put the meals in the plate of leaves,
Alas | who will be thers to sarve him? Who will hand the
pitcher of water to bim for wash. 1 am not af all sorry
for our lost kingdom but to-day T am truly a beggar. My
real wealth is gone! When my Raja will turn fraptic in
grief, console him to the best of your power. Give him
food when he will be hungry and water to sppease his
thirst. My prayer to you is Bless me so that the red powder
of luck on my head may not fade.' Alas, my bed of leaves—
that abode of heavenly bliss is left behind for ever. From to-
dsy my life is doomed to etornal misery! Behold the
fourteen ships bave now started agsin and will be soon
out of sight. 1 wil' never see you any more. The night will
pass away and the dawn will, ol my lord, appear as usual but
from to-morrow I will not awnke to see your sweet face.
To.morrow I will not see that face dear as life which T have
been accustomed to behold on opening my eyes every day !
I have perhaps done many things wrong to you all,
Excuse me for those knowing me to be an unfortunate

Woman.

| Whan & Hindy womat becamon & widow she laes iba privilege of potting o9
the red sign oo ber forchead. This matk sbe =oald sever allow to be sffaced wo long
aa her Bneband lives. Eome hior prayec I that abe might not tors & widow,
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Her wars added 10 the volwe of the Bopd in
the river. The ships advanced in a row agaiust the iule
breiking down the high waves,

Qucen Sulp ut he r ensis remembered the God of Luck
ail erying wll the wh ile said, *'Ob Lord, sirangers have
touched my body. 1 have lost by their touch that purty
which is a womnan's pride. This body touclied by them
I hate.  Gave unto me the boon that it may be destroyed
hy leprosy and bocoms rotten, Grant this prayer and
save iy hononr. TE T am n chaste woman who has besn
devoted all her life to her lord a nd anflinchiogly adbered to his
feet, ol my Jord, let my pray er be fulfilled. Verily T believe
that it cannot but beso. If I ama chaste woman, let these
fourteen ships be overtaken by some dire calamity! ™"

Thie words of the chaste wo man were infallible and
e fonrtecn ships were once more stranded on the shore.
Her golden colour at onee faded away and her body be-
eamo rotten by leprasy. The crew of ihe ships, the sailors
and rowers, were frightened by whal they saw, They
asked the merchaot to leave ber on the bank. * She is
pot o human being,”” they said, ' it is now fit that we
shiould have nothing to do with ber.'” As she was left
in that jungly lsnd on the bank ; the ships once more

floated and started ahend against the tide. (LI, 1-100).
(0)

[l was evening and the king came home in escellent
spirit. with n smiling conntenance. Entering the hut he
ceied, 'Ol Sula, where are you ? The day, dear queen,
was specially lucky for me. [ got some very valuable
wood whiel is worth their weight in gold if I can only
arcange their sale in » distant town.

* 1# your cooking finished or how much time it will
take? 1shall presently go to take my bath, Meantime
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keep ready our meals. The wood-cntters must be very
hungry by this time and have surely gone to the river
for taking their baths,"'

The Raja said all these in a low tone, and called
his wife ngain and again but no response came. Then
he asked the good women there, ** Where is my wife? It
seems she has finished her cooking, Where could she go
now? Perhaps she has gone to the river."" Saying this
ke a mad man be ran towards the river, when the wives
of the wood-cutters related the whaole story.

Behold the tears that flowed from the eyes of the
Raja like streams as be heard the woeful tale.

The simple-minded women wept as they told the etory.
Some of them cried aloud, others lnmented wildly while
describing how the merchant bhad carried away the gueen
by force.

The good king fell on the ground like ¢ bansns plant
when cut down. On regaining his senses he lamented
thus—'* Though T lost all my riches and kingdom, yet
happy was I in your company, oh queen. Though often
did we live on the fruits of forest trees, I did not feel any
want but felt blessed that you were near me. You were to
me like a diamond worth all the riches of seven kings.
Alas! who has robbed me of it? Who is it that has taken

away the light from my eyes? To-day I actually feel that
I am out of the grace of Providenca. To-day I feel anew

the grief of losing my kingdom and all. Behold the bed

of leaves there. It was o beaven unto me, Who is it that
has strewn a handful of ashes on my meals which were

ready. This cottage which I valusd so much, is not worth
anything to me now. My best course would be to drown
mysell in the river, 8he for whom T delighted in cutting
the woods and whose presence amply made amends for the
loss of my empire, she—my sweel co-partner—my only
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source of joy has gone away, and what atiraction is there
for me to live in this wilderness ?

‘* Ol wood-cutters, who have been like my brothers,
I bid adieu to you. I must leave this place full of painful
association.”” When the Raja lamented thus, a confused
voice of wild grief was raised by the wood-cutters. These
simple-minded wood-men became overpowered by grief
and cried bitterly. The night passed away and they con-
soled the king saying that they would go to places far and
near seeking the queen fo the utmost of their power.
The Raja who hod nearly lost his wits did not draw any con-
solation from the sympathy shewn by the wood-cutters.
With his own hands he set fire to his cottage and burnt
it. Before any person there could have a sight of him he
had left that place in the last hours of the night. (Ll. 1-46.)

(7)

He entered another country—the jurisdiction of another
king. The sky and the Innd there were [all of splendour.
The treasury of the king had untold wealth. The glory
of the king knew no waning. In the stable there were
innumerable horses and there were guards at each of the
thousand gates of the city.

The palace was sevensstoried, it had glass doors and
windows. Here lived the king and the queen in great
affiuence. They knew no want. The nurses and the
attending maid-servants could be counted by legions. The
Raja hod en only daughter.  She was verily like the lamp
in & dark chamber. It seemed that she showered gold
by her smile and pearls by ber tears, In the shole world
there was not another girl who was berequal. Her liair,
long and profuse, fell to ber ankles. With perfumed oil
and vermilion she bedecked herself in her toilet room.
B8he was wnmarried and many n prinee came seeking
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her hands, but went away disappointed as the king did not
entertain their offer for some reason or other,

One day, the princess entered her father's chamber.
There was a pitcher with cold water in that room, and the
queen who was thirsty asked her daughter to get it from there,
The princess did not order any of her numerous maid-servants
to do this but hersell entered her royal father's compartment,
The king was in deep slumber. All on a sudden he awoke
and thouglit that he saw the queen filling a pitcher with cold
water. Covered with her Aowing hair which profusely fell
round it, Lier face could not be seen. The moon as it were lay
hid under the clouds. The Rajn cut some jokes thinking
her to be the queen but he perceived later thst the princess, his
daughter, was going nway from the room in haste. ““ It is
not the Queen then but my daughter anil I cut jokes at herI''
He was completely overwhelmed with a sense of shame at
this thought and said to himself, ** Woe to me that I have
cut jokes at my own dsughter ! Where shall T go to hide
my shame—oh skyl let there be & rend in thy bosom so
that 1 may enter there, to concesl myself, oh what a fool
Iam. It isa pity that I have such a grown-up girl in the
house and have not yet given her in marriage | ™

After & good deal of thinking the king resolved that
whomsoever he would see first in the morning on waking
from sleep, the next day, to him will be offer the hands of
the princess.

No one of the city knew of this resolution of the king.
In the morning the flowers bloomed in the royal garden.
The sun rose illuminating the eastern horizon. At this
{ime came there s new gardener, He was perfectly a
stranger in the city. Nobody Knew whence he came or
where his home was. No one knew him. He was
working for some time in the place of the old gardener.
He had & fair cemplexion and his limbs were symmetrically
graceful and faultless. Some gaid that he belonged to the

49
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family of the gardeners, bui others said be must be o prince
in disguise, and a few suspected him to be possessed of some
divine power,

The king hal no sleep In his eves that night, At the
divwn as Le rose from liis bed, e saw the face of the
gardener. The king's eyes floated in o stream of tears.
Alus 1 after oll our diligent search for a suitable bridegroom
wll these vears, the princess is doomed 10 be warried to
a gardener ! Who ean hight against Lis lot. 1 must offer ber
to this man whatever may be the resuli of this wnion!
Who can violate the will of God ? He has ordained it
Lt shic should suffer, Who ean alter the decroe wiitten
her luck ?

Thus was Pavankumari, the princess, married to the
gardener. The citizens were smitten with griel and eried
TAR1T *Alas )"

Even such anight of sorrow bad its end.  The people
of the city lind expected feast« and presems of clothes on
the ovectsion.  They had expected to participate in the
programme of many amnsements and fnnetions of joy, bit
what happened on the bridal night! Not a drum was
beard, no conoh sounded.  Throughout the vast city, in the
place of n general illumination as suited the occasion, not a
lamp was lighted to dispel a little darkness, The poor
gardener became the hushand of the princess. Tt was the
order of the king. In the house of the old gardener there
was & wretched but and here the gardener and the princess
slept on o mat made of the material with which broom-
sticks are made.  But the princess was not at all S0ITY,
On the other hand, she was perfectly happy with ber hus-
band. The king gave an orider to give to the gardener an
abundant supply of rice and paddy, ** Loy not my daughter
feel the sharp pange of want in respect of her daily neces-
«aries, "' he said, ** Alas! she has been from hes birth my
pet. Even when she was in her golden couch I was alrajd
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lest shie was unhappy and aot quite at case. If she was
left on the floor | fall she might be tormented by the ants.
I brought her up with the utmost care nuil affection.’”” In
this way lsmented the king, and it seemed that even stone
would melt at his piteous laments and the river swell by lus
tenrs,

In this way bime went on.— (Ll 1-85))

(8)

Oh, what o cruel providence ereated you, my girl? One
beautiful as the moon is doomed to everlpsting sorcow.  "I'he
mother brought ber up with tender affection wortliy of u
cliild of a royal pair. Balk it was written in her Tuck that
she should have a gardener for her hushand. Now ihe
despised gardener is her mate.  Oh what n sorrow ! |1 any
one would strike ber with the petals of » flower, it would
hurt ber as il it were a bolt [rom the blue, so tender, 50
soft is her body! How oan that tender hody of ber be at
ease on the hard ground which iz to be Ler bed Irom now 2
Where are now the golden couches wnd bedsteads of her
father's house ? Un a bed of mat made ol reeds and grass
she is now fo take her rest, Alas | Who would listen to
these painfol details of her lowly life! In her father's
bouse the mosquito nets are bright and transparent, dakzling
the eyes. Bul here lice tender body is exposed to the hite
of mbsquitoes, No ornament hss she—the jowels and
precigus stones, alas! where are they 7 She pusses her
daye in extreme misery. Famished without proper food,
she hins grown emaciated and pale.

The Princeas.

40h my husband, take henrt. Do not be sorry on my
atcount, Ged his ordained for ue a lot whieh we must
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bear with courage. For myself T do not care a bit,
Believe me what can be my want when I bave such » hus-
band as you. When your arms are around my neck,
happy do T feel as if T have worn a mecklace of seven-
stringed pearls. When you call me by tender nsmes, the
sweel voice seems to my ears as my best ear-rings. The
dust of your feet will be the ornament of my body.
Your company to me makes up for all the diamonds, pearls
and precious stones which one may covet. You cannot
realise but I tell you the truth that if T have the privilege
of washing your feet with my tears and wipe them with
my long hair it would afford me the highest pleasure. I
consider this happiness to be far greater than what 1 mighit
enjoy in the royal palace of my father. The thought that
I am of some service to your feet supplies me inspiration
for my work more than all that my high status in society
could give. These feet of thine give me all the security of a
royal bed and are holy as religion to me.”

The money she had with her she distributed among the
poor. In fact the beggars of the whole country gathered
at ber new house. They would not go to the king's palace
but went every day for alms to the * gardener king's houss.’

The seven sons of the king became jealous of him.
What, the fellow is in charge of our garden, see how
audacious he has become! His title is * the gardener king."
All the poor people and beggars throng there every day.
They sing his glory. If the old king, our father, were not
liere. we would have ordered the executioner to cut off his
heud. Now listen to our order, oh treasurer, do not give
even a blind cowri to that silly fellow., Pui up three Jocks
at the treasury rooms, let us see how that rogue can manage
to live. The fool gets & supply of every thing from our
palace. Ours are the cleplants, ours are the horses and the
funds he gets from our tressury, with these Le makes a
pugeant.
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By the order of the seven princes the doors of the
treasury were locked up. The beggars, the blind, decrepit
and the poor who used to get alms from the gardener king
were thus deprived of their share. The queen-mother
heard that her daughter had fallen into extreme distress.
She privately told her maid-servants—** You are to give my
daughter the rice dusts and the refuse of corn of this house.
Thiz you should secretly do."" —They obeyed the order with
 heavy heart and with great fear, and the princess and her
husband lived on this wretched food. Their hunger was
not appeased but yet tle face of the princess had n smile
which pleased all. There was no sign of sorrow in her
countenance, The poor people of the locality did not know
all that had transpired. As usual they came also now and
stood near the hut of the gardener king expecting ulms,

Then did the princess take her ear-rings and necklace
and other ornnmenta which she had kept in reserve and
with these she satisfied those who had appealed for help.

(L. 1-38,)
(9)

When everything wuas thus spent out, it so happened
that a blind Brahman beggar witl a stafl in Lis band came
to the hut one day and cried aloud—"* On misiress of the
house, oh mother, will you kindly give alms to me 1 "

All that she had were exhausted. Not even a part of
her refuse grains wus there. The princess was in a dilemma
and begen to think as lo what she could give to the poor
Brahman. Then it struck her that she had a sari that she
wore and she resolved that she would cut half of it & she
retained balf for herself and gave the other half to the
beggar. At this time the Brahman said aloud addressing the
princess :  ** Oh Princess, oli Ooddess of Luck personified—
for twelve years I have lived o wanderer's life, travelling tar

and near countries—ibe kingdoms of many a Reja. No one
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hias during all these yoars given me what T have really
wantad.  Some have given me money, greit or small sums—
Irom precious stones o cowris. 1 bave roscivad many a
gilt whilat there were poople who often drove me fram their
huuse abusing me as much us they could. A Windman’s Int
w hand. T have passed through varied experiences  when
sevking for ahng. "

The prinecss said—** What is it that you want, oh
Brabmun,  But fiest el we wash your feet with the water
[ have lronght.**

The Bralhman.

 Nocoved of ol bt I you give me what 1 g sevking
[ sbill rebuen home perfoctly susfied. T had gone 1o the
yotuder prlaceof the Raja of this country, They did not give
e anythiog bul pointed out this kg, suying that T should
wpply bere,™

** What s bothint you seek, tell me +°" said the Privcess,

The beggnre said ** Give me n puir of gyes, "’

The Princess was siruck with fear gt bis words. How
conld shie comply with this wish of the beggar! * UL
Godt oh Lord! you have come to destroy what [ittle
happiness T am still enjoying now, [ do not know who
this beggar Bralman is | He may be a disgursed wod who
haw come to place we in 2 new trigl,*

Whili: thinking in this atrmin sbe ot last snid in mild
pereiibi—" Be pleased, ob Tiralisan, to take your seat here.
My lodhand js nob here just pow bub he will come
vevy somn Knuw that be will ok depy you anything, He
will give whit you sy wish, '

She Mhought ;1 the beggar goes awny isnppointed
the resalla of all my virtuous sets will be destroyed.  Also
Wl o 1 to do iy the present orizis !

AL this time the ““gardencr king ™ with o “tyoeping
broam in his binds returned o bis hut.
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The princess approacled him and said—'* See  my
husband, thiere is great dauger ahead. Al unexpectedly
a Pralounn Deggar s come to this house begging alms,
11 does wot want any rupee or cowri —but wants one's eyed
—1iis 15 the beggar's prayer.  Tdo not kvew what god hos
agnin eonio to try us.  What bappiness is yet left in onr
life possibily we shall be going fo lose also,”

When the gardener lieard this, he thought  within
himisell © " What should we do now ™ Who is this beggar?
Is bie some god in disguise? " Thinking thus he approachvd
the Traliman and asked him some questions.

The Brahmon Beggar said, *“ T have come here afflicted
witl & great sorrow. [ have heard that you are o mognam-
mous soul. 8o T have approached you, loping to get
redress, for my misfortune is vory grent, '

*“For twelve years T hoave been lending the life of '«
blind mon. My dark night, it seems, will never enme
loan end! Butif you are gracions and grapt me the
boon that I liave psked, riz., that of a pair of eves, my
migery may come o an end.”

On benring this (e gardener contemplated for a while
and then prayed thrice tothe Lord of Luck. He said, " Hear
me, ol Braliman | 1t 4= uot in the power of man (o restore
gight to eyex that have been totally lost. Bat the grace
of Goll enn Lelp o man in all watiers snd - make  possible
what iz impossible,”’

Then did be ervally ent off his own eyes with o sickle
and presented thew to the Bralimn,

Reeeiving the atms he bad wanted the Brabman went
away from the place.  In ey (listress the princess began
to ery alowd.

Blie waglied the face of leir husband with cool water
and wiped away the blood and ssid. “Ol! what a misery
wné reserved for me!"

The gardener said, ** Do nol weep, o queen, let us



b EASTERN BENGAL BALLADS

bear our lot with o smiling face. The God of Luck has
given us the punishment. We must endure it with
patience, If a person has given a gift and then he repents
or feels pain for it, the wvirtue of such a gift he loses
and God turns away his face from him." The princess
replied : ** God is so cruel to you, my lord, yet you have not
lost fgith in him. You are surely a wonderful man."
The gardener said, ** Do not weep, oh princess, one who
wants happiness must first court misery. As the hard
rind of a fruit is the first thing to get over before one
is allowed to taste its kernel, so sorrow is the gateway
through which one should pass before one can enjoy frue
happiness. One wishing to enter the mansion of joy,
must have his passport from sorrow. If you want real
happiness do not be afraid of sorrow ab the outset. I
is the way to Sadhana—an austere course which entitles
one to the grace of God.'* (Ll 1-84.)

( 10 )

The husband was now rendered unfit. The princess
herself does the work of a sweeper in the inner apartments
of the king—her father, All the year round she suffers
her hard lot with patience, The wives of her seven
brothers laugh at her in derision. She suffers in this way,
it seems there is no end to her suffering. Her clothes
are now tattered rags and she has not a drop of oil to gdo
her bair. In one hand she carries & basket to keep the
sweepings and with the other she wipes away her tears.
When the maid-servants give her rice-dusts snd refuse
corn, she accepts them and ties them in a corner of her
torn sari. 'This is the food with which the pair any how
appease their hunger.

The mother does not dare speak to her for fear of the
wives of ber sons and she secretly bears the pain which
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pierces her heart like a spear, When the mother sees the
dear girl—her pet—dressed in a tattered cloth she is
maddened with grief and the word ** Alas ** comes almost
unconsciously out of her lips. For fear of her sons she
cannot give even a blind cowri to ber daunghter from the
treasury. Even the insnimate trees express their sym-
pathy by throwing off their leaves as she passes by.
A mother's heart alone knows the pain, caused by a
daughter's sorrows. Who, alas, can know it more?

Thus passed their days. The princess daily performed
the duties of s sweeper in the Raja's palace. Even
the cats, dogs and other domestic animals of her fathér's
house are living happily,—all except the dear daughter of
the house.

One day the music of the palace sounded indicating
s hunting excursion. The sound of the trumpet, tabor,
Kara and Nagra rose high in the air and there was con-
fusion and tumult everywhere. The gardener asked, *' Tell
me, wife, why is this music in the palace? * The blind
man thought, ““Many a day I have not gone for hunting
which was once my passion.”* He said, ** Will you, wife,
do one thing? Ask of your father an arrow of the Sabda-
bhedi * class.””

= The Princess.

* Hear me, busband, abandon that ides of hunting.
Swear by me that you would not go. You are a blind
man and the paths of the forest are very intricate and
difficult to pass. Danger is sure to overtake us il you

None in the world bave 1 save -yourself. My
parents and brothers have given me up unkindly and like a
weed floating in the stream, I am carried away by fate.
While sbandoned by my kith and kin I have taken refuge

| Lt ==Thst which pierces the sim lollowing tha ssand, Whtes Lhe alm canned
ummmuﬁmmmammammm
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in you, Noneelee there is to take compassion on me.
1 have given up the idea of enjoyment in life. A sorrow-
ful lot bave I courted. The sorvows of my wedded life
give me an impetus for work but even if this be lost I
shall sink into utter despair. A piteher though empty is
a hundred times better than one broken. Without you
it will be impossible for me to stay alone in the hut, I
you go away leaving me I will not eare to bear this
life. Befare going, take n sickle in hand and cut my
throat."'

The princess began to lament in this way. Her blind
husband consoled her by these words: * I have not long
tasted the flesh of a deer. If I can secure one, it will afford
mie & great plensure. So do not prevent me from going.""

** Many a deer will be brought by my brothers. T will get
a little meat for you from my mother. So give up the idea
of going for hunting,"’

But ler blind husband still persisted. 8o sle went to
her father and said, ** Your blind son-in-law is bent on
going for hunting. Give him a bow and an arrow of the
SJabda-bhedi class.

The king began to cry like a clild when be saw his pet
daughter reduced to that plight. He gave the bow and the
arrow wanted by her, The Llind Raja took these with-him
and started. He followed the sound of musie nni prossed-
ed on in the forest. He tried to find out his way by leoling
things Ly stretohing his bhands on all sides, He woulll
sometimes sit down exhausted and then riso again to pur-

sue his course, Thus after some inys Lo entered the
reserved foresl. (Ll 1-65.)

| (O™ 12 SN

For seven days ani seven nights the
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souphl pame 4y that detse fore
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dear enme ncross their way. Not even o bird of the air
could they find there toshoot, ** What a disappoint-
ment! How shall we return to our city—Alns, with what
face? ' they thought.

Meantime the blind Raja wandered in that wilderness.
He had walked o great deal and entered the very depths of
thul jungly region. He had no eyes to see whether a tiger
or u- dear passed by. No sound be heard nuywhere, 50 he
did not shoot the Salda-bliedi arrow, He shot other arrows
otie after another. They flew into the air. 8o sharp were
they that they penetrated stones and trees. The tiger and
the bear fled away. At this time ol on a sudden what is
it that struck his feet 7 Ts it a man or o benst 2 As soon
as he had touched the object with his feet be regained the
sight that he had lost. The Rajs wonderingly opened his
eyes and found the person Iying prostrate before him, no
other than his queen Suls dearer thun life, “When she had
touched his feel the leprosy which afflicted her was at once
cnred. Her colour became once more bright as a living
flome. Tike a molten piece of gold, her colour looked
bright and dazzling, It wes a meeting after twelve yegrs.

Bula threw her arm round the neck of her beloved
busband and began to weep., The sorrows of twelve long
years she narrated one by one to him. She told him all
about the merchant and the story of her taking upon her-
sell the ban of leprosy as a protection in an hour of crisis
and how she was abandoned in that forest,

The king beard all that she said and thought the God of
Luck was at last propitiated. He would do no more harm.

The King.
““Oh my Sula! oh my life, weep no more. When I

have got you back little do T care for the loss of my empire,
We will henceforth live on the forest froite and dwell
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here. Where is the man so fortunate as T am who gets back
his lost treasure in this way ? The wood-cutters and their
women who were like our mothers, are dear to me, 1 do not
know bow they are ;I long to see them again, Now our
happiness is unbounded as we have met again! I am now
convinced that our evil days will soon be over.” (Ll. 1-16.)

(12)

The seven princes were now completely exhausted by
their tiresome search but they got no game. Their face
grew pale, ** What shall we take with us home ?''—that
was their cause of anxiety. As they proceeded, they saw
o large Daruk tree. The roots of the tree seemed to have
entered the very depths of the netherworld and its branches
and leaves covered the sky. At the foot of the tree they
saw a god and goddess sitting together, Before them lay
the body of seven stags. The brothers asked—'* Who are
you two, men or sngels? ™

The Rajs said, '* You do not recognise me! strange!
Logk at me and bebold closely.™

Then they recognised him to be the gardener. How
wonderful! How could he get back the two eyes he bad
lost. How could he possess such & golden ecolour, Burely
the presiding deity of the forest has granted him a boon,
out of kindness,

They talked among themselves for a time and then they
asked the gardener, * We could not get a single deer. How
is it that you got seven ? "

The princes were inspired by s wicked impulse. They
thought, " How can we return bome without any game ?
We must wreak our vengeance oo this wicked fellow. Let
us kill him and take away the game by force."’

Resolving in this way the seven brothers aimed their
arrows at the king. The great hero Tilnk Basanta took
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up his bow and by shooting seven arrows disabled the hands
of his opponents and their bows fell down. He had
them all bound by the string of their bows but did not
take their life because of his love for their sister. He took
the ring from his finger containing his royal seal and im-
pressed it on their forecheads. The ring was called Sri
Angti or the Ring of Luck.

"' Take these stags. Why ghould you remain in this
forest exposing yourself to such bardships. I give you my
“Sri Angti.' Please deliver it to my wife. It is a
token by which I will know if the princess still recollects
me. One day she had asked me fo tell her who I was,
but I did not say anything in reply simply asking her to
wait till she would know everything in the fullness of
time. 'This Ring of Luck—the Sri Angti—will give a full
introdustion., Now for you there is no more any cause for
alarm. Go to your palace from this wilderness."’

Burning in insult and greatly humiliated did toe
princes return to their city and did pol say anything to
their people. The * Sri Angti' they gave to the princess
and with tears in their eyes related to her how her husband
was eaten up by a tiger. “* At the time of death he handed
this ring to us for being delivered to you. Who can alter
the decree of fate? Our father turned your enemy and
threw you into the depths of misery. So many prinees
came as suitors of your hands but they were turned out,
This in Fate. Whom shall you sccuse? Look at the
moon-beams—how beautiful, how eool,—but Fate reserves
these moon-beams to be devoured by vampires. Look at the
golden lotus with all its honeyed treasure, The worms of
the dung est up the beautiful petals in the end, At the
time of his death the blind man gave this message to be con-
veyed to you saying that should you wish to know who bhe
was, this Sri Angti would acquaint you with all particulars
about him.” The princess took the ring in ber hand. She



au8 EASTERN BENGAL BALLADS

neither cried aloud, nor shed silent tears. She looked
sombre like the hailstorm of summer before it moves in
the sky. She told the ring, “Oh wy dear Sri Angti,
will you tell me the truth? Have my brothers deceived
me by n false report ? Tell me, oh Ring of Luck, all that
happened in the forest without hiding anything,"*

The ring got power of espression af her bidding and
said everything about the king, How be and his quean
left their palace, stating all particulars of the country
of which he was the ruler. The whole story was teld to
the princess. Upon which Pavankumari the princess with
the speed of Pavana (wind) ran sway from her father's pity.
Rivers she crossed and countries fur und near she travelled,
suffering all kinds of hardships in her journey, (LI, 1-54.)

( 13 )

In the couniry of her lord there was u washerman in
whose house she became a guest. Pavana said to bhe
wife of the washerman that she knew how to wash clothes.
““T will wash the clothes of the Raja for you, good mother,
kindly carry thew to the palace.” She washed the clothes
of the queen Sula as well, and within their folds secretly
placed that Ring of Luck.

Sula Rani asked the old washerman—** Wil you tall
me who washed the clothes to-day? How nicely the task
has been done!'' Then as zhe opened the folds, she found
the Sri Angti and showed it to the king.

The Raja wonderingly said—** Where is it, dear quesn,
that you have got this ring? "

The queen said that she found it in the folds of the
clothes washed by the washer-woman.

A maid-servant was instantly sent and the washes,
woman was brought forthwith to his presence.
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Bhe trembled in fear nnd said, *“Tt belongs o one
damsel, who is besutiful as Tukshmi and accomplished ns
Saraswati, I do not know who she is or where lies her
bhome, She is staying with ue and calls me mother,
She speaks so eweetly that her words eool one's heart."”

Raja Tilak at once sent the palanguin of the palace to
fetch the girl. Shs entered the house of the king and the
citizens said that in beauty she was a mateh for queen Sula,

When the king got a report of her arrival he forth-
with came before her. She saw her husband and feil at
his feet fainting.

The king said to queen Sula, “This lady has suffered
for my sake more than what you have done.”

Queen Suls eminuced Pavankumari, They called each
other by the sweet term ‘sister.’ They suited ench other
as do the diamaonds suit a golden neckluce in which they are
set, They both adorned the palsce—as if the two moons
appeared from the same sky and dispelled the gloom of that
royal house.

When the old king—the [ather of Pavankumari— got
frue account of these developments, he bestowed half of his
kingdom on Raja Tilak.

Here ends my story. Porgive me, oh president of the
assembly, and nccept my good wishes, (L. 1-98,)
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PREFACE TO PIR BATASI

The ballad of Pir Batasi was collected in the Beginning
of this year by Babu Chandrs Kumar De [rom three
minstrels, (1) Brindaban Bairagi of Ajmiri Bajar, (2)
Bridam Patani of Khala Lakshmiganja, (8) Jagabandhu
Gayen of another village in the district of Mymensing.
This ballad was eomposed by one Rajani Gopal who ealls
himself a native of Bhati (Bastern Mymensing). His father
was Jagannath and mother Bonamani. He does not say fo
which caste he belonged but mentions his gotra as Madhu-
kulya. The hymn given in the preliminary portion is
evidently a composition of the Mahomedan minsirel. The
usual practice is that the hymnic porfion of the ballads is
more often composed by the minstrel who sings the song than
by the poet himself. The liberal ideas which prevail
amongst these Mahomedans and the eatholicity of their
views are illustrated by the recognition of the Hindu shrines
along with his own in the hymn of this Mahomedan
minstrel, That the Hindws and the Mahomedans lived in
perfect amity and were far from being influenced by bigoted
notions which have crested difficulties in the solution of
present communal questions is clearly in evidence in these
bymns which as s rule are characterized by large-hearted
and sympathetic approciation of each other's religious ideals,
The Makks and Madina in the eyes of the Moslem wminstrol
possess here the same sanclity us Benares and Gaya.

The ballad contains 548 lines and [ have divided it into 17
cantos, I"cannot say thatthis ballad is of u type of excellence
claimed by the very best onea fsom a poetical point of view.
I'ts literary merits are mediocee though the Iyrical eloment, as
in most of the ballads, is here nlso & striking feature of the

{ don )
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song. We have found numerous ballads of thiz type in
ahich the mortal bites of serpents and their cure are promi-
nently mentioned, We have got it in Sannamala, Malua,
Manjurma and in some unpublished ballads such as Ruper
Manohar, All these, as I have said clsewhere, are precursors
of the great song of Behula which has given us the most
striking ideal of womanly virtues, as conceived by the Hindus,
and overshadowed s hundred tales of this nature by its
unique excellence, The Puja of Manssa Devi was at one
time the greatest of our National festivities and even now in
the remote villsges of Enst Bengal it continues to be so
amongst the rural people. The Durgs Puja within the last
four centuries has grown in importance in this country and
gupplanted the festivities of the Manasa cult.

By far the greater number of the best ballads contains
accounta which ave realistio though blended with romantic
elements, Mahus, Malua,Chandrabati and many suchare com-
posed in the fashion of modern fiction and there is nothing in
them which overrides the rangeof ordinary beliel, In the Giti
Kathas of course we find a gallaxy of extraordinaxy incidents
and the [ullest scope given to imagination. The ballad ol
Mainamati or Gopichandra, a8 it is called, is o distinct type
which claims little affinity with the ‘‘Eastern Bengal ballads.'’
In this type the dominating feature we find to be the feats of
Tantric saints. In the present ballad also we find such
feate along with the incidents of simpler narratives, The
extraordinary powers achieved by Sumai Ojha reminds us
of the feats of Hadi Biddho. Like Hadi Siddha, Sumai
could cross a river with sandals on his feet, and perform
other miracles like the Druid priests of Gaelic mythology.
The social Iaws that govern our country are set at
nought by the ballad-maker. The most striking
clement in a large number of ballads is this freedom
from the canons of the orthodox society. It is curious
to find that our peasantry boldly stepped over all
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social restraints and proved themselves 10 be true children
of nature untrammolled by bondage of any sort. Binath's
wile goes astray and intrigues against him, and Batasi who
loves him with all the ardour of a woman's soul is untrue to
her husband. The poet does not comment on their action
or promulgate any doctrine ol social ethics but stresses the
feelings of a lover throughout his poem, as the only
point to be cared for, and it is love slone that
supplies his pen with inspiration and poetry. He
cares little what the society might say or do, but goes on
analysing the tender feelings of a woman in love irrespective
of all other considerations. The chief interest of the
ballad lies in this nice and subtle delineation of female
characters yielding to the call of the blind deity of love.
When Binath sings a song through his flute its effect is
irresistible on those who hear it. The women on the river-
side with pitchers of water in their arms stand entranced
by the musie and when his own Batasi listens to it she is
simply maddened. Such music is still to be heard by the
side of the great rivers of Eastern Bengal. It sweeps over
the vast waters with its tremulous melody full of pathos
and fills the whole air’s space, No one who has not heard
the sound of a sweet flute by the banks of a large river in
Eastern Bengal, which comes floating in the air from large
pastoral grounds where the cow-herds tend their cattle, will
be able to appreciate to the fullest extent these descriptions
of the ballads. It is this flute which the happier Vaisnava
poets have put in the hands of Krishna spiritualising the
whole atmosphere and lending a permanent charm to the
Mahajan Padavali. The study of these ballads will show
how the great and far-reaching developments in popular
thought have taken place in our country associnted with
situations which are observed daily in our village bomes,
In order to understand the Vuishnava poetry of Bengal and
appreciate its value as o contribution by the whole nation
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to the spiritual message conveyed by the gaints and apostles,
it is essontially necessary that one should go through the
whole of this ballad Iiterature which in the words of Lord
Ronaldshay (Marquit of Zetland) is ** the seced '* from
which grew the harvest of our olassical poetry, rich not
ouly in its rhythmical beauty but also in its appesl to the

masses by reason of its drawing largely from indigenous
sources,

Divesu CEANDRA Sk,



Pir Batasi

(1)

I bow to the great Pir-Saheb Gazi. Now play on the
flute, oh musicians! To the great Pir Saheb Gazi do T offer
my salutes with all humility, First do T make my obeisance
to Allsh and then Ibow to (he feet of my parents. My
preceptor do T salute next. I bow to earth with its four
corners and stand firm on the solid basis of my devotian.
Oh ! Hindus and Musalmans who have assembled here, T
salute you all.  All the great religious places, Makka and
Madina, Kasi and Gaya should also receive my homage.
To seas and lakes do I bow, and prostrate myself in reverent
humility before the holy tomb of Saheb Ali. My obeisance
goes to this house which I am just going to address and
now my purpose is settled. Tiet the great Jinda Gazi bless
me from his place in beaven. I do not know the modes of
music, nor how to keep time. Conscious of this limitation
I tremble with fear. Once more do I bow to this assembly
and erave yonr permission to begin my song, (Ll 1.26,)

(2)

Now attend to the story as I am going fo recite it from
the beginning,

From his birth Binath wns doomed to misery, His
first gix months he passed in his mother's arms but lost
his father in the seventh month. While removing the
weeds from the fields of Sali rice his father was bitten by
a snake and died then and there. No friend had the poor
widow with ber orphan and she wept in despair, not know-
ing how to bring up her infant son. She had no means of
livelihood and had nothing in store to appease Lunger. Her
clothes were ail rags. The mother's heart melted in tears
as she covered bher son by a tattered piece of cloth,

{ @)
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After much hesitancy and doubt she decided upon a course
snd went to the house of Chand, the chiel man of the
village. Rich and powarful in the village was Chond and the
mother wns admitted to his home and brought up her
son by serving as n cook in lis house. And thus did
Binath attain his sixth year. But branded by his evil stars
e was not destined to be happy ot any stage of life. He
lost his mother in his saventh year. The boy was benumbed
with griel and lay prostrate on the ground in uiter helpless-
ness, He londly lamented his lot ; ** How eould you leave
me, oh mother,"' he said ; “so tenderly attnched were you
to me! You would not suffer even a little dust to soil my
body but wiped it awny with gentle honds before toking me
in your arms. There is none here whom I may call my own
ns I cast my bewildered eyes on all sides. Wheream 1 to
go now ? Who is there to befriend me ? '

Binath served in Chand's houseliold 4s a cowherd and
in course of time the sore of his heart was gradually hiealed.
By and by he grew up to manhood attaining his twentieth
year. From a bamboo plant be made o flute and learned
to play on it with the help of an expert, Tenderly did he
address Chand's wife as * mother.’

Chand had a daughter named Sujanti who was beautiful
as the moon. It was hard to find her egual in the whole
world, She looked pretty as n delicate fower-plant wmoving
to and fro in the wind, She passed ber (welve summers
laughing and dancing. Her face was lovely and delicate,
and sweet was the swmile that played on it disclosing her
pearl-like teeth, She it wis who inspired the tunes in
Binath's flute. (Ll 1-40.)

(8)

Now hear, ye friends, what lisppened next. Chand the
merchant decided to embark on u voyage for trade and took
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Binath with him. Twelve ships and thirteen pansis
loaded with paddy formed his fleet and with these he
proceeded northward on his journey.

Beautiful was the sight that met Binath's eyes as the
ships moved onwards, Giroves of blooming screw plants
welcomed them at every turn of the great river. Village-girls
were seen bathing in the river-ghats, and many a boat
passed them bound for unknown shores. The picturesque
sight stirred Binath's heart and he took his flute in his
hands and played his magic tune. Enchanted by that sweet
melody the river seemed to change its course—an unexpeet-
‘ed flow-tide overflowing it. The girls forgot to carry
their pitchers which floated on the waves, while they stood
enraptured by that delicious music, forgetiing that the saris
they wore were all wet.

They seemed to question with mute appeal in their
eyes—'* Who are you, sweet friend, playing on that celestial
flute of yours ? Tarry a litble for our sake and do not go
‘away so soon.'"

The sails fluttered in the wind that flew from the
north, and the ships of Chand rushed th-ough the waters
with intense speed so that they seemed to cover a journey
which would take six months on foof in 'a single day.
Their movement was like the flight of the hawk in the
aky. After passing thirteen turns the ships arcived at
the confluence of the Kunsa river and there they were
moored. The Gadari region was Chand's destination,
It was now ooly seven days’ journey from thiz place.

At this stage a great disaster belell Chand's ships.
Suddenly in the middle of the night the sky became over-
cast with clouds ; thunders rolled and 8 great storm broke
out. The boats were violently torn from the shore, and
in the confusion that followed, Binath was washed sway
by the waves of the Kansa river like n twig in a stream,
(L. 1-32.)

62
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(4)

Now leaving Binath here, let us begin the story of
Bumai Ojhin.

The banks of the Kansa river were covered with an im-
penetrable forest, In that dreadful jungle bereft of human
habitation lived Sumai Ojha the healer, Only from dire
necessity men souglit him in that dreadful jungle, Wise
as the god Briliaspati himsell Sumni was the possessor of
many secret charms, Protected by those chorms  he could
manage fo defy the dangers ol the forest. Five cowries lnd
he endowed with supernatural properties. Through incanta-
tions he endowed them with the power of eapturing the
dangerous reptiles of the foreste, All the poisonous species
of anakes,—King Cobras, Kraits sand Brahmajals lowered
Aheir loods before Lim. Even the trees of the forest
seemed to revere lim and protected him from sun snd
rain. With wooden sandnls on Lis feet the Ojhn used
to promenade on the banks of the Kansa, and so great was
his power that even kings were alraid to offend him. He
could direct his cowries at will and send them to capture
all kinds of snakes. 'With his medicine he could resnscitate
the dead even when the corpee lay rotten for six
months.

He had a daughter named Batusi, Brought up under his
care she grew in years and adorned his forest-home. A true
forest-girl she was, brick and beautiful as the wild deer,
radiant as the precious gem that crowns the hood of a
serpent ; with her crimson lips and dark eyes she looked
so charming thot it would be hard (o find her twaatch in
the whole world. (Ll. 1-20.)

(6)

Now hear, oh friends, how Fate interweaves the des-
tinies ol pour mortals bringing un perilous complications.
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Binath was washed sshore on the banks of the Kansa
river and there the girl found bim. There was hardly
any sign of life in Binall's body and, greatly agitated,
the girl ran to her father and reported the case in breathless
haste. ** The handsome young man,’’ she gaid ** has
searcely any sign of life. The Kansa river seems fo have
engulfed the moon itsell in its whirlpool, so beautiful is
ho! Who knows where his bereaved mother is deploring
{hie Joss of her child in some distant country | ™

Her dishovelled hair tonched her very ankle as she
followed the Ojha. The girl seemed to lose hor senses, 80
overwhelmed was she with the thought of the stranger.
Then Sumai Ojba with the help of his daughter, carried
the stiff body of Binath to their jungle-home with great
difficulty. The beautiful girl was all along shedding tears.
Strange that one could be so moved for a stranger |

The Ojha lnid the body of Binath on & bed and then
entered the deep forest. Ha ordered his daughter to remain
at the bedside and watch over the body till his return.
Sented beside Binath's body the girl looked at him with
fixed gaze but could not nscertain whether he was still
living.-~** Who are the parents of this handsome young-
(o ? " she wondered and wiped awny her tears with the
end of her sari. *“ How can his mother bear to live after
losing such o son ? Her home will now turn & dreary and
dark abyss after this."" Her whole heart longed to eall him
by his nume but how could she know it?

At this time Sumai refurned with his medicine and
handing it to his davghter asked her to ground it quickly
in u stone mortar, Carefully did she wash the stone and
\be muller and as ipstructed she ground the medicine
and made & paste with it. Sumai administered the
medicine with his incantations and the body of Binath
geemed to manifest slight signs of life. Then the Ojha
made a further effort to bring him round and Binath opened
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his eyes to find himself amongst strangers. Tt seemed to
him that he wis in a world of dreams, He looked at Balasi,
and the girl blushing crimson before his gaze lowered her
head.  Unnccustomed as she was to ceremonies of all sort,
whence did this shyness came on her! (Ll 1-42))

(6)

Three months passed and Binath gradually recovereil.
He remembered his parents and the home he had left before
he eame to this jungle-house. No mother had he, no brotlier
nor any friend to feel sympathy for him. He recollected the
fncts of his past life. The girl Sujanti he remembered
too, but gradually Batasi occupied his mind till he forgot
everything of lus former life.

Often do we find a wilderness preferable to the city.
Strangers are sometimes more sympathetic than kinsmen—
this was his experience and be was reconciled with himself
in that forest-home.

He remembered his father's death through snake-bite and
determined to learn the mantras thal eould ecure it, With this
object in view be accepled Sumai as his master. (LI, 1-15.)

LT
Binath,

““Who is it that created you, oh my lovely flower, and for
what strange purpose did he put you in the jungle ? Sweet
18 your siile, oh sylvan blossom! What god destined you
for a forest-life ? When you roam freely slong this jungle,
verily do you look like a wild antelope. The bee has missed
thee, oh my lovely flower, till now, and does not know of

thy rich promise of honey. Do please tarry and listen to
me awhile.

** Who are your parents, I wonder ! May I ask what
home you do adorn living thus in the forest ?
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* The wind playfully moves your sari to und Iro, Please
stand before me and let me hear the sweel melody of your
voice."'

Batasi.

** No mother vo father have 1, oh stranger. From my
childhood have I been brought up in this forest by u
glranger. Under hi= care bhave I grown up to womanhood
and I look upon hiw as my father and mother both."

Binuth,

1 too am an orplan like you, ol sweet girl, 1 do not
remewmber to liave seen my fatlier. He died when 1 was an
imnfant, a snake had bitten him. My mother too left me
when I waa o mere ehild; and cruel is the Providence that
has thrown me into the world whicli is like a sea to me. 1
a deifted DLere and there in the current of life like a weed.
I have owed my life to you, sweet girl, this time."'

The two were drawn by love and sympathy, and so
deep wae their attachment for esch other that they could
not bear separation even for n single moment. They were
like two wild pigeons just mated. (LI 1-30.)

(8)

Binath in the meantime acquired the liealing art and all
mystic rites from Swnai. First of all be learned a mantra
whicl gave lim power over snakes—it was called Phulkari.
Next he mastered the art by which poison lost ite property
and became harmless s water. He slapped the affected
part & number of times nnd the effect was instantaneous,
Then did he acquire the art known as Brahmajul by which
a pot was made s0 potent that though full of water it leaked
noi & drop with bundreds of lioles at the bottom. The
power that the fourth art gave Lim enabled him fo eradicate
the poison by stopping ite onward course and making it
climb down. Tle fifth on the list was the mantra, named
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Uttarpatar at the recitation of which even the most power-
ful snokes bent their lwods and retired into their holes.
The sixth mantra lic learned was called Khaia. 'The most
dangerous snakes fled in precipitous speed as he uttered
it, He could make the dust potent witl; magic powers and
so overpowered the snakes as a class that even the deadly
Krait, trampled under his fest, Liad not the power {o raise its
hood aloft. The Galura mantra lie noquired last—the glory
of all healing art which made him great as Dhanvantari, the
first and the wisest of all physicians of the world, who could
restore the dead to life. Ho sat at the feet of his guru and
graduslly sequired the Jiban mantra whicli empowered him
to restore a man fo life though e had died of snake-bite
six months before,

But jeslousy slowly worked in the mind of Sumai at
this stage, as lis pupil scemed to surpass him in magic
tricks.

The fame of Binath spread far and wide; and tortured
with the pangs of jealousy Sumai resolved to put an end to
his pupil's life. Binath was, however, kept informed of
Sumai’s plans by his daughter Batasi, The girl wept
bitterly as she reported the matter to Binath. Binath after
deliberating silently for some time said secretly o her—
" Here me, oh dear girl. Ts it not fit that I shonld now go
elsewhere [rom this place? How can [ stay bere when my
master whom I revere as my father has turned hostile
to me? Settle, oh dear girl, your future course. I am sorry
that I am not in a position to take You with me now. If you
were, oh girl, like one of those flowers that has bloomed on
yonder branch, or were like that preity bird in the sky, the
case would have been different, Fain wonld I take you
with me to my heart's delight. But Pir Sumaj is a danger-
ous enemy whom I dare not offend to that extent. The pru-
dent course for me would be to leave this country alone.
(L. 1-44.)
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(9)

Evening had set in and the playful wind was breaking
the waves of the river into a thouzand ripples which gently
touched the shore. It was extremely painful for the girl to
part with her beloved, and Batasi wiped away her incessant
tears while proceeding to the banks of the river.

“ Be thou stationed in the midst of the jungle like one
of those frees, oh my love, and let me remain near you like
the shade of the tree. Tn the guise of a bee remain hidden
nnder the leaves of trees, oh friend, and drink the honey of
the forest flowers. Live in the moors as a crane, oh friend,
and let us meet secretly under the cover of the night,"

The boat was moored at the landing ghat. Binath
loosened its ropes and stepped hastily into it. He struck
the waters with the oar swiftly ; and the boat flew away
from the place with the quickness of wind, From distance
Binath’s voice she heard—*‘Return home, dear girl, and
wipe my memory away from your mind. This is our last
meeting, but thi= parting ecene will be ever fresh in my
memory, May I meet a watery grave if I should ever
forget one, who once saved my life! '

The evening gradually faded away. Darkness stole
over the forest and the girl had bardly strengih to return
home alone. Binath had left her and gone to hia own
country. With her eyes fixed vacantly on the darkness
the girl stood there all alone—lost in Ler thoughts,
(Ll 1-22.)

(10)

Binath reached his conntry and went straight to the
house of Chsnd Moral. The great power he had acquired
became soon known all over the country and men poured
in from all p!muﬁngformaqiclockatamﬂnlu‘
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made potent by his touch, Fear of snakes was a thing of
the past in the country where Binath lived. He restored
men who lind died of snake-bite, to life and Chand’s own
son Kusai was brought back from the very doors of death
having once been bitten by & venomous snuke, so wonderlul
was the medicine that Binath had given him. Chand Moral
married his davghter Sujanti to Binath and the latter
passed one yeur more st Chund's house,

But painful was the sequel of this union, for Binath and
Sujanti never had o real liking for one another, Sujanti
loved not Dinath but another youngman of the village, and
their gecret meetings came to be known fo her husband
ere long.

Often did he brood on the past while Bafasi’s face
flashed before his mind. The wind seemed to moan the
tale of her sorrow at parting with liim. He dreamt
of the girl standing beside the banks of o river with lier
dress all torn and Ler dishevelled hair hanging in curls,
matted for want of care, (LI 1-20.)

(11)

Now hear, oh my audience, what happened next.
Sumni Ojha suddenly appeared in that land and so wonder-
ful was his magic that the people, male and female, gathered
near him from all around.  Sumai took the help of Bujanti
in his intrigue ngainst Binath and secretly lnid a plan for
bisruin. Binath knew nothing about it. One day Sujanti
approached Binath and charmed him by her wily ways and
smile ; she then nsked him to teach hor the mantra by which
one could restore the dead to life. ‘I wil keep it secret and
no one else will koow of it," 8l said in an imploring
tone. But Binath said that his master had ordered him not
to divulge the mantra to one of the fair 8ex; how could he
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violste his solemn oath ? But Sujanfi persisted in her
request and at last Binath had toyield. It was a short
thing of two and a half letters, and he imparted this mantra
to Sujanti, but by doing so he lost his own power as he
violated the condition of the gift. With his mission fulfilled
Sumni returned to his place and Binath deprived of his
main power lost the fame he had acquired. Like a serpent
bereft of poison was he now powerless, and becoming now
an object of public ridicule Binath left that country.

Doomed to misery from childhood there was no peace
for Binath in the wide world. In his hour of gloomy
despair, it was the image of the forest-girl that appeared
before his mind, and be thought constantly of the dear one
whom he had lost. (Ll. 1-27.)

(12)

““The Champaka flower has blossomed beside the banks
of the river. Who are you, oh girl, eitting alone and
drying your wet hair in the wind ? The tree with its leaves
shining in the sun stands yonder by. Would you listen
to a word of mine? "'

Startled in the midst of her revery the girl looked back
but saw nolbody near. Did the voice of her beloved come
from within herself ? Her beautiful sars Huttered in the
wind and tears trickled down her cheeks as she gared [ar
into the horizon. ' From what distant shore have you
come, oh boatmen, under the favourable tide ? Did you see
my beloved anywhere in course of your wanderings ? If
you ever meet him will you tell him that I am still his—
waiting and weeping for his return on the riverside where be
left me many long days ago ? T wait for him to come bere
by » small boat. He lives in the land of flow-tide and
here be is to come by the ebb-tide—to take me away.

58
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** No more are we to exchange those sweet looks and
smiles. Behold how the river shrinks when {lie tide
flows down, but the flow-tide will come and she will swell
agnin washing the banks. But, for 8 woman once her
youth gone no more will she regain her charm, 1 cannot
express my thoughts, oh my beloved, in fit words, Why
should you be so cruel as not to feel for my sufferings ?

" Parted from you my senses are lost and T am like the
serpent who has lost the jewel from its hiood.

" My father has arranged my marriage ina rich family
but bow can I think of living without you? Little do I care
for rich bedsteads and cushions, Happy would T be if T could
cover you with a part of my sari under the shade of & tree
and live there thrice blessed in your company. I have no
word to deseribe my misery. Know my beloved that parted
from you all my happiness is gone,—my youth, my life are
now like spoils of fortune, This curly bair of mine I would
cut off and Hoat away on the river, Why should I deco-
mate my eyes with kajol when they eannot get a glimpse of
your sweet [ace during the whole day ? Rather 1 would tear
them off as they are of no yse. Death would have been
welcome o hundred times if Providence had granted it before
you left me here,

* But death does not come to one who seeks it. Fain
would I fly away from this miserable spot had T the wings
of a bird! Deathless have I grown merging in the stream
of love. Loveis like the fabled tree of plenty that hos
offered me shade, and its fruits Jike ambrosin have given me
the boon of immortality. Rivers shrink away if 1 go there
to drown myself and fire becomes ool if I wish for death in
its burning flames. Balold, the creepers hanging down like
cords from the trees. How often dig [ tie them round my
neck wishing to die but the creepers became garlands on
my breast, On a dark night did T take o pitcher and a
rope and go to the river to end my life but there I heard
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the sweet melody of your flute so familiar fo me. It
appealed to me tenderly asking me to desist from destroying
life. The very pitcher seemed to whisper to me—*Do
not, ob maiden, drown yourself,—youn will live to meet your
beloved once again on this very bank.” The rope repeated
the promise of my meeting with you in future and the
knife I took to end my life said, ‘Have faith in me, oh girl,
you have no cause yet to be helpless and die.” * Do not seek
my aid too eagerly, oh girl,’ said the poison. * You are sure
to meet bim some day if you live." My pet bird tenderly ask-
ed me to give up the design of seli-destruction. It seemed to
say, * Go maiden, I heard his flute ounly the day before.
Surely is he coming to meet you' The wild bird coun-
selled patience, ‘Fortune is cross with you to-day,” it
said, *but she may smile on you to-morrow. And think what
will happen if your beloved comes here and does not find
you. He will die for you—not being able to bear the pain
of separation.’ (Ll. 1-72.)

(18)

““How long a1a I to live thus struggling between hope and
despair ? T cannot bear such a lot any longer. Verily did I
make a garden planting a creeper there but its buds have
oot flowered and my life is on the way to ruin. Hedges I
raised round my tree and watered it with the tears of my
eyes but the tree withered away without yielding fruits.
The blossoms of youth slowly revealed themselves like
flower through long sunny days but now they are about to
fade. I built a hut on the river-bank and decorated it for
giving you & reception but my expectations have proved Yain
and I do pass my days weeping all the day. This life of
mine is poison and wormwood to me. I can no more bear
the pain of this existence.
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" Where art thou listlessly going, oh beautiful damsel,
carrying a pifcher in thy srms? May 1 ask you who is
the fortunate oue of whom you are thinking all the while ?
for evidently you look love-worn and sad. **

1 have not come to the river-side to fetch water. 1
Leard the fluteol my beloved last night and I am dis-
tracled. Ill at ease am I at my bome, My heart yearns
for coming out, A wild bied am 1, fain would T break the
bars of my cage to set mysell free.” (She recognises Binath)
" Your love has become a noose round my neck and I care
not if I lose my honour to become your slave.

““ Acute has been the pain of this love. Tt is like poisan
to me. Yet it is so sweet that I would court all pain and
value it as if it were a garland of gems. I feel at other
times that had T known this love to be like
smouldering fire which wrecks one's life, it would have been
perhaps safer to avoid you at the outset. Alas, my eyes
have been deluded.  Safer it would have been if I would
have shut my eyes to avoid a sight of you.”

Rajani Gopal the poet says—* Oh damsel, love does not
deserve such n comment from you. When you will get him
back all the pain of separation will be gone and once more
will you be blessed in his company. Loveis no punish«
ment, Be devoted to your love and make your love
another name for worship. Recite the sacred word * love '
night and day as o saint does the holy name counting
his beads of rosary. Then you will see that love will
adorn your breast like a garland of Rowers,

**The secrs have extolled séparation more thanthe union
of lovers, and you will come 1o know later on thst hunger
is preferable to satiety. Better if the dear one i§ parted
rather than united. For if there is true Jove between the
pair, mutuel attractions are better felt in separation.
Union is sweet after a long separation as is the drink after
prolonged thirst. The pleasure of union will be doubly
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sweel after long partings, and for this reason God bas
created the flower with thorns. Sorrow lwightens happi-
ness—placed side by side.”" (Ll 1-42,)

(14)

** Following the call of your flute have 1 come to ihe
banks of the river. I was afraid lest somebody should
seé you near my house. My [father has married me
to another man of his choice, and my heart alone
knows what T suffer in my husband’s home. A wild
bird I was, but ihey bave caged me and bound my feet
with chain. My mind is ill ot ease at home. In the
kitchen when near my cooking pot I shed incessant lears,
1 say they are caused by smoke. I do not sleep on the
bedsteads but lie on the bare floor. Some ope has set a
seal on my lips and T seldom speak. My heart was once
like iron-gates, but they are rusty and cannot hold my
secrets. Scarcely have I the power fo hide my [eelings
from others. I even declure it openly on being questioned
that my mind is on fire. Days and nights I seem to
see your face vividly before my eyes.

““ Tt is not safe for us to remain here any longer. Delay
will Jead to exposure. But even now I find it hard to
tear myself from you. My legs seem fo be benumbed
in my attempts to depart. Hide yourself, my love, in me
as a bee hides itself in a fower. In the still hour of
night we shall again meet on the bank of this river."

At the dead of night the melody of the Aute was heard
in the forest. The girl who was awake all the fime sat
up and after arranging her dishevelled hair and carefully
adjusting her sari went out with the water-pitcher in her
arm. She then went to the door on the west side of the
house and paused for a moment. Once more the flute
sounded ss the girl sat ‘with ber head drooping low in
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agitation of mind ; darkuess provailed on ull sides. She
wias now resolved and opened the door quickly and stepped
out. The water-pitcher she left on the ground und threw
awny ber neckluce of jewels. One by one she took off ull
her ornaments and left them there. Then slowly did she
eross the yard,

The night was terribly dark. One could hardly see
the pulm of one's hand in that darkness but the girl went
on without fear. The woman of the house left the house
for good, all alone, Not for a moment was she swayed
by worldly considerations. Her house she abandoned for
forest ; for a stranger she left her own kith and kin, The
black seandal she prized as the dear black paint of her eyes,
For social status she cared not a bit. See friend, whao is
there to cantrol one on whom love has set its seal and whom
love has claimed as its own ?

It was the deep hour of night, even a bird did not futter
its wingy or give a shrill ery—so still was the air around.
At such an hour did the girl step out of her hogse impelled
by the sound of a strange flute from a region which was
unknown to her—leading her perhaps to unfathomable
depths of future ills. A deep forest they entered reaching
in a single day what in ordinary course it would take three
days to travel. In that dense forest hitherto untrodden by
human feet, Binath built a cottage with creepers and leaves
of trees. Verily they lived there like & pair of doves,
happy beyond measure in each other's company.

What is it that one would do  with & wig if one has no
bead ? What willa woman do with her social honour if she
luses ber beloved ? (LI, 1-44.)

(15)

Sumai Ojba in the meantime guessed that Binath
was st the root of all mischief, He bucame furious in
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anger. He called the grent snake Padmanal to his aid
and by his incantations directed it to go ns the messenger
of Mother Manasa in all hasie impefled by its poison and
bite the villain. The serpent hwried on its winged
course till it reached the forest where Binath lived.

Happily was Binath sleeping in the bridal hut be
had made, and Batasi's Lead lay tenderly on his breast.
Sudenly he wns awnkened. The deadly pain cnused by
the bite of the serpent took away sleep from ks eyelids
and he woke, up erying ** Awake, oh my love, see I am
mortally bitten. Tu is a pity that T bave lost the power to
restore life. To-day my life ends with all the hnppiness
that I bad pictured to myself."”

His body grew dark as the poison spread itself and
his breath became scarce and life was about to be extinet
in o abort time. The girl struck ber head with ber bands
and thus lamented : *‘Leaving me alone in this lonely
forest whither dost thou go, my love ? The morning is
coming but that gweet smile which adorned your face like
moon-beams, it will not be for me to behold again. There
is no one in this dreaded jungle of Behur to counsel me
as to what I should do.”’ For u little time she thought of
the course she should ndopt snd then made a rope with
her long hair and tightly bound his foot with it in order
to stop the course of poison. But the poison had alresdy
rushed onward to the brain amd its course could not be
arrested. Unconscions Binath lay, bhis head resting on
the lap of his sweetheart.

At this stage Sumai Ojha following the course of the
serpent had entered that forest. When the girl saw him
she foll prostrate at his feet and with ber wil? laments
melted the heart of the healer. He recited hie incantations
but even that infallible mantra by which the dead
revived bnd losk its potency, as out of greed be had
been taking money from peeple, His inlallible cure
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failed this time and the last spark of life was extinet in
Binath. The lamentations of the girl filled the whole air
with a spirit of tender comprssion. Even the birds and
beasts of the forest seemed to feel for ber and their eyes
shed tears. She cried all the while, saying—" Oh my love,
bow is it that in this first youth of mine have you forsaken
me? People will accuse me that I induced you to come
to this forest to be killed by n serpent. Oh cruel Provi-
dence, be merciful ; take my life, if you will, but grant
life to my dear husband.” (L1 1-44.)

(16)

The river near by ran in its mad course. It was so
lnrge that ita other bank could not be seen. There she
went with the corpse of Binath. She invoked the sun
and the moon ond prayed them to behold her sorrows.
Then with her lover's remnins she flung hersell into the
wide bosom of the vast waters. The mad streatn was bent
on some uncertiin destination—without any bank, without
any sigo of land on the other gide. It was like the illimit-
able sea where the breakers rose and fell in their wild
dance. 8he, the object ol scandal and contempt of all, left
her house and her community, and surrendered herself to her
fate a8 unsteady and changeful as the waves of river. There
she floated like something carried by the current.

Love, my friend, is the greatest mantra of the yoga—the
ajapa. Take your refuge in love —it is like the ferry boat to
croes the river of life. By dint of love, men can aspire to
win the favour of immortals. Rajani Gopal knows the secrct
of this holy passion and believes in what he says. He is the
son of Jagannath, an inhabitant of Bhati (Bastern districts
of Mymensingh). His mother's name i¢ Sonamoni and the
family belongs to the Madhukulya Gotra. I have now
introduced mysell by the above lines and my salutes to you.
1 bave now finished this baljad, (LI 1-20.)
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