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PREFACE

The lectures embodied in the present volume

were delivered by me to the Calcutta University

so far back as the year 1915.

Since that time I came in possession of a

large mass of material which necessitated a

thorough revision of the lectures—but as I had

not then sufficient spare time at my command,

their publication was kept in abeyance all this

while. It was about theuniddle of the last year

when I took up hébaork again and not only

revised the lecturés inmatthoverch manner, but

in some cases added suipplenisntary notes to make
them up-to-date. Thea last chapter on the

Karcha of Gov indgqas 18) an addition of this

kind.

When Pandit Ltesizopal Goswami of Santi-
pur—a direct descendant of the great Vaisnav

apostle Advaitacharyya, published the Karcha

in 1895, a few orthodox Vaisnavas took exception

to the first fifty pages of the printed book and

alleged them to have been forged by the Pandit.

This was indignantly refwted by the venerable

old Brahmin who was then verging on four-

score. Soon after some undoubted evidence

presented itself in an unexpected manner, prov-

ing beyond all contention the charge to be
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utterly unfounded, but the Pandit was not then

alive to observe this triumph of truth. Fora

long time the hostile camp was silent, as the

evidence of some newly discovered old manus-

cripts was found to be conclusive on the point.

A few orthodox Vaisnavas have again come

forward after about thirty years to assail the

authenticity of the Karcha. Their only ground

of objection seems to be that the account given

in this book is not alwayssin agreement with that

of some other biographies! ieh they consider to

be their scriptures: But the: historian may not
regard their “ holyswwrit’ as Qnerring, and hence

they have taken unthpage Tak my historical find-
ings which are not dabvays congenial to their

orthodox conven tiOns: “PheKarcha is a simple

record of the emational feligitics and trances of
the divine man of Nadia a and does not give that
sectarian character which the latter-day Vais-

nava theology has obviously ascribed to him. It

was besides written by a man on the spot—an

advantage which could not be claimed by the

most authoritative Vaisnava biographies such as

Charitamrita and Chaitanya Bhagavata written

long after he had passed away from the

world. Where the harcha disagrees with the

latter, in the matter of details, I have believed

in its statements in preference to ‘the holy-writ’

of the orthodox school—an act which has

exasperated some of its members. None of the
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supernatural tales abounding in the other

biographies of Chaitanya find a piace in the

simple narration of the faithful attendant of

Chaitanya. These are some of the reasons which

have led a few men to be so hostile towards

the Karcha.

I find it necessary to give here all facts

relating to the Karchi—for if they be not put

on record now, they .would surely be lost to

the after generations and the>erthodox element

might be rampalit;-again, assailing on flimsy

grounds the authenticity Of a creat work which

I consider to be thé most reliable historical

account of the life of the Master, though its scope

is limited to a period’oflessthan two years.

These lectures \of-mine, } presume, will throw

some light on many points connected with the

social, political and religious history of Bengal.

T beg to draw the attention of my readers parti-

cularly to the system of espionage that was

prevalent in Bengal in the eighteenth century

given on pages 32-37 and to the truthful charac-

ter and loyalty of the Bengali people as shown

in the legendary account of Harihar Baity

(pp. 25-26). I also draw attention tothe lofty

character of Gorakshanath as conceived by the

Bengali peasants (pp. 85-118).
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GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE

During the Hindu and Muhammadan Periods

CHAPTER I

The Hindu Rajas of the 10th and 11th cen-

furies—a period immediately

tat on adminis: preceding the Muhammadan
inyasion’-vere no doubt auto-

cratic, but an edna ob popular voice in ad-

ministration was nots Heogabh er wanting. The
election of Gopal i) the Fine of Gour by the
unanimous voice of the people, who were suffering
from anarchy and oppressigu, characterised in

copper plate inscriptions as)? Ylalsanyaya’ is an

event to which at héigtion has. tightly been drawn
by recent scholars.gediay theysongs of Manika

Chandra we find, that the prime minister had

the sole charge of administration and the

king seldom meddled with his procedure, though

oftentimes it was high-handed. Jn a Dharma-

mangal poem we find that the king sometimes

consulted his twelve sub-lords known as the



2 GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE

“ Bara Bhuiins,’ when any political crisis dis-

turbed or threatened the safety of the kingdom.

In the songs of Gopi Chandra we find that

the rayats did not tacitly submit to oppression,

but when it became intolerable they combined

under the guidance of the ‘ Moral’ or the chief

rayat, and devised plans to remedy their grievan-

ces. When they dared not break into open

revolt, they performed the ‘abhichara’ rites in

order to upset the rulg.which pressed heavily on

them.’ In the (ojpi. hindra songs when

Khetu was appointed tomule the kingdom during

the absence of the) Rajas o? twelve years, the

rayats strongly opposed? the arrangement, and

many declamatory pee dies were made in the
spirit of stubborn nesistatee: vOne of the assembly

abused Khetu asia Jow-borh jupstart and said

that he would ‘Reep= the" payment of twelve
years’ rent in abéyance and pay the sum to

1 In ‘ Manik Chandra Rajar gan,’ published by Grierson in the Asiatic

Society's Journal (IS78 A.D) the abhicha@ra, said to have been per-

formed by the rayats, consisted of the following rites. Some bel fruits,

incense and vermilion were put together in an earthen pot. A

number of chickens and geese were placed in a -eage. These with

3ome goats carried on a bamboo-pole, were brought to the banks of the

Ganges. Ona ceriain Sunday the r@yats fasted. They worshipped

Dharma before whom the goats were sacrificed; the chickens and the

geese wero dedicated to the Ganges. The incense and vermilion were

burnt on her bank. A long reed, pressed by a stick, by mystic rites

turned into a snake which stung the king. On Monday he got fever,

ou Tuesday he becume bed-ridden and on Wednesday he could neither

eat nor drink.
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Gopi Chand on his return, but by no means

submit to the rule of ‘the slave Khetu.’ In

the Mymensing ballads (Surat Jamal) we find

the people of Baniachang muster strong and

attack the palace of their chief led by prince

Jamal, being unable to bear the oppression of

the former. In the ballad of Malua, the

kinsmen of the heroine became so daring as to

seize the body of the Dewan Saheb himself and

assault his boatmen, of course under gravely

provoking circumsiances; ; \Phere was, therefore,

undoubtedly a desaderahigeleyiaen ti in the political
atmosphere of Benga awhich is clearly in
evidence from thesdistray: WRF.

Mukundaram mentions the oppressions of

Muhamad Sharif, tle-Colléctor of Government re-

venues of Pergana/ Belimabad hy ny the 16th century.
One may be prone {olbelieves#hiat under Muham-
madan rale such oppression! of [Hindu rayats was

quite conceivable, ag the alien rulers were some-

times indifferent to the miseries caused to the

Hindus by administrative rigour; but when we

read of the sufferings of the poor under the regime

of Raji Manik Chandra who ruled in the 11th

century, we are reminded that the chief cause of

the oppression of the people in this country has

always been. the weakness of a_ sovereign,

be he a Hindu or a Muhammadan, and the high-

handedness of his officers. The prime minister

of Raja Manik Chandra is described asa man
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who hailed from Enstern Bengal— “ with a long

flowing _ beard.” This man was worse than

Muhamad Sharif of Mukundarim’s description.

He made the poor people “sell their ploughs,

yokes, shares and all’ and they were compelled

to “sell even their babies who subsisted on

mother’s milk, in order to meet his growing

demand for rent.’?!

If the minister happened to be good, the case

was very different. he sovereign listened to

the counsel of the prime utiister with absolute

confidence, and wWas'eversiéady to spend money

for charity and fora Boal eause, if only the man
in office brought matters.to bits notice. Muhamad

Sharif, the Dihidar, aud) fhe East Bengal minis-

ter of Raja Manik Chandrr éréinot the only figures

who appear in the old Bengali literature as op-

pressors of people. “Weeha¥® the familiar figure

of the Hindu minister, Wahamiad, popularly known

as Mahudhya, of the court of King Dharmapal

in the 10th century, whose mal-administration

and wickedness became proverbial. The wicked

counsels which he gave to his sovereign, who was

too weak to resist them, put Lau Sen, the

king’s nephew to infinite trouble ; and the strata-

gem with which the minister entrapped innozent

Harihar Baiti for speaking the unvarnished

* Cayaet capita, cotata cable BAS CaBtA FIA

NEAT SAS Cav! Bea BTeata y”
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truth in the king’s court, is characteristic

of some of the methods of oppression used in

olden times hy the infuriated man in power,

Of course these tales are in many cases legendary

and should not be used as historical evidence,

but we should more bear in mind the spirit of

the poems than the events and legends described

in them. Through romance and exaggerations,

through unrestrained imagination and distortion

of facts, rustic literature never fails to create a

vivid impression ofethe téab-state of the country.

The people describe theinoys, a their sorrows, their

ideas and their opidvances in unfailingly con-

vincing language, though the incidents described

may be often incredibles | dience the picture of

administration depisted yeSthem has certainly
some elements of Ginh and fbn gives a better
idea of the state of HmeSstin the more reliable

evidence of. the copperplate inscriptions, full

of enthusiastic panegyrics of a monarch by his

court- poets.

That the country was immensely rich in the

Hindu Period is indicated by the incidental des-

criptions to be found in the songs of Mainamati.

It is said that each rayat “trod his own path”

in order to reach the main road. Even maid-

servants did not wear cotton sedi but wore silk.

The children of rayats played with golden balls,

the widows used silver vessels and in many

houses there were golden tumblers from which
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people drank water. People were so rich that

an ordinary merchant used apparels worn by a

king, The general rate of a day labourer’s wage

was Rs. 6 per day. Ordinary artisans and retail

dealers had horses and elephants in their stables.

The pitcher which Queen Mainimati took in

hand in order to bring water from the Ganges

was inlaid with diamonds and its value was a

lac of rupees. ‘The shell-bracelets worn by the

queen were also of the same value. Certainly

the pictures are Oftenexdegcrated but they

give us a rougit idea sof “thé wealth of the

people, though we may nob) credit some points

as true. In the @eseriptions of aristocratic

houses in old Bengali) poems we often find that

rich men and women» aséd§to sit on golden

couches, resting thicir feet\cnysilver foot-stools,

Bejoy Gupta, the célebyated poet who sang of

Manasé Devi and floutishedin the 16th century,

describes a marriage procession of one of the

mercantile communities ; it is said that there were

700 palanquins of gold and silver and 70 stately

golden couches in the procession, not to speak of

hundreds of other articles indicating the pomp

and wealth which were displayed on the ocea-

sion. Three thousand men were employed to

light bonfires alone.|| In many other poems we

1 cagyfee aq biera fe oq ofa a |

for rs Bfaatrg ot afae 1”
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meet with similar descriptions of the festi-

vities of the merchants. ‘That these accounts

did not go very far beyond the truth, is evidenced

by the description of a procession to be found

in a Bengali work called the Babu Vilasa written

by Pramatha Nath Sarma in 1810. This

Coie 1S Sfaates Tala zs |

for 4% SYS Bra ARS ArH 4

OF ax Afayia TURE vifay

fan HAC bfealle RAL OAT, 0

THR AS CoNTAAY hee RTT ATR cara
92 13 Biante ate feat cali)
iB ag fants TOR Hist
Qe BIA STATIC ris ts et |
aifa fea abe 5am aH Uetf 1
att 4S Cast Hee CER Me BT) i

btfa Te gaya Sham satin yg
BCR BiH Biaaica MLS ANAS I
BPs aacaa atal Satales cial

ATS 1S laates cara MATa cata

attaa afre bry atfe ee 181

faaray CAT® GCA OT STe 2T8TS

fea aiata ofaaies frase atfaed 1

=o 4S Saag aaa afoqa

DHS ALIA CALS Ala HCA AF |

AST apat pfaaies caTATa AYA A

afs ae iq ofa ci Ae ADI

aa tS Spears 524 COA AS AA

al ce aD acs @fa AG ae]

GB RISA BIS BCA SISTA aeR 4
ofaa ote abe ofa ofamtiby

SICH lH MACS ACH BH cag Ail y
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description is not at all exaggerated and shows

what an extraordinary amount of money was

spent on processions by rich men. Twenty

years ago the merchants of Dacca used to spend

great sums on rival Janmastami processions.

The stately show of elephants and horses with

golden howdahs and caparisons on their backs on

such occasions made a great impression on the

spectators. Yet this was but a poor relic of the

grandeur which characterised the festivities of

the merchants of thd good rol, age, when they

carried on tradé wibliwthey Whole world and

earned immense wealth; Re

The bane of the dcéumulation of wealth by

trade is the creation of that inequality in commu-

nities which, whilg’raising-adelass of people to

the summit of goodfertune, thyows others intothe

very pit of want ant-pecutiary distress. The

life of the poor described “by Mukundaram is

well known. What more distressing picture can

be imagined than that of Phullora who spent

days together without any food and wore deer

skin or bark and lived in a wretched cot where

posts of ricinus broke at every gust of wind ;

when the rain came, the little compound and the

cottage were flooded, and the husband and wife

lived on the fruits of baichi for weeks together.

They spent many days without any food at all.

Though the pictures drawn by the poet may

be imaginary, yet the scenes of poverty are
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described in such a realistic way and in such a

forcible manner that we have no doubt that they

represent the actual life of the poor in his time.

This was of course the state of things in the 16th

century, but similar scenes were not wanting

even in the 10th century—when the rayals are

described as selling their ploughing implements

under mal-administration, when ‘it is said’

vast areas of fertile land looked like waste lands,

as the people were too poor to purchase bullocks

and ploughs to brimgsthem \under cultivation.

The purity of tlie@eméstic life of the Hindus is

a point whieh will at once strike

tity of domestic the peaday of the old Bengali

literature, ) We need not speak

of the great virtues?of tamer described therein.

We cannot conceive of any literature in which

the chastity of women<anithe purity of their

lives have formed the ‘sttbject of such animated

panegyric as is found in our literature. What

more illustrious examples of female purity and

self-sacrifice are to be found in any literature

than those of Behula—the devoted bride of

Lakshindara, of Ranja—the wife of Karna

Sen, of Khullana—the young wife of Dhana-

pati? ‘'he Mymensing ballads are full of many

great figures of this type shewing the blossum-

ing points of womanly virtues. What more

edifying and lovely pictures can we conceive

than of Malua, Kamala, Madina, Chandravati,
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Sakhina and Sunai? Though rustic poets have

sung of them, though the descriptions often

want the brilliant imageries, scholarly touches

and the literary grace and embellishment of the

Sanskrit poets, they shew in their crude forms

the really virtuous and self-sacrificing woman-

kind, whose parallel it will be difficult to find in

the literature of any country outside India, Is not

Phullara, clad in deer skin,—her condition verging

on starvation, a more glorious character than

many women born@andabroueht up under luckier

circumstances, aS@deserbedaim” ordinary roman-

ces? Though shesdoes not chold a soliloquy on

love nor try to convineesher lover of her roman-

tic sentiments by an thitigiastic speeches in the
best of style, yet her brieMavords to her husband

when Chandi ia’ diseuiseé: tries to spot him

indirectly as unfaithful shew the depth and

profoundness of hef love, which was no fleeting

sentiment with her but “her whole existence.”

On Behula, Ranja and others we need not

dwell at large. In the crude language of the

rustics which is dear to us because they breathe

the country-air, these characters are drawn

with ineffaceable colour, and if we have no

respect for them because they are not written

in the elegant Bengali of the present day, it is

because we are unable to distinguish between

gold and its dross. True, the sacredness of a

wife’s relation to her husband has formed the
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main subject of the old Bengali poems, but the

moral virtues are none the less

emphasised in them. We find

in the Dharmamangala poems

that when one Harihara Baiti being bribed by

the minister, determined to give false evidence

before the king’s court, Bimala, his wife, fell at his

feet and implored him again and again not to

speak falsehood. She knew full well the danger

into which Harihara wot be ledif he told the

truth, and in Adct the’ séiience of capital
punishment was imtlieted? ‘Olt, him by the wily
and infuriated minister Mabyuly: a for his giving
truthful evidence. i Rut heediess of all conse-
quences, she, the tryieind fe) piss: uded her husband
with all the earnest hess ands “eloquence of her

Teuthfulness and
strength of character.

tongues from sivimngetalse éyidéace in the king’s

court. “ The virtugpofytrutiyfuluess must be re-

warded by God if not by men,” she urged, and if

her husband would swerve from it “she would

take poison and dic” rather than be branded as a

liar’s wife. Whether there was actually a woman

named Bimala, who advocated truthfulness in this

manner or not, is scarcely worth any historical

investigation. These accounts show the rustic

bard’s conception of the purity of womanhood

and this is a true index of the real state of

things in our society. The story of ISanchan-

mali compiled by Babu Dakshinaranjan Mitra-

mazumdar also shews that wonderful spirit of
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self-sacrifice which characterised the Hindu

women-folk of older times, Khullana was ‘un-

justly abused by the kinsmen of Dhanapati

for tending sheep in the pastoral fields of

Ujani, the alternatives proposed by the relations

of the merchant for vindicating her character

and keeping up her social prestige being

either the payment of a lakh of rupees by

Dhanapati to the merchants assembled in his

house, or Khullana’s-passing through the fire-

ordeal to prove thé, ‘integrity’-of her character.

The weak merchantewas?aeidy to make up

matters by paying: theSmoney demanded, but

Khullana insisted on her Neing allowed to fulfil

the conditions of the! seeond alternative, viz.,

passing through he ordeal proposed by the
kinsmen of her \bugband.. She said that she

could by no means agree to depend on the so-

called forbearance of “his ‘bréedy relations, who

would avail themselves of every opportunity

in future to make fresh demands for money and

thus make their false allegation a constant pre-

text for screwing money out of the merchant.

On the other hand she was ready to pass through

the ordeal and close the matter once for all.

Instances of such firm rectitude and moral

strength on the part of women are to be found

all through these vernacular poems.



CHAPTER ii

In fact the rustic literature of Bengal,

as presented to us in the ballads of Mymensing

and the Dharmamangala poems are full of noble

instances of unswerving rectitude and truthful-

ness. It is strange to observe, that in the lowest

stratum of society, moral qualities of high order

were abundantly in evidense, showing on what a

solid basis of humane virtues the whole fabric of

the Hindu community stood. Lau Sen, the hero

of the Dharmamangalaspesms, was made to leave

his kingdom of Salhi widestart for Hikanda

across the seas in ‘orders to. peetrm an extraordi-

nary legendary feat t vie we need not dwell

here on the adventue, of Lau Sen. His queen
Kalinga was a ordab WWakrior, whose hand he
had gained by iighting: “Bur at the time of
leaving Maina, hel nade overs lic charge of his

kingdom. to. Kalu, his faithful
gencral, who belonged to the

Jowest Hindu caste, viz., the

Dom. In reply to the appeal Lau Sen

made to him while exhorung him to keep his

capital safe from the attacks of enemies, Kalu

said with characteristic brevity, “You are my

God, oh Lord, I shall sacrifice every drop of

Kala Dom and his

wife Laksya.
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my blood to protect my trust.” As expected

the minister Mahudya came with a large arfny

to attack Maina during the absence of Lau Sen,

and instead of hazarding an open combat with

the dreadful general Kalu, he had recourse to

several machinations in order to gain possession

of the kingdom without bloodshed. According-

ly the services of the famous thief Ind& were

called for. This man, by the black art he had

learned from the Goddess Kali, threw the whole

city of Maina into ad profound slumber.' The
Yee Fi?4

art:— 3 a yy

ay AGT AT BSAA olla ICA

aia Cai BAAN CHCA I

gata bia Ae Pes fa fs 1
gett gaMgimert Sippel St
wat afo aCe] SIC acare STB I

afga abayl ga eixia catoca
Be ACG RCS wha Beate SHB

Sea ore AfS aha PASTT AB

Baa Resta FT fecwiga Fe!

Ser val wa Slats fea Fay

ART THA ICA TG ABTA |

sited TetahS ata al we ae 1

FAST TAS ACH CHL CHAT AH |

fared aya etata aieaes caer i

calatia atta carat vel Qe Bat

daria fariib afa toler Heer

albifa atetat cret faa Ww Gat)

aateta afer fe yea Sep SA 4”
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poet here shows considerable humour in descerib-

ing the sleeping scenes. An old woman was

blowing into the hearth to kindle the fire, there

she fell asleep and was not aware of the heat

that scorched her face ; a day labourer was walk-

ing in the streets with a load of faggots on his

head, there Inda’s magic put him under its

spell and he rolled into the mire of the drain

alongside the road. ‘The grocer who was weigh-

ing his goods and the eustormer who stretched

his hands to receive themy both, fell asleep; the

whole city thus lay instead” motionless like a
painted thing unday, thes pelt of the wily thief,
Mahudya attacked the @ity in this condition and
it seemed doomed to) spiel destruction. Lakgya,
the wife of Kalu dom, ‘atone in the vast city
had no sleep in het eyelids bythe grace of Kali
and she saw that hertusband’s trust was going

to be destroyed through the minister’s machina-

tions. She roused her two sons Saka and

Suka from sleep and thirteen faithful chiefs

also responded to her call as she used her own

spell on them to counteract that of Inda. The

two sons with the thirteen chiefs rushed to the

battle-field but were killed in no time by the

overwhelming numbers of the enemy. Laksya

saw the death of her sous, out did not waste

time in vain grief. She called at the chamber

of her lord Kalu, where the invulnerable general,

a victim to Inda’s evil art, lay in profound
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slumber. Kalu would not awake, though

she tried all means to break his sleep. She said,

“Ts this the way in which you keep the trust of

your monarch? At last I shall be branded as

the wife of an unfaithful man. Alas, if not.

for the sake of loyalty, arise for the sake of

retaliating the death of your sons. Did not the

king Dagaratha die, sorrowing over the separa-

tion from his sons? Did not Arjuna take the

vow to kill himself sbowld he fail to kill Jay-

dratha who had illé@ahis'son-? What man is

there who, afraid of deatiy fails'to take vengeance

upon the murdererof his children ? What man
is there whom loyalty*andthe sacredness of a

vow made before his /imaster fail to inspire ?

Arve you afraid of death? But death is every-

one’s lot. Act likea’ many my lord.” The

woman here, though. of the Dom caste, shows a

strength of character which elicits our admira-

tion, for she does not grieve over her sons who

lie dead only ata stone’s throw from her house,

but shows her inspiring sense of loyalty and

devotedness and is keenly alive to the safety of

the kingdom entrusted to her husband’s care.

Kalu awoke and became conscious of the

perilous situation, but he was a hero of heroes,

and when burning with vengeance and witha

noble rage at the machinations of Mahudya,

he entered the field, he looked like a veritable

comet striking terror unto the enemies. They
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were demoralised by the mere report of Kalu’s

approach, whom they had learnt to dread from

their cradle. Mahudyai could not stop the

precipitous flight of his army and in less than an

hour Kalu stood master of the field. He looked

with satisfaction over his dispersed enemies, but

as he turned his steps homeward, his mind

became overwhelmed with grief for his two

sons whom his enemies had killed.

Kalu had a younger-byother named Kamba.

He was a very stidked-manh}and envious of the

success of his eldéy, brother: had joined the camp
of Mahudya. When® ‘the ‘tainister was lost in
dismay owing to the ilefeat of his army, Kimba
came forward and/ said, addressing him :—

“Do not grieve, oh tord,>@ shall conquer the

great victor. I amehis byotlie”’ and know where

he is weak.” Sayin&—so he asked Mahudya to

employ a barber to shavé his head. This

done, he had his face besmeared with soot and

lime, and took an ass from the camp and rode

upon it. He poured on his head a quantity of

whey which dripped. All this was the punishment

of one disgraced in the court for some

serious crime. Mounted cn the ass with his

cheeks painted black and white and with the

whey dripping from his head, he came to the

spot where Kalu was lamenting the loss of his

sons. With tearful eyes he fell at the feet of

his elder brother and briefly gave out a story

3
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of his own invention which ran thus : Though he

had joined the enemy, his heart could not be

made of stone not to melt into sorrow at the

sight of his nephews killed in the field. As he

cried like a child when he saw their dead bodies,

the minister Mahudy& was angry and said he

could no longer be trusted as he was so over-

whelmed with grief at the death of his

nephews. ‘The minister in fact suspected that

he was merely a spy of-his elder brother, and in

great rage turned itu ‘outohihe camp subject-
ing him to all those “marks of isgrace.' Kamba

at this point in couaserof ‘the narration of his
story, clasped the feet OF hig elder brother and

piteously begged him to forgive his past wicked-

ness. Kalu’s minéavas-alteady softened by

grief and this appéalfrom his yyounger brother,

whom he really l6¥edaepite of his wicked
nature, deeply touched him. He raised his

seemingly repentant brother with his hands

and said, ‘‘ Kamba, don’t be sorry, you are my

brother, my own blood. What is there that

I can’t give you? T fally pardon you.’ ve

“9 aft af Slya SHS ceca |

Acasa SHA Ae FOIA cara a

He pra aca cote fier conti wrt

Fl Te CMa Aw Cy Bz BH

stice fem pl etch”

* Lakhya, the true wife, had overheard the conversation and
cautioned her husband against the wily stratagem of his younger
brother, saying,

“cae sal Galeria oa Beta
Tl COCR ARC WE ACSA y”
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Kamba replied, “Is all that you say true ?

Do you indeed love me so?” “Yes dear bro-

ther,” answered the straightforward and open-

natured Kalu. ‘“ Here do I take the holy water

of the Ganges in my hand and take the vow

that whatever you may demand of me I shall

give to you, no matter if it be my head or all

my property.” Kamba inter-

posed and cried out, “ Hear,

holy -mether Ganges, hear, ye

sun and earth, hear;oh “ye ‘gods that are in

heaven, my elde® }rother is 6 pleased with me

that he promises iii Four hearing to give me
whatever I may seek | of hin.” “Is it all true,

brother ?” and as Kah stretched his hands to
bless him and said, Be Yes verily do I say,
solemnly do I takayehe vow’, iP “iving you what-

ever you may ask Of ie? Kamba said, “ Stop

brother, let your enthusiasm bear out, I want

yotir head. Mahudya, the minister, has promised

mea half of this kingdom if I can produce

your head before him; give me your head.”

For a moment Kalu lost all power of speech in

anger,—for a moment he intended to strike the

wicked brother dead on the spot; but after a

moment he felt that he was in the grip of a villain,

from which there was no escape if indeed he had

to keep the purity of his vow unsullied in the

eyes of God and men. He had never retracted

words nor broken promise in his life. The word

The traitor and the

hero.
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had passed out of his mouth and was inviolable.

He did not try to break his word by interpreting

the promise in the light of sophistry. It was

clear as daylight and he saw his fate. He

addressed Kamba and said, “I have preserved

my noble virtues intact for the sake of loyalty

to my king. If I violate my words it may

perchance do harm to my sovereign, whose life

and future good all depend upon the good will

and virtues of his subjects. T will not kill you,

dog as you are ; -thére take, the sword and cut

off my head. Wiord\sisy ‘woid) inviolable and

sacred.” Kamba (took the,” sword and Kalu

stretched his neck ‘forward, murmuring his
prayers. In the twinkling of an eye the head

was severed from the, trunk. Kamba trium-

phantly caught loldofthe héad and was about

to march off, whemiakhyathe infuriated wife

of the murdered maiijjquickly came to the spot

and seizing the villainous brother by his hair,

cut off his head with the sword that lay there

warm with the life-blood of her husband. She

briefly said to Kamba before killing him, “I

know my husband’s temper. I heard all that

passed between you two. I could have saved my

husband by killing you before. But he would

shun me for ever, had I stood in the way of his

fulfilling his word. Hence I waited so long.” '

1 Kalu in his neual rustic language admonished the wife for this
counsel saying,—

“ ged ga QELs faaca Sz Fal |

fe cota catrel “tie BR af cea”
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So saying she embraced the dead body of her hus-

band and carried it tothe temple of Kali, which

she entered and, after having closed the doors,

sat to worship the Mother, as she had no other

work left on this side of the grave—her hushand

and sons being dead.

Next let us go through the legend of the sun-

rise in the west as described in the Dharma-

mangala poems. Of the rectitude and integrity of

Bimala’s character weg haven already givena rough

idea, but details willfallog ain the present
narrative. Lau Sens hes price of Maina, was
called upon by thee “Bmperer of Gour at the

instigation of Mahudya fo make the sun rise from
the west. Lau Sen, pritented saying that it was

an impossible feat, Avhich wasnot in the power of
any man to acconiplish,. He wvas neither a Yogi

nor a magician toybeyahleto create an illusion,

nor were the gods obedient. to

naeeaent ef Mar his will, Yet the Emperor of

Gour persisted and declared that

unless he accomplished the feat, he would he

sentenced to death; for the monarch was con-

vinced that the son of Ranja (Lau Sen) possessed,

by the grace of the God Dharma, great occult.

powers and that he alone could shew the extra-

ordinary phenomenon of the sun rising from the

west to the people of Gour, if he only wished it.

Lau Sen marched through different countries

hy land and sea, and ultimately reached Hakanda,
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a shrine of great sanctity. There by austerity,

fast, vigil and worship, the hardship of which he

alone among mortals could bear, the prince was

at last able to secure the grace of Dharma who

promised that he would create such an_ illusion

among the people of Gour that they would see

the sun rising from the west.

So one morning when there was a quiet glow

all over the sky indicating the dawn, the early

risers of Gour were astonished to see the luminous

orb of the sky rising) showly from the western
horizon. The ploughmanjwas about to start for

the field and the shepherd: for his pasture, when
the wonderful phen smenon struck them mute with

awe. They bowed low\before the sun and could

not divine the meaning ofithis freak of Nature.

Lau Sen, overjoyed at his/Stccess, now return-

ed to the capital an@obtainive an interview with

the king related thelereat Wdventures and hard-

ships he had passed through in order to accom-

plish the extraordinary feat. But Mahudya, the

minister, said that no one had ever witnessed

such a thing as the sun rising from the west in

Gour. So evidence had to be collected to prove

the achicvement of the prince. ‘The first witness

was one Prahlad. He was a potter by caste and

profession, and was known to bea religious man.

Prahlad declared before the court that he had

seen with his own eyes the astonishing phenome-

non on a certain day at earlydawn. But Mahudya
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said that he was accustomed to make a fire

for burning clay every morning, and the flames

of his own fire must have blinded’-him, so _ his

testimony was not to be believed. The next man

who was called upon to give evidence was Hari-

har Baiti, a drummer by caste and_ profession,

who recited the name of Hari a lakh of times

every day, so that his words could be fully be-

lieved. The witness was summoned by the

Emperor but in the evenivg of the preceding day,

the minister himself hat paidea, visit to Harihar

Baiti and offered hime, 2 oli and 200 silver
coins and entreated ‘biny not to bear testimony to
the fact of the sun risin& from the west. Mahu-

dya, held outa threatfand, promise that should he

speak out the truph, Ve vould be a ruined man,

but if he would comply with his wishes, the reward

now offered was buipa prelude to many more

valuable presents reserved for him. Harihar,

though a man known for his piety and truthful-

ness, was demoralised partly by the threat and

partly by the prospects of presents from the

minister, and consented to do as he was bidden.

In the morning the constables of the court

came to Harihar’s house, sum-

moning him to the court.

Bimala, the wife of Hariha, was at this time at

the river-ghat with a golden pitcher for carrying

water. Suddenly she heard cries and laments in

the air all around her. But those who cried and

Bimala, the true wife,
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lamented were unseen beings. They said, “ We

are all going into hell and there will rot for ages.

Help us, oh virtuous soul.” Bimal& asked who

they were and why should they go to hell and

what help she, a poor woman, could render them

to save them from their miserable destiny. The

spirits said, “We are the ancestors of your

husband Harihar Baiti, who will speak a false-

hood on solemn oath to-day in the king’s court,

and his crime will cause our ruin. You are his

virtuous wife, youreary, ob-dear one, alleviate

fate and persuadégyourchushand to speak the

truth.” i se

Bimala forgot totake up the golden pitcher
that floated in the stréam and with tresses all

dishevelled returnedyhomejand clasping the feet

of her husband, wept slike a ‘little girl, saying,

“ Return the mon¢yeandsde not care for the

consequences, speak thétriith : save me from be-

ing called in all future times a liar’s wife and your

ancestors from going to hell.” Harihar was

about to say, “‘ Wait, dear wife, when you will

have a necklace of purest pearls and golden

bracelets you will know which is better at least

on this side of the grave, to tell the truth or to

tell a lie.” But Bimala indignantly refused to

listen to all prospects of worldly gain and con-

tinued weeping; so when Harihar Baiti came

to the court, his wife’s just admonition rang in his

ears and her tears set at naught the high value
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of pearls and gold coins. Mahudya looked

triumphant, sure that the witness’s testimony

would be all that he desired. But Harihar as

he ascended the witness-box, showed in his face

signs of such a decisiveness and moral strength

as were beyond the dreams of the minister. The

drummer said that it was “his duty to beat the

drum from the south, evening and morning, and

on the day in question, when he came to his

duty, he suddenly saw the western pastures and

fields aglow with the BoWon rays of the sun, the

stream of the Ganges. Knowing: Ad the Bhairava that
ran by the west, seame: Gresied with golden
ripples and the sue? wm ay siinpl y wonderful, for
the sun, contrary to, what had been seen since
the dawn of creation, sar) the firsé time rose from
the west and not ptoray thovpast.” ‘The minister’s
head hung downliirsbame 2 and disappointment,

and the prince LauySen,appeared more glorious

than ever in the eyes of the court,

The result of this truthfulness on the part of

the Baiti was an inevitable machination which

brought him again before the court on the false

charge of a serious theft. His guilt was proved

and the Baiti was sentenced to death. But the

Baiti did not repent having told the truth when

he uttered his last prayers from the scaffold

nor did his wife show any sign of weakness

when ghe expressed a wish to court death on the

funeral pyre of her husband. She said that she

4.
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was happy even in death, as her husband was

spotless.

The temptations overcome by Raja Gopichand

remind us of those of the great Buddha, Hira,

the harlot, whose beauty was admired by princes,

and who was fascinated by the handsome appear-

ance of Gopichand, had used all

her coquetry and woman’s art

to get him to return her love. All was of no

avail. The prince not only overcame all temp-

tations but silentlydborethe, severest punishment

inflicted on him@by. the bouubitul harlot, who,

with a reed for pen infurinted: at his repeated

und blood for ink, robbiead WadeAdopted some harsh
measures to gain |}Wis yéonsent. Gopichand’s

character stands beforecusuii all the loftiness of a

true Yogi. Twelve years’ persecution could not
make him break hisevew=On the expiry of the

term, he was scnt{tolthé? Ganges by Hira to

bring water, this being one of his daily duties,

There on the bank of the Ganges his grief was

intolerable, and he wanted to send a message to

his dear queen telling her of what he suffered

for love of her and for the sake of keeping the

vow of sacred wedlock. There were reeds on

the river-bank, one of which he secured and

made a cut in his limb. The reed served him as

pen and his own blood served as ink and with a

heart charged with emotion and sorrow, he wrote

a letter to the queen. This he entrusted to a

Gopichand writes
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trained bird. Lau Sen faced similar temptations,

though, he was not subjected

to similar persecutions. In the

village of Baruipara, Narayani, a woman of

handsome looks, the wife of Shiva Barui and

daughter of Hari Pal, fell in love with the

Prince. She offered herself to him saying that

if she failed to get a return of love, she would

commit suicide. She invited him to her house,

but the prince said, “Iam an ascetic from the

eradle. I never @o/ tor the, house of a man

when he is absentéfromiiome and the female in-

mates all dwell alanere Tie. pleasures you talk of

are not for me. 1 ‘anr horn a servant of the God

Dharma. My life is $ne, of austerity and self-

denial, dedicated toAsi8 Nvership.” In the Kavi

Kankan Chandi, sve find the hanter Kalu, born

and brought up in thedowest’stratum of society,

bursting into savagéindigiation, when his wife

made unjust allegations against his character.

In one of my lectures 1 have dwelt upon the

wonderful self-denial of Goroknath who overcame

temptations which none else perhaps among the

mortals could do.

So we find that the whole of old Bengali

literature, in which rustic element is predomi-

nant, is permeated by a spirit of truthfulness

and a lofty sex ideal, the like of which we do

not frequently meet with elsewhere. In the

fable of Data Karna we find the hero cutting

Other instances.
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the head of his son for the sake of the word he

gave to his guest. Western scholars may be

inclined to think that the pictures are overdrawn,

that the instances of truthfulness cited carry the

idea to a morbid and impracticable extremity.

But in our country these are not mere imaginary

tales. Twenty-three tirthankars spent years of

their saintly lives in Bengal. The great Buddha

himself did not live very far off from Bengal.

Renunciation in the cause of truth, sacrifices of

the highest order fortlte sake of a virtuous life are

not mere tales here told-by araimaginative people.

The people from the time os; the Buddha and

Mahavira have passedthrough great austerities

and sacrifices for the sake of religion and morality

and the whole atmosphere here is charged with

the loftiest idealsf Which’ to» foreign peoples,

may appear as inealised: dreams or figments
of imagination. Thertrnsbie people had those

ideals before them. They constantly read these

poems. Hundreds of copies of the small poem

of Data Karna in which the hero with

a saw assisted by his wife cuts the head of their

son for the sake of a vow, are to be found in the

houses of the rustics. The purity of rural life

even in its lowest form is indicated in these

poems of Bengal and we must respectfully protest

against the allegation of some foreign writers

who condemn Bengalis as perjurers and forgers

or say that the ideal of truthfulness is essentially
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Western. This rustic literature gives a more

reliable picture of the people, their ideas and

characters, in its pages, than the off-hand remarks
of globe-trotters or administrators who do not

know the language of the people and judge of

them by the scum of society, trained to

falsehood in the towns of Bengal where a

contact with busy alien nations engaged in

trade has produced adewralizing effect on
their character. “ Pon ate stitude, truthfulness,
sexual purity andy rowipess, some of the
characters referred to'in the foregoing pages are

like precious pearly) thok.gh the shells that

contain them, the langua Sook, the people—may

be sometimes coaite and invlegant.
av

sa



CHAPTER III

In the accounts given by our early poets of

the courts of kings we certainly

tmditions of old find old traditions, rustic ideas,
mixed wi y-

truth and fancy hopelessly mix-

ed up. It is almost impossible to trace the

thread of history from such materials. The

Emperor of Magadha, the Mauryas, the Guptas

and even some of the Pal kings, no doubt held

a paramount power. The tradition of their great

wealth and power became.the heritage of people

and it was impossitley tor ayetistic poet not to be

influenced by old “tigmoti¢ while describing a
prince of humbler statin Be we find on every
occasion, when a Wain “to be extolled he is
given the title of Panchi Gaureswar, a title

which was no dou bgt “dlainhed. by the great Emper-
ors of Magadha, w hn lorded\ over Pancha Gours,
comprising the w noleeoeacival arta. The boun-
dary of the Pancltd7@odrs is defined in the

following sloka, which is no doubt known to

most of you:

“nagals sagas cayfafacateeans |

acne BS eters fararteaatiaas y”

Skanda-Puran.

Beal translates ¥taVS as five Indies. We find

many old Bengali poets mentioning their own
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patrons, the Rajas, as Pancha Goureswar. ‘Rhis

was merely by traditional courtesy, as some of

the Rajas might claim descent from the great

emperors of old. Another familiar phrase is qaqa

Cay or an army of nine lakhs, which we meet

everywhere in the descriptions of Gour-kings.

The suzerains might once claim such numerical

strength for their army, but there is no doubt that

this also passed into the phraseology of tradi-

tional courtesy adopted tewards the later ruling

chiefs, big or small ate yillase poets often con-
founded great things with: gill and described
kings in a manner ‘which Makes their ignorance

conspicuous to a degree TAY creat king whose
army consists of nines lakhs, is said to have a

kingdom which e x fended” Oren space that could
be traversed on “foot in tweulty-two dandas, or

about 10 hours, In"tiet magin: ition of the rustic

poet, a space traversed’ ih twenty-two dandas

might be really a big thing, but roughly speak-

ing such a space covers only twenty five square

miles. Raja Gopichandra is described by the poet

Bhawani Das as possessing a navy of thirty-two

kahan ships; he had thirty thousand elephants

and nine lakhs of horses. He had _ ninety-

nine attendants in his court to serve betel alone

and forty feudatory chief acknowledged him as

their liege lord. But the description verges on

the ridiculous when such a potentate is said to

have only 1,200 cows in the cowshed and a stock
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of seventy kakans of cane in his store. The

rustic poets’ descriptions are full of such incon-

gruities. They could not lose sight of the resources

of the petty chiefs, whom they actually saw in

their own localities, while their imagination was

inflamed by the romance of past traditions.

During the early centuries of Muhammadan

rule, the Rajas, who were practically independent

so far as the internal administration of their

countries were concerned, having only to pay

specified amounts cof, ‘revenue to the Imperial

Moslem Governtadnt, generally realised their
position as “a«bap?%ol the people, who had

free access to the court and Gould directly lodge

complaints against )maladministration. These

complaints the Rajasverealways ready to listen

to and to redress. {We find in}the Chandikavya

that one Bharu Duwttacheeame the minister of

the king of Guzrat,7ane] Oppressed the people

grievously. Ife was however severely punished

when the people acquainted the king with his

wicked ways.

In the 18th century, a system of espionage

was developed on a comprehen-

Eapionage. sive scale. When crimes are

rampant the administration is

forced to adopt drastic police measures of which

parallels may be found in all ages and in all

countries. Inthe 18th century theft and dacoity

prevailed in the country and the Rajas absolutely
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depended on the activities of the police for the

detection of crimes; and this could not be helped.

When the country is raided by wicked people

the administrator has to meet the situation by

measures which sometimes affect the peace of

the innocent people. When a country is in

danger, how can the crimes be put down

without sweeping measures, which are no doubt

dreaded by the people? These measures adopted

by the police, as described by the old Bengali

poets, have always led/fo the-detection of crimes,

and this is certaimly:thcircjastification though

they caused temporaty-‘eopsternation in the

country. The Rajaswhile treating the police as

menials, vested them) with unlimited powers when

any occasion for detectidn of\serious crimes arose.

The Police oppressédthe innoednt and the wicked

Without discrimination==sWe find extensive

accounts of Police medsitres) adopted to detect a

crime in the Burdwan Palace as related by

several poets. This discloses the state of things

in the 18th century. Spies were employed all

over the capital. There were detectives in

charge of rivers who made searches. in boats.

“The Police-Inspector’s aunt,” says Bharat-

chandra, “had seven hundred female spies under

her. She wore an ochre-coloured sadi and on

her neck hung a garland of Java flowers. Her

forehead was covered with vermilion. The

Woman in various guiv2s visited the houses of

5
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the péople for the purpose of seeking informa-

tion. There were informers in every street, nay

in every house. The police pursued ascetics,

merchants and foreigners and looted all they

possessed. These people were handcuffed and

thrown into prison on the slightest suspicion. If

a school-boy walked in the street with books and

paper, ora gay-tempered youth strolled in the

city, scenting himself with sandal perfume and

wearing flower-garlands, he was at once arrested

on suspicion. 'Thepwlidle-titw, was terror-struck.”

The account givenybyoRanePrasad Sen, a con-

temporary of Bharatehandya, is very much on

the same lines.

“Five hundred spids\ were employed. Some

of them disguiscdthemselves as boatmen and

employed ferry-boatsifortheir use. Some became

tax-collectors and ‘mixedswith the shepherds in

the pastures. ‘Ten @ritiwetity of them disguised

themselves as Vaisnava mendicants. Two of

them got their heads shaven, and wore outer

mantles and red cloths on their heads. They

visited the houses of the people with begging

bowls in their hands and the names of gods

inscribed all over their bodies. On their

backs hung bags containing books. Each of them

had two mistresses, they smoked guaja drugs

which made their eyes red. They had emotional

feats, much admired by the people, and now and

then exclaimed loudly the names of the apostles
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Bira Bhadra and Advaita. ‘The innocent people

whose houses they visited thought them to be

great religious teachers and waited upon their

Holinesses with their wives and children,

ministering to their comforts in all possible ways

and were always on the alert lest they should lack

in their sacred duty.” And after all these men

were no other than spies. Some of the spies

became disguised as ascetics of the Ramananda

sect, others as Muhammadan Takirs. Some again

sat in the streets a hegar's with their eyes shut

and looking more@eadsthancalive. They scarcely

opened their mouthstesgiveyreply if anybody

asked anything of themvoe* Phe female informers

visited every house jin fvatious guises, and the

people had no sleepsfor fearof police persecutions.

They had no peage6l mind yand were always

afraid lest some danger Befell them, In the

evening people werein an excessive hurry to reach

their homes, for after nightfall it was not safe

to be away from home and to pay visits to friends.

Music and dancing which had made the nights

happy and full of enjoyment, ceased.” Let us

mention another contemporary poet describing

an incident of a similar nature. Jaynarayan Sen,

who lived,in the middle of the 18th century, des-

cribes the Police-activities for the detection of a

theft in the royal palace in the following way :-—

“Female spies and informers entered the

inner apartments of people in various disguises,
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Some of the Police spies dressed themselves as

ascetics and wanderad in the streets. Foreigners,

travellers and pilgrims were thrown into prison

by thousands on the harest suspicion. People

shut their doors and ventured not to come out

even to fetch water or fire. Nobody dared to

appear on the roof or on the terrace, every one

remained within his chamber with doors and

windows closed. If a man was found in the

street wearing a garland of flowers, he was at

once arrested, notetospealsof those who were

seen holding swords orcotherofiensive weapons

in their hands. Inthe morning honse-search

commenced on aimextensive scale. The rich

merchants of the city, yyere all arrested and a

most thorough search a8 fo\\what was stored in

their houses was raade by the police. As snon as

this order was received;thespolice force marched

in all directions. ‘Phéy Woked like so many

followers of the king of Death. In the city

resided Budu Saha and Sadhu Saha, two rich

bankers, who weighed gold coins by maunds, the

merchant, Dina Das and Nanu Das who traded in

golden wares, Nitya Brahma Das and Ramdas,

the foremost hankers, who had many shops in

the portion of the city known as the Chakbazar ;

all of them were arrested. In that locality

many other houses were surrounded by the

police, who arrested everyone they found dwell-

ing in them. Women of slender. waist were
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seen running panic-stricken, in the streets,

with their gold-embroidered garments all loose

and pearls falling from their necklaces that

were unstrung, in order to hide themselves from

the police.”

The poets wrote poems which were certainly

products of their imagination, but when we find

all of them describing things in the same strain,

we may surely acceptstheir accounts as an index

ofthe real state of things that prevailed in the

time when the poet? Alontished. A system of
espionage was developed in Tndia in very early
times. Chanakya inthe fourth century B. C. is
represented in thel dtama Mudra Raksasa as
having carried it “to perfection, The spies
appointed by hinagoypere. Admmatehed for their
stratagem and sueeeededyin overthrowing the

most complicated plots of conspirators in a

marvellous manner. This is graphically des-

cribed in the drama.



CHAPTER IV

The descriptions of royal costumes found in

Manickchandra Rajar Gan written in the 11th

century remind us of some of the fresco-paint-

ings in the Elephanta caves. ‘The Hindu King,

while at Durbar, seldom wore

a long coat; he used a coat-

of-mail only when he went to fight. When the

king sat on his thronesshe often used to rest

his feet on full-bldoiiedtotises. It was also his

fashion to hold GnvhisthanieA lotus bud with

its long stalk. He sed. fo) wear a diamond

of high value on his fitPany and stringed pearls

of a large size round ‘His, neck. The crown

he wore only on yState Ocbasions. This was

generally of a comieal shape Jike the Pyramid.

The earliest speciméns of Sich crowns are to be

found in the head-dress made of coloured cork

with silver linings, which the Hindu bridegroom

wears even now at the marriage ceremony. This

head-dress is not only picturesque but historic.

The form is commonly found on the head

of old statues of Vasudeva, with which most

Costumes,
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of us are familiar. In the 15th century when

Kirtivasa, the author of the earliest Bengali

Ramayana, paid a visit to the king of Gour,

he found His Majesty enjoying the sunshine of

an April morning, showing that it was not the

custom then to wear coats. It was customary

during the Hindu times for a king to sit under

the royal ambrella at Durbar; among the imme-

diate attendants of the king were fairlooking

women, ordinarily seven_in number, who waved

the chamara beforecthe kings Lhe Bhats also sat

near him chantin@his\praises, 4. member of the

royal house used tojfansHis;Majesty. The fan

was generally made of Hojveérs’; one of the princes

waited with a plate of) Scented betels. On the

vast sat the rich m@z@hauishand the bankers, on
the north the fetdatory chiefs, on the west a

place was reserved forsaintly men and ascetics.

But facing the king’sat*his“Yeligious preceptor

and other scholarly Brahmins. The chief sayots

had a place in the court from which their

complaints were directly heard by the king.

During the Muhammadan times, the Hindu

courts became inevitably stamped with Moslem

influence, and the simplicity of the old Darbars

was lost. The Rajas adopted Muhammadan

costumes, the only feature that distinguished

them as Hindus being the marks of sandal that

they wore on their foreheads. Jaynarayan, the

East Bengal. poet of the 18th century, thus
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describes a Hindu Raja:— The king sat in the

The courts of Kajes middle of the court on a golden

stamped with Moslem throne, the royal umbrella was

influence. unfurled over his head, match-
ing in the richness of its white colour the flower

Kunda and the moon. Between his brows there

was a mark of sacrificial ash, the marks called

tripundrika in three lines adorned his forehead.

He wore a turban of rich silk, which sparkled

with diamonds; over the turban a bright feather

of the bird kanku wavede@aily in the sunshine.

He wore a rich clupkoiiowitbsgold fringes and

a coat-of-mail; over his-garments hung a string

of large pearls. L'esvoréround his waist a large

belt decorated with sparkling golden pendants.”

The dress was mu¢chdsimpier in the fifteenth

century when Kirtivasa desertbed Ravan wearing

valuable stones andepearlsy but only a white

chadar to cover his ié@y¥i TOF course coats were

in use in other parts of India from the earliest

times. Even Raja Kaniska in the lst century

A. D. wore long coats, as we find from one of

his statues lately unearthed. But in Bengal,

the people, high and low, did not care to wear

coats in the olden days, as a tight dress was not

congenial owing to the climatic conditions,

What a contrast do we find in one of the pictures

of the Ajanta caves where an Indian king with

bare breast adorned with stringed pearls and

diamonds receives a Persian ambassador fully
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dressed in official costumes! The Bengali poet

Ramnarayan in the 17th century thus describes

King Isai Ghosh of Dhekur. ‘“ He wore a turban

of the shape of a lotus, on two sides of which

hung sparkling golden clothes. Each of his ears

was adorned with a large pearl. His manly arms

were decorated with the golden ornament called

the Lijata, inlaid with stones of various colours.

He wore armour on his breast and scented his

body with sandal perfumes. On his forehead

was a crescent-shaped ‘makk-of sandal. He also

wore a large belt,fromuwhichaflashed two swords

on the left and two'seabbards on the right. On

his left hand was avbow of great size and in the

right a long spear. | A\lange shield made of the

skin of the rhinoceros hung’on his back.” This

was of course when: ithe king was going to the

battle-field. Lau “Sen’ssgeneral Kalu “ wore a

turban on his head iim'#i bending position, from

the top of which appeared peacock feathers like a

broom, Strong armour protected his breast, to

his waist-belt he fastened a scabbard and an axe,

and on his back were a quiver full of shafts, and

a shield.

In the 17th century much «esthetic taste was

displayed in the designs of

the costumes of women of high

rank. Painting the body, not

tattooing, was the prevailing fashion. This with

ornaments of a variety of designs showed a high

6

Women’s costumes

and ornaments.
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degree of xzsthetic sense. The Vaisnavas were

the creators of fashions in the country. There

isa passage in the Govindalilamrita by Jadu-

nandan Das, which gives a detailed account

of a princess’ toilet and robing. The description

is very interesting but will suffer in translation.

Still we cannot help giving a few extracts.

“Then came the maid Lalita with a gold hair-

comb, she combed Radha’s hair arranging it in

beautiful braids. The princess’ hair, wet after

her bath, was dricdwith the smoke of burnt

dhupa and dhunasineensey her long curling

locks were scented: with: soft’ perfumed oil and

eee cess PERE Mt

afar exes CM Ce aeal

ol gant fra RCA 2ar |
fra ahaa cay Bae goa 1

FRCS sla CHM SABA Se |

wraes farcry athe Sears WTR

at fata fra ter potats

ay ee A OTS frei a

agers ata fear yea ata

wes fret com cam facata ran

mae sfaa a etem feat

ance atfea Wate stew fir 1

WH IS ay xfs foors fea

wlats Seca ale ana xia

Saray af ag afe wyeT)

Rats aA Sty BS wats

apse cepta—sen fr
See the anthor’s Typical Selections, Part 11,

pp. 1281-95.
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with aguru. The braids were bound by a clip

made of the precious stone called the Gankha-

chuda; from the black hair it shone like

the sun from the hood of a black snake. The

braids were alternatively interwoven with a

string of pearls and a garland of white lakul

flowers. These all again were folded and bound

into a knot by a fillet woven with golden threads.

She wore a purple-coloured shift and over that

a blue-coloured Sadi..ffhe colour of this Sadi

was like that of4a ‘been it, was called the

meghwnbur or theclawd-croth’ and was made

of very fine threadsi7Ay golden-threaded band

served for a waist-Belf, to Which was attached

by golden threads smalb¥pendants of precious

stones. Bishaka appliedthe-perfumes of sandal,

karpur and agurdeton Radha’s person. Chitra

and Indulekha, two" expert painters, drew the

picture of flowers, foliage and crescent moon and

of Cupid’s bows and arrows below her breasts,

covered with ved silken cloths, edged with small

rubies anda’ pearls. The coleured picture looked
like the rainbow and the breasts like gilded hills

against the background of a purple-coloured

evening. Each of her ears had a blue stone set in

a golden leaf ......... Her necklace was formed

of emeralds which were small towards the

extremity, but gradually increased in size: these

were strung together with gold threads inter-

spersed with small diamonds. In the middle
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hung a small golden pendant of the shape of a

swan. There was another necklace of pearls in
the middle of which was a locket of gold inlaid

with precious stones. But prominently there

hung on her neck a garland of wild gunja

fruits. These were presented to her by Krisna,

pleased with her dance. This garland occupied

the foremost place among the ornaments she

wore on her breast, to which it clung like her

love............0n her amms she wore a pair of

angad of gold plated*onei>black band inter-

woven with gold\thredds.. 28h wore bracelets

of blue stones on//fervhamds and a pair of

kankana with pendants‘of silk, carrying at their

ends small pearls and precious stones.”

I do not venture te-quatethe whole passage, as

other ornaments areawentioned,Some of which are

not known now and others aré purely local ; unless

one illustrates them by figures it will not be

possible to convey any clear and definite idea of

them. Suffice to say that the ornaments and dress

were such as to show the beauty of a woman to a

great advantage according to oriental taste. These

ornaments were not at all heavy or too many. If

it were possible to give the picture of a woman

with the apparel and ornaments described above, it

would, I dare say, create a lovely and fascinating

impression, even in the mind of a western critic.

Descriptions of ornaments and attire are to

be found in many places of old Bengali
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Literature. Some of these will be found in my

Typical Selections trom old Bengali Literature

(pp. 210, 227, 260, 286, 334, 335, 372, 385, 486,

667, 829, 907, 1228, 1291, 1293, 1294, 1295, 1519,

1520, 1521 and 1794.

Ihave already mentioned that during the

Muhammadan supremacy the Hindu courts

became stamped with Moslem influence. The

officers of the courts were no longer named in

the old Hindu style. -The Rajas wore costumes

that were in fashiOneamonest the Muham-

madan aristocra¢y,- andy, is’1 have already

stated, were distingwished\as/ Hindus by marks

of sandal and saerificial “ash on their fore-

heads. In their courts/also the only feature to

distinguish them ftonTM{h@Muhammadans was
the predominance\oia>Brahminic element re-

presented in Brahmif teachers, poets and scholars

who still occupied honoured seats in the Durbars,

but the officers generally bore Muhammadan

names. ‘“ The Sepoys (soldiers) stood in rows

in the audience hall witl clasped hands, with

shields on their breasts and swords hanging from

their belts. The Gharials, or
A Hindu Court after .

the Mahommadan the officers-in-charge of royal

fashion clocks stood on either side.
Chapdars, or office peons, sstood in a line with

golden staffs in their hands. In a prominent

place stood the Arojbegi, the officer who

received applications and submitted them to
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the king. The Bhats, or the court minstrels,

sang His Majesty’s praises, the Mosahibs, or
the court parasites, were all there. The latter

silently watched the mood of their royal patron.

There were the Munshis, the Baxis, the phy-

sicians, the Kazis or the Magistrates, the Kanun-

gas or the surveyors and others whom the king

aliowed access to his court. The musicians with

the Rarab, the Tammura, the Vina, the Mridanga

and other instruments had a place reserved for

them. The Nakibs_6r,thecourt-herald, whose

duty it was to adneuncenewarrivals and loudly

proclaim to them théywayscof Durbar-courtesy,

the Ujjak, the Kajjalhasy the Hafshis and the

Jahlads (executioners)| also stood in the places

attached to each.”

This is the des@ription that, Bharat Chandra

gives of a Hindu Gourtanthe 18th century, and

it will not require @uyagreat pains to see how

much it was predominated by Moslem influence.

It appears from a couplet of Bharat Chandra

that in the LSth century, thieves, robbers and

other criminals who were punished with penal

servitude and put into the jail, were allowed

their liberty for a fixed period of time every

day in order to beg their daily subsistence in the

markets with their feet bound in chains. This

certainly relieved the State of a considerable

expenditure, while the rigour of imprisonment

was none the less severely felt by the criminals.



CHAPTER V

The whole of the old literature of Bengal pre-

sents to the reader scenes and the characteristics

of country-life. The poets describe with unfail-

Old poetry. shows sm ing accuracy the flowers and

intimate observation plants that grow in particular

of Nature seasons. The indigenous cle-
ment is present throughout these descriptions,

which powerfully appeal.to the popular mind.

This affords a stpitingWeorfrast to writings of

our modern poets, whowoften show in prolific
language a superficial appreciation of Nature

without giving any proof of real observation of

country-life or a clase study of Nature. There
are some set-phragesqhich most of them use

while describing Natare: Uhg Dakshina Malaya

or the Southern Breeze the warblings of the

cuckoo and papia—the blooming towers and their

fragrance are some of the stock phrases which they

are fond of introducing into their lyrical poems ;

but they will never be able to tell you in what

season what flowers bloom or in what scason

the notes of some particular species of birds are

heard. One of our modern poets whose poetical

primer has been read by at least three generations
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of Bengalis, describes the flowers of a garden

as all blooming in the morning. This is far

from being the case. This sweeping obser-

vation, erroneous as it is, may be excused, but

when he actually names the Malati flower and

says that it blooms in the morning it is certainly

inexcusable. The Malati flower blooms in the

evening. Old Valmiki at least three thousand

years ago knew that. He writes that in the

rainy season when the sky was thickly overcast

with clouds pouring vincessautrain, Ram, dwell-

ing in his cottageSonethe @Malayavan Hills,

could not distinguish might'fitom day, but when

the Malati bloomed *ngar His cot he could at

once conclude that it wagevening. We read in

Madan Mohan’s poéticalpiimer the familiar

lines describing the morning: )“ yb Wael Za,

alas sa, afaaeratrew at ofa afte 1”

“The Malati bloomed and’spread its fragrance

which attracted a number of bees that sat on

it.’ The Bengali boys of this generation also

read this couplet, as did their fathers and fore-

fathers, and in the hundreds of editions through

which the book has passed, none has cared

to correct the error. The Bengalis in truth

have ceased to be lovers of Nature. In the

good old days theré was scarcely a Bengali

house that had not a garden of flowers attached

to it. They needed flowers for the purpose of

worshipping the Maker of all, each morning and
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had* ample opportunities to love them and

observe their growth. So we confidently accept

their statements to be true when Kavikankan

writes in the 16th century that the Champaka

and Malati bloom in Chaitra,—when Kirtivasa

writes in a still earlier age that the Ketaki

flowers bloom in profusion in the month of

Bhadra, when in the 17th century Ghanaswama

refers to the thick blossoming Madhavi flowers

in Vaisakha and Bharatchandra and Ramprosad

of the 18th centutys speahy ofthe fine array of
Kadamba flowers’ pudsoh! ‘white and red lotuses

in the months of Ashingix ane Sravan respectively,
In Bharat, Chandra’s Sime aC even earlier, fans
made of Mallika flo es were used by people of

taste specially by lovers, i, he poets knew well
the different spec ibs of bard se gay notes were
heard in different *eNS6H@TM Govinda Chackra-
varty in the 17th cénfiry Yefers to the notes of

Dahuki and Chatak in the month of Sravan.

it is unnecessary to give here a catalogue of

flowers and birds mentioned by other poets as

associated with particular seasons. We are sure

that the descriptions are accurate and that the

poets derived their knowledge first-hand from

Nature, What a pity that we know the mere

names of flowers and birds, having read of them

in books but are scarcely able to point them out

in the fields or forests, or describe their qualities

and special features! When there is quite a

7
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craze in the heads of our people for higher

knowledge in Botany and cognate subjects,

is it not strange that we have grown unfamiliar

with the most common-place objects presented

to our eyes every day by the country in which

we dwell ?

2. Stray notes on some of the Karly

Bengali ballads.

The Bengali Literature, of which written

specimens, howeyerewfare found from the 9th

century A.D., off@8 aiany Points to interest not

only those who ares ‘engaged in exploring the
origin and develop mentiioty Your language, but
even those who conderny themselves merely with

its poetic and lite sri Aten Ares The literature of
the Buddhist pevidd: is mostly confined to rustic
songs which haveuate Seen tially indigenous
character. In this‘ réspett it offers a striking

contrast to the later epech of our literature,

that grew with the Hindu Renaissance and is

permeated by Sanskrit influence. The meta-

phors and similes to be found in the songs of

Mainamati, in the Gunya Purana, in the

aphorisms of Dak and Khana, in the poems on

Minanatha and Gorokshanitha, and last of all in

the flowering ballad-poetry of Eastern Bengal,

are all taken from the village-life as presented

to-us in the fertile plains of our lower Gangetic

valley. They ave so familiar to every Bengali
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that their naive simplicity seems to be dearer

and more attractive than the more pompous

figures of speech employed to embellish the

poems of the 15th and the 16th centuries,—-the

age when the vernacular litera-

ture received such a powerful

impetus from Sanskritic study.

We must, however, remind our readers that

we do not find the literature of the Pre-Moslem

period in its present_shape exactly as it was

when it was first Composed >. Later poets and

writers did in Wri TSeaiey, Rac east them and

introduce some moder, featares therein. Yet

when one reads tho poem’ on Goraksanatha

by Faizulla, one cannok bub be convinced

that the poet v vie Prot dtie. ‘an old tale, has
preserved specinteus of the Jritings of the
10th and the 11:WeéntiFies in a consider-

able degree. The Yanevage and the ideas

almost wholly belong to a much earlier age

than the 14th or the 15th .century, when

Faizulla put the songs in their present form.

He simply narrated the old story with some

additions and alterations, but these do not seem

to be very many. He took pains only to regu-

late the metre, payir, adding here and there a

few words of his own. He meant the book for

his rustic villagers who were quite familiar with

the earlier language of the country, used in

songs, and therefore did not think it at all

Bengali poetry before

the Renaissance.
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necessary to make the style refined or Sanskritic.

The metaphors as used in the older songs are

preserved intact, and nowhere in the work is

there any sign of Sanskritic influence, a point

which clearly shews that the poem in question

has no kinship with the literature of the Hindu

Renaissance, the chief characteristic of which is

an abundance of Sanskritic metaphors and

allusions. Thus we find the works on Maina-

mati strewn with indigenous similes and meta-

phors derived fromemknowledge of country-life.

Mainamati speaksof, ae nature of youth

and uses a numbers) ti taphors to convince

her son of the that oF Her remarks, “This
life,” she says, “ is ung tpady as water on the leaf

of the plant cologastas? hab BPrtsra Gea cI eA

pana ) If a poet hi ae Renstspance were to des-
cribe it, howevel williteraite’ "and unassuming
he might have been; hélvould have used ‘ the

lotus leaf’ instead of the “leaf of colocasia.”

But the latter is a more familiar plant in Bengal

and is at least as expressive of the idea to

be conveyed by the poet, as the lotus plant.

Then again the old queen Mainamati says,

“Your youth, my son, will pass away as

quickly as water falls from a reed when it

is cut.”

“amaty BBC Cl CBA FEW Mita |

CSA TS BCA art cOoPata cotefa yu”
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This is also a very humble metaphor which the

poet of the later school would not deign to use

but it is none the less appropriately used To

external beauty, if the inside is not beautiful,

no value should be attached, for the queen says

“Break the dead sea apple and you will find

nothing but ashes inside.” (stf# bre cet Fa

feeca ateta 1) The queen again teaches, if life is

not regulated by wisdom in proper time, what

will it avail by one’s awaking to a sense of duty

when the tide has, “passed away. She says,

“What is the good of pntiing oil in the lamp

when the light is quot asians a ridge when
water has flowed ae trons fhe cornfield ?”

“art rataggha nt EAA CSA |
area after feat Bey ye CICA 1”

All these are in every day use in the langu-

age of the country-folk and directly convey the

idea of the speaker. A learned poet like Vidya-

pati of the 14th century would have brought

forward an array of brilliant classic figures to

express the same idea, but the simplicity and the

freshness of country air breathed in our indigen-

ous metaphors, are no less genuinely poetical

than the more ingenious and learned classical

references. The two couplets quoted above, if

they fail to take us by equal surprise, at least
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will make the thing described equally vivid as

Vidyapati’s sparkling lines.

“faa ea fears afaet ate ataa, fe eaa steal atc |

WEA SAA Steri ale Btaa, fe waa atfaw cave i”

“Tf the water-lily fades away in the beams of

the winter-moon, what will itavail by the advent

of the spring season? If the sced is burnt by

the sun, what will the clouds do by pouring

rain on its gravee?’ > Tt\ issirue that the poets

of the earlier schook somiotinies) lacked in what
we moderns, calla cise) of decency, but even
in this respect theyawene Jess” artificial and less
suggestively wicked. ) Ti shall presently quote
a passage from a Mbsiniatnei song, which may
not stand the test pf 4 boo austere aesthetic taste,

but if we area bile: tolevarit, we shall not fail
to appreciate in it the) @Hatining argumentation

of a village woman trying to convince her

husband of her points. When the king expres-

ses his determination to leave the palace as an

ascetic, his queen Aduna says that her youthful

beauty will be a source of constant trouble to

her, and to avoid that she will break her eight

bright teeth in the front row to disfigure her face

and crop her long beautiful hair. At this the

king says that he cannot take her with him ins-

pite of all that she may urge. Then she says,

“What shall I do with my youth pledged to
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you? My youth is not like a stock of corn

that 1 may store it in a granary, nor is it like

the oil of a grocer, to be reserved for future

sale; it is nota heap of flowers which a flower-

woman daily wreathes into garlands, nor is it a

thing mortgaged to a moneylender to he reco-

vered by the owner on settlement of claim.

Teach ine, my lord, how may I preserve the

youth, pledged to you alone in God’s name, from

its passing away, till your return 2”
(AD

“egal oe ak aacs Hey
aya BISA He act arn oa
cofa axa a See IB cst Cato
aleit ACAA “ire afaz 1 fey
atatnicaa et Me casas 1 fey w”

Si cy y
How familiar are »thesmetaphors used here to

rustics, and appropriate to country life! Ad-

una says to her lord in the version of the song

collected by Sir George Grierson in 1878, “You

will be, Lord, the fig irce and I a creeper. I

will cover thy feet with a loving embrace. How

can you think of leaving me?” ? Throughout

this literature there is that inspiration breathed

from country-life, which by its simplicity, direct-

ness and unassuming gentleness attracts as as do

«gf ag ab yr aft cotata asl |

tal Bas cafbal az teteal aa cH rail 2
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the fresh field-flowers on both sides of a*rural

path. There is certainly in these poems an

element of grotesque imagination, of unrestrain-

ed rustic fancy like what we find in old Danish

songs of the 9th and the 10th centuries, but as in

the densely jungly country-side, sometimes fresh

flowers bloom in all their natural beauty, so do

we come across quiet and simple rural charms

enlivening all the uncouth humour of rustic

people, displayed in these. songs.

The literaturg@of, thiaperiod has another

utractivg feature. There is an
iene elevated moral clevate ns payor al tone in the

poeinsgarninnch we miss in the

more elegant poenis/ fy #he later school. The

Buddhist religion lays: wigreas stress on the con-
quest. of passions, Qn truth fines, integrity and
other moral virtud’— a songs though

couched in crude ‘lanendge, distinct traces of a

high conception of morality are always observable.

It should be mentioned here that Behula’s charac-

ter was first conceived in this time, however

greatly it may have been embellished by the more

refined poets of the Renaissance period. The

ground-work of that devotion, which clings to

the beloved even in death, that absolute disre-

gard for all desires of the flesh in the pursuit of

a sacred cause and that divine love which trium-

phs over death, and blossoms majestically like

one of the stately water-lilies in Indian tanks,
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was first’ conceived in this country in the

Buddhist period. Kanchanmala, is as great a

character in old women’s fables as Behula

in the songs of the poets of the Manasa-cult.

This old story preserved almost in the language

of the 11th and the 12th centuries has been

collected by Babu Dakshinaranjan Mitra

Mazumdar and is to be found in his Thakur

Dadar Jhuli. Like the story of Behula, that of

Kanchanmala is to be ead with tears. One

requires to be trainédtin Misedvering beauty in old

things; for just ‘as gold otter lies mixed with

inferior metals and} die in thieimine and requires
trained eyes to be “diseorered, so the genuine
beauty of old writings) often deceives untrained

eyes being blendedjias. tlteyare, with fantastic

imagination and érude huriour. I recommend

to my readers the storyofKanchanmala. Her

character is one of ‘the *loftiest order showing

resigned love in its highest flights. In order to

depict an ideal character poets often take recourse

to wild imagination. An element of the grotes-

que is present in Valmiki, Homer and Shakes-

peare. But this should not bar one from

appreciating the real greatness of the characters

described. In Manick Chandra Rajar Gan, the

character of Gopichand shews its sterling worth,

when put to test by the seductions of the beauti-

ful harlot Hira. We have seenin the Dharma-

mangal poems how Lau Sen was also put toa

8
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similar test in the village of Baruipara and came

out successful, The integrity of the character

of Kalu, the general of Lau Sen, and of Harihar

Baity has been shewn by me in a previous

lecture. The ground-work of all these tales

and. even that of Kalketu, the hunter, were

laid in the Pre-Moslem period by earlier poets,

though Kavikankan is popularly known as the

only poet of the latter tale. They all prove the

loftiness of moral ideal that existed in the coun-

try and unmistalierblly 2 boar the stamp of the
Buddhist ideal, Wwhighelis fibivays through the
various forms of ‘he? Alatiayana and Hinayana
sections, aimed at ae the passions as the
first principle of 44% (fru@ religion), That these

stories were first goucdived. hiving the Buddhist
times is apparené From the fact that the Brah-
manic element is Tardy present in them. The
principal characters/"genierally belong to the

lowest stratum of the Hindu society.

A large mass of poems bearing on the queen

Mainamati have come to light

he arte feones and since Sir George Grierson dis-
covered one of its versions in

Rangpur in 1878. The Yogis were the custo-

dians of these songs and during the age of the

Pal kings, who hele sway over almost the whole

of Northern India, they carried these songs

throughout India in the 10th and 11th centuries,

till they became so popular that even in modern
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times,we find the song of Gopichand sung not

only in the north-western provinces, but even in

the Mahratta country. “In Benares, Faizabad,

Abmed»agar and Bombay,” says Dharmananda

Mahabharati, “dramas are played, of which the

theme is Gopichand ; and hundreds of minstrels

still earn their livelihood in those parts of the

country by singing songs on Gopichand.” The

picture of Raja Gopichand on the eve of his

sannyas, drawn by the late Raja Ravi Varman

is sold in hundreds Trot ‘only in Bombay but
even in Caleuttag, Wodieyo shown elsewhere
that the songs ony Ae asa Devi and her
quarrel with C Chandy PEGs terchant of Cham-
pak, also travelled Fon Bengal and found

appreciation in matty Spas of India. They
are even now repeoduced inthe popular dialects

of the country Yndresdieelnd appreciated by
thousands of peopléoudtside Bengal. This

unmistakably shews that the suzerainty of the

Buddhist kings of Bengal was recognised and

admitted by the whole of Aryavarta; the

manners, fashions and amusements of Bengalis

flowed from Magadha and other administrative

centres of Beng] to different parts of India.

We have gota number of songs of Gopichand

written in Urdu and Uindi. Pundit Durga

Narayan Sastri collected some of these versions

from the Punjab and made a gift of them to

the Sahitya Parishat of Caleutta. One of the
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Hindi versions of Gopichand’s songs by Laksman

Das is in my possession. The Behula-katha or

the song on Manasa Devi in Hindi printed at

the Kalpataru press, Benares, in 1910, may be

obtained at the shop of Babu Kanai Lal, Book-

seller in Patna. There are several other Hindi

versions of the tale, and as in Bengal, so in

Bhagalpur and other places, there are organised

bands of professional singers who earn their

living by singing them. TI have mentioned

elsewhere that these songs’ om Manasa Devi and
Gopichand, as prevalent ooutside Bengal, shew

the crude stage in; which: they existed in Bengal
in the 10th, 11th ald sth” éenturies, and none
of the subsequent ) eniliellish ments introduced
by the later Bengalipoetsvare marked in them.

This shews that with the elose\of the sovereignty

of the Pal kings “wndetheir vast influence all

over India, Bengalf@éasedto be the centre of

taste, fashion and amusement that it had been

before the Muhammedan invasion.

Now to return to the subject of the songs

of Mainamati. Sir George Grierson was the

first, as I have already stated, to bring one

of its versions to light in 1878. This was

published in the journal of the Asiatic Society

of Bengal in that year. In the Sahitya Parishat

Patrika, Volume VI, Babu Siva- Chandra Sil

published a version of the song, of which the

author was one Durlava Mullick. He latterly
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edited and brought out the song. his, I

suppose, is the latest version of the tale, for we

find it thoroughly modernised and its payar

metre all through regulated according to the

canon of fourteen letters in a line, which has

subsequently been its distinctive feature. In

the Sahitya Parishat Patrika of 1815 B. 8,

Babu Bisweswar Bhattacharyya, B.A., then

Deputy Magistrate of Nilphamary in Rangpur,

published an account of another version of the

song, which he golleal eh froma yogi of that

place. The copychestec ipokrors i) was for sometime
with me and I pu ins 4 portion of it in my
Typical Selections veto Bovgali Literature,
published by the U ihishesity of Caleutta in L914
Another version of ftlic Mainamati song was

collected by Babu Nagendra Nath Vasu,

Prachyavidyamah: ae Zaggh Orissa. The
Bengali Yogis, owitigntg apolitical disturbance,

had left their mother country and settled in that

place many centuries ago and it was from their

descendants that Mr. Vasu collected the song.

Kt is written in Oriya characters and the copy is

more than two hundred years old. An extract

of this version also has been given in my Typical

Selections. Babu Nalini Kanta Bhattasali, M.A.,

collected another song on the same subject from

a village near Balurghat in the district of Dinaj-

pur. We came across an edtion of this song,

printed long ago, and the forthcoming volume
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on Gopichandra’s song to be published by the

Caleutta University, will contain this song com-

posed by Sukur Mamud, who was an inhabitant

of the village Sindur-Kusumi in the District of

Rajshahi. Babu Baikuntha Nath of Tippera

collected another song of Mainamati and made it

over to Babu Nalini Kanta Bhattasali in 1318

B.S. This gentleman edited and published this

song at the cost of the Dacca Sahitya Parishat

in July 1914. Babu Nalini Kanta has written a

learned preface to 4Lis- book, ihe author of which

is one Bhawani¢ Aas He: gisiders that this

Bhawani Das is a broblicn of) Ganga Das, son of
Sasthi Vara and | ha) pats forth two arguments to
establish this theory }\ (1) The name of Ganga

Das’s father is Saaihi Vara, which is also the
name of Bhawani Nass fathe? (2); Bhawani Das

and Ganga Das havesboththe title ‘Das’ suffixed

to their names. ‘Lhenargument, I consider to

be frail for building up this theory, unsubstan-

tiated by other facts of historical value. The

agreement in the name of their father may

be a mere chance coincidence. Ganga Das was

certainly a poet of the Hindu Renaissance, who

wrote many works in Bengali in the 16th

century, referred to by me in detail in my

Vangavasa-O-Sahitya (pp. 348-450). His style

is essentially Sanskritic as contrasted with the

crude style of Bhawani Das’s poem on Maina-

mati. Bhawani Das doos not use a single
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Sangkritie figure of speech, his metaphors and

similes are all eulled from rural life, whereas

Ganga Das’s poems sparkle with a brilliant

array of Sanskritic metaphors. Unless the

theory of Mr. Bhattasali is substantiated by

more convincing evidence, we are not prepared

to accept the statement that Bhawani Das and

Ganga Das were brothers and sons of Sasthivara

and grandsons of Kulapati. Lvidently follow-

ing my earlier statement Mr. Bhattasali consi-

ders Ganga Das to, shave, heen a Vaidya by

caste, but { hayeto
>

unde ik distinctly mentioned

in an old manuscript @PGaiga Das’s Manasar

Bhasan that the podt hefonged? to the Bania caste.
Many other songs of Mamaanin ti are lying scatter-
ed in different partsof Renal and outside it, and
though crude in form and inelegant in style, they

are store-houses ofmuéh-histetical information.

I think there is nrwely auth in Mr. Bhatta-

sali’s finding that Raja Govinda Chandra inherit-

ed the kingdom of ‘Tippera from Raja Tilak

Chandra, his grandfather on mother’s side,

and that Vikrampur was the home of his

ancestors. That he was a son of ‘Trailokya

Chandra, a king of the Chandra dynasty, who

reigned there as Mr. Bhattasali suggests, cannot

be proved with certainty ; but we find the

name of Suvarna Chandra both in ballads and

on copper-plates. Govinda Chandra, we

believe, was probably a scion of the Chandra
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family. This conjecture receives a substantial

confirmation from the fact that Trailakya

Chandra is mentioned in a Marhatta poem as

an ancestor of Govinda Chandra of the songs.

The agreement in the two names in a short

geneological table which contains only four

names do not appear to us as mere chance

coincidence but sufficient to indicate the actual

facts about a dynasty preserved in rustic

memory with some errors and omissions which

are not unusualiia@isnelp cases. Govinda

Chandra inherited: thoadisttict s of Dacea and
Tippera from his: tether pnd mother’s side
respectively. He “matried’ two daughters of

Raja Harish Chantliey of Savar, who seems to

have left no male isso, LBy gpossessing a large

area of land, nar Gour\ teased out to him by
the emperor of Gen, ae” acquired a great
influence in Northern’ Bengal, and the Yogis of

Rangpur still sing songs about him, and remem-

ber the great monarch who renounced his palace

and lived the life of an ascetic for twelve years,

by the order of his mother. Thus it is probable

that when Raja Rajendra Chola (1063-1112)

came to conquer Bengal, he found Gobinda

Chandra of the songs, reigning over a consider-

able portion of Kastern Bengal. The Tirimalaya

rock-inscriptions mention that Raja Govinda

Chandra was defeated by Rajendra Chola and

that he heat a precipitous retreat on the hack of
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his elephant. This may or may not be true, as it

is but an one-sided version of the story. There

was surely a fight after all. ‘The Bengali ballads

say that Raja Govinda Chandra defeated the

fierce tribe, the Khandaits of Orissa, and later

on had a hard encounter with an Oriya king,

whose army he totally routed having killed

thousands of men, horses and elephants in the

battle. Seven hundred generals of the Oriya

king are said to have been) killed in this battle

by the victorious Arty Of Govind Chandra. A
treaty was concl Sepang A by which the
defeated king sec hate a) od will of his eon-
queror by offering hina TAC daughter in marriage.
Some scholars have Jt dpsed that this Oriya
king of the Bosoalt songs is none other
than Rajendra Ch a Shimsaltv He came from
the Orissa side and cree’ he: has been called an
Oriya king by the Bengali rustic poets. This

is quite possible, for once the poct mentioned

the fact of Govinda Chandra’s defeating the

Khandaits, who were the true Oriya army. The

mention of an Oriya king a second time asa

quite different foc, presumably shews that he

might have been an invader who came from the

Oriya side, not actually the king of Oxissn, The

time of Gevinda Chandra who was a contem-

porary of Harish Chandra of Savar, also agrees

with that of Rajendra Chola. Thus there isa

good deal of cvidence for the conclusion that
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Rajendra Chola of the Deccan and the ‘ Oriya

king’ of the Bengali ballads are one and the

same person. If this surmise is true, there will

be then only this anomaly that Rajendra Chola’s

rock inscriptions record his own victory, where-

as the songs of the Bengali poets mention that

it was Rajendra Chola who was defeated and not

Raja Govinda Chandra. In histories of wars

such contradictory statements not infrequently

occur, and hence this does, not offer any serious

hinderance to ow xgceptinS> the ‘Oriya king’

of the ballads as Rajendiay bola’.

One may ask how? is at that we identify Gopi-

chandra with Govinitht ‘Chandra. In several ver-

sions of these songs, ab fom instance, in Durlava

Mullick’s one, theAyame eccurs as Govinda

Chandra througligut: and) nowhere is he called

Gopi Chandra. [1 Waris snes we find the name

sometimes given as Govinda Chandra, sometimes

as Gopi Chandra but more often as Govi Chandra.

So there can be no doubt that Gopi Chandra and

Govi Chandra are the abbreviated forms of the

name Govinda Chandra,

The main object of these songs seems to he

to extol the great occult powers acquired by

Mainamati, the queen of Raja Manick Chandra,

and to describe tie ascetic-life laid by Raja

Govinda Chandra, her son, for twelve years. Bui

though Mainamati is raised tothe level of a

goddess in popular estimation and her great
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feats are enthusiastically described by the

country-poets, it is apparent from many suggestive

lines that there were many, who condemned

Mainamati as a sorceress and a vile woman, who

even killed her husband to gratify her lust. In

the version of the songs collected from Nilfamary,

Govinda Chandra openly accused his mother in

this way, “ Forming an intrigue with Haripa, you

have killed my father by making him swallow

poison, and now youve at the instigation of

that cursed Hari réstlyed Ao Danish me from my
kingdom, so that ‘the: pray to your lust may be
made perfectly fred Shot ail obstruction.” * The
Raja asked his motheh Whoeraunted her power
of restoring the daad {toy life and performing
other miracles. “ ice iat you did not
impart a little of yout, knovwlgd ge to my father,
whereby my father Svonld have been immortal

for ages and could ‘have had many more sons
like me??? The queen said, “ You fool of ason,

' The dowager queen governed the kingdom when Govinda Chandra

was a minor, bat jusi when the latter attained his majority, the

queen oxpressed a strange resolve that her son shonkl go to the

foreat as an ascetic and remain as such for twelve years.

aifea fiata coiaia frail a) otes efaal |

atats Patce aiacea ai tar fea athemteai

gfe asthe winter wey TEE 1

en Tf area AHF fe tarsi 4

CNBl pleas cotnte afe siata siete face |

ICH Bot Va Tl afGeel asa Be 1

aity are Ate aa Biss HBr S94

aa] We GA COLA BPH ale cates 1

fagfaal stata Prafaatca sta 1
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how can I explain all that to you, being your

mother ? T offered to teach the old Raja, your

father, the seerct of life and oecult power, but

he rejected the offer in disdain saying that he

could not condescend to be taught by his wife.”

Govinda Chandra said, “ All this is false, mother,

T can have no faith in all that you say. You

have accepted betel from the hands of the Hari

(Haripa), and you have fallen in love with him.

You have learnt the black art from him. Were

you a true wife, Thy, ai “you. not ascend the
funeral pyre of nye a abhor and burn yourself

dead as a Sati Gu Ahn the Raja said all
these things, the q teen Mainamati was naturally
shocked by her son’s att spoken imputations. She

began to weep andy Barns cher lot by saying that
her own son, whain, she had borne in her womb

for ten months," Sayas=e cruel as to abuse
her thus and make falsd fimputations against her-

self and the Hari, whom she regarded as her

brother, both being disciples of the same Guru

ae Baal Bq SLT GA FS Fla |

cefeaty cotate Prere cata fafeata a

wag atta fata cacy cotata fel fania ezgre coal

Wel Acq ea Gael Sa aT IE |

gaa sal fray al cotala festa al ote a

alfa aiBoam wal a] aba eecwa A

ela ofaal fife Facey & aifes frate o

Ble cian wists crea ford eecer a2 1

stata Pista acta fea AST Cte BE?

apyta Pity sacta feel AGT CHAT Ba 1

Bi asta A ATS AE Za |
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Gorgkshanath.' In the song by Bhawani Das,

brought out by the Dacca Sahitya Parishat and

edited by Babu Nalini Kanta Bhattasali, Govinda

Chandra called for evidence from his mother to

prove and substantiate her explanation that she

had ascended the funeral pyre of her deccased

husband then and there, but that fire did not

burn her owing to her possessing occult

knowledge and miraculous powers.

Before we attempbate discuss this serious

allegation of her sm@iaginsteher character, let
us give a brief nidtenpotenlia: Hucen Mainamati
as found in these \Sonige © Meinamati was the
daughter of the | ng a tuk Chandra, Raja of
Meherkul (Tippera)) bE hy her childhood she was

called by the name oF Bishan. While in her
father’s house, shiguonte day. et the great Yogi
Gorakshanath, ww hotahiatadeher into the mystic
art by which men could be made immortal and

the dead restored to life. The Guru gave her

the name of Mainamati, by which she was

subsequently called by all. She is occasionally

deseribed as “Maina Sundar” or Maina, the

\ aaa eal] ated aatice eh vay afar

eibi fafacda alsa aaa ofawl “fga

sadl seal efe nati Ftfiew ahaa |

erate a8 Aq Bea 4 21% ata |

(AGI Sept Tare fea wT alfby salacay

NEAT OF SHS eee StS 1

cla Bea wala ferafe oee eas TE!

mE HITS BS atatg cate SIS y
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Beautiful. She was very handsome in her

youth and was married to Manick Chandra,

a scion of the Chandra dynasty of kings, who

reigned in Vikrampur. Manik Chandra latterly

reigned in Meherkula (‘lippera), the dominion of

his father-in-law, which he inherited. He was

either a son or a grandson of Suvarna Chandra,

whose name we find in the copperplate inscrip-

tions of Gree Chandra Deva of Vikraimpur as

also in these old Bengali songs.

Manick Chandy Pour hing to the prevailing
fashion of old orienta be nuiganyiehs had many wives,

oethese were 180 in Rut ve Sephe song says that
his desire for ne PRUQPRGs not abated even
by his marrying sth, ay he: vitifal princess as

Mainamati.' THe uxt: icdaiig’ five young girls
of Devapur. Wi ut these girls attained woman-

hood and youth{Teantteaeti¥ encss, they began

to quarrel with Manama! Twelve years had

passed since the new wives had come to the royal

harem, and Mainamati had lost some of her

youthful charms. She was called a sorceress by

the young wives and the old Raja sided with his

+ aaale feel ofa ateta al ofa aca ar |

sla ora Blarieaa “iipeal feel ofa ofa faa

sear Sfarta 1

> aife stig sila sifa aia aaa ct |

ptaricaa Te sal wife) eal saya Aira 4

cafaatea al atfa aetater sister aca free |

cae aaale va afe fra coral ATT 4

BG aes BlSa Wy aE! aay AG |

FF aprte APE Faas Coa st
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youthful queens and drove her from the palace.

After this she lived at a distance from the capital

in a place called Pherusa. Mainamati, however,

used to pay occasional visits to the king when

called upon to do so, but for the most part of

the year she led a secluded life in the company

of the sage Harip., who belonged to the lowest

caste in Hindu society and earned his living by

doing asweeper’s work. The government of Raja

Manick Chandra becamg_oppressive as he placed

a Bangal ministerap hia haat>of administration,
and his subjects“ati eae and performed
some niystie rites wbhichary yoby which his life
was shortened. OW Aceath it was discovered
that Mainamati was Ve ttieztte. Sometime after

she was delivered oad deh au, who was no other
than Raja Govinda Chandra op historic renown.

Mainamati marricdTM@he Sein : prince, a lad of
only seven, to Adin ane princess of Savar,
who was only five years old at the time. She

was daughter of Harish Chandra, the ruins of

whose palace are still to be seen in the northern

part of the village Savar on the Dhaleswari in

the district of Dacca. Recently some old bricks

have been discovered in that place on which

Harish Chandra’s name is found inserihed.!

1 We have been given to naderstand thai the ingeription referred

to, is a forged one. Another inseription the original of which is lost,

fot a transeript of which ix preserved, wag published in to Dacca

Review some time ago. It gives Getailed accouats of the vedigree

uf Darischanara,
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The queen reignel in Tippera over a* vast

territory comprising a great portion of Eastern

Bengal and certain provinces in Northern Bengal

near Gour, as regent to her young son. In

course of time Adun& grew into womanhood.

Her sister Paduna, it should be stated, was also

given as a part of dowry to the bridegroom at

the time of her marriage.’ The song edited by

Nalini Babu and published by the Dacca

Sahitya Parishat says that besides Aduna

and Paduna, Gov iamda Ghymdra had two more
wives one of witaby WAS daughter of the
Khandait chief wh: Peas de reated by Govinda
Chandra in hattle, ad they other, a daughter

of the ‘Oriya king? Who according to our
belief, as already stiteh thal no other than the
Raja ae Of of tre) ‘Tirumalya rock-
inseviptions. Thos eabmeqite ens were named
Ratnamala and Padmimadla respectively. Pad-

mamalt was sometimes endearingly called

kaneha Sona, But Aduna& was the most handsome

of ail women and the most favourite consort of

the king, who was himself one of the most

handsome men that lived in India at that

period.

When the Raja reached his cighteenth year

and was about to take the administration of the

kingdom into his own hands, the dowager queen

eamaicy Fei ay agalee tea ate |?
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Mainamati, his mother, expressed a strange

determination which I have already stated.

She proposed that her son should go away to

the forests as a disciple cf Haripa, leaving

his palace, and lead the life of an ascetic

for twelve years. She said that it was ordained

by fate that unless Govinda Chandra would

do so, he would die in his nineteenth year,

which event could be averted by his turning

an ascetic and leading such a life for twelve

years. The young» prince xemonstrated. He

was not like thé (grout) Brdiha, inspired by

a spiritual ideal, Aon Biee a s\e0, who convinced
of the fleeting natuté6f things, seeks a higher

life in the wilderness} He had just stepped

into youth and the, fyovla. attracted him with

all its charm of Power atid enjoyment as it
does ordinary iertalse" is wives were

devotedly attached to ‘him; varticularly Aduna,

his chief queen, who virulently protested

against her husband’s taking to asceticism. She

said that she would not be able to bear the pang

of separation from him; if he was determined

to leave the palace, she must accompany him.

When Govinda Chandra pointed out that alone

in wildernesses, and strange lands, her beauty

would be a source of constant trouble and fear

to them both, Aduna& replied that she would

break eight of her front teeth and thus distfigure

her face and cut her flowing tresses so that

10
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she might not be a hinderance or a source of

trouble. But the dowager queen said that he

must not go in the company of his wife. Her

other wish, viz., that the prince should become

a disciple of the Hari could not be easily

complied with. Ife was a pariah—a sweeper,

who earned his livelihood by a dirty oceupation

in the public drains. Tow could a great prince

like Govinda Chandra stoop to become a disciple

of such a base-born mean fellow? Then came

the allegation to wliehiwWe beye already referred.

The son told hisé hother Plat ly that she had
intrigued with the Hoi avid) wanted to remove
her son from the palaeewtly the sole object of

gratifying her lust Hhajeelyy and without check.

We have already aoidd ahextract to show the

nature of this allegition in dethil. We, however,
hesitate to believe Trethe= aileeation. For in all
the poems on Mairamatiy’ we find that the

country-bards have a great regard for the

character of Mainamati, which has served as

the chief inspiration of their poetic talents.

Had Mainamati been so vile as suggested in the

allegation, these bards who are inspired by un-

spotted purity of the characters they depict,

more than anything else, could not have had

the same admiring regard for the dowager queen

Mainamati. We find in the songs that this

allegation was started by the infuriated wives,

who were bitterly hostile to their mother-in-law,
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as she was to them, and their anger against

her reached its climax when all their attempts

had failed to save their husband from the fate

to which he seemed bound by his mother’s

resolute determination. The charge against her

was probably fabricated by them; there is

however no dcubt that it was circulated by

them. Adunad said to her husband on the eve

of his saxnyas, “ Cursed be the person who thus

separates wife fromps husband, destroying the

happiness of both phe ddwalger queen whispers
her wishes to Ne ebsstd Ei and takes his
counsel. She is constantly with him, taking

betels offered by hit aie last line is full of
wicked and immoral Ba sintions. She continued,

“ At the words of Sueh> a SHothicr, will your head
turn, my lord? Vou are preparing to turn an

ascetic.” The queen Tater, on made a conspi-
vacy to kill their mother-in-law by poison.

They said, “ Old persons die everywhere in the

world save this wretch.” (#4 cava Jul AA

cottta W494 ati) They purchased five tolas

of poison and mixed it with sweetmeats, “In

golden cups they took with them sweet Ganges

water. Fine banian fruits and excellent rice

they took, besides, baskets full of oranges and

other fruits of the season. ‘They prepared binni

and chira with their own hands.”

They placed these presents on the heads of

servants, and walked to the chamber of their
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mother-in-law. The old dowager queen saw

them from afar and thought, “The queens

at other times come here with looks of wild

anger, but why do they come now to me with

swectmeats in their hands? There must be

something wicked in their minds, to-day.” The

four queens in the meantime came to her pre-

sence, and offering the cups filled with sugar-

balls (in which poison was mixed) and other

articles brought by the carriers, they stood

before her with joimedtdhaxds, and bowing to

her with an osfensiblesdisplay of great respect

said, “We respecttully. pray you te restore our

husband to us. We have hrought these pre-

sents, mother, to please jyou.” The old queen
thought, “Iam qui¢k»cnough to see through

your motives—I (cansay how many crocodiles

and fishes there are fr the-sen, ;—in the dark I

can know whether it*is'a’ Male or female that

moves. Now dear souls what kinds of sweets are

these? Stay I shall feign death.” She remem-

bered her Guru Goraksanath and uttering some

mystic words taught by him, ate the sugar-

balls. The poison produced no serious effects

on her. It took her only twenty-two dandas

or about eight hours to get rid of the effect of

poison entirely. Now recovering herself she

thought, “Let me see what the young queens

do. Ishall feign death.” Having resolved thus

she shut up all her senses by Yoga, and lay as
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one dead. The old hag moreover covered her

body with sugar so that ants and flies attacked

it as though it was a corpse.'

' sales aff fa

aya weg fire
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Afra FRA
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aty, fret aateal 1
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Aduna at this time sent her maids repeatedly to

enquire if the wicked mother-in-law was dead or

not. When the people of the harem were

convinced that she was dead, the daughters-in-

law approached her and feeling that there was

no breath in her and that her heart did not beat,

they congratulated themselves on their success.

But before cremation, they gave some slaps on

her cheeks and one of them kicked her to her

heart’s content. Theymearried the body, which

they believed to Here bree >to the banks of the
river Goomty foMORe gatiotia The popular belief

eA oy
PET

aietcs fie tat cate) cathe 1
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is that if a dead body is burnt on the banks of

the Goomty, the person becomes a jackal in the

next birth. The good daughters-in-law were

not contented with poisoning their mother-in-

law, but were actuated by the pious motive of

getting her transformed into a jackal in her next

birth. It is needless to go on with the tale

which describes the baffling of all the devices of

the young queens, by the old woman suddenly

rising from the funerakepyre like the fabulous

Phoenix and assorfillty, hersel? qvith all the fury
of her tongue. Seren Cay

The wives had also offered a handsome bribe
to Brahmin Sandiftat wish ine him to give false
evidence against the) \doWager queen, but the
Brahmin indignantly: anctined the offer.

When the quéen Aduna a apd her companions
could proceed to dosyeh b horrible things, we are
naturally led to suppose that their allegations

against Mainamati’s character were false and

sprang from a deep-rooted malice. But there

are other evidences in this legend shewing that

the charge against her might have some grains

of truth, however small. In a work called the

Goraksha Vijaya which describes some events

of this epoch of Bengal-history, we find Parvati,

the wife of Shiva, granting a boon to the saze

Haripa, smitten by a desire of woman’s love.

She said, “You will have a lovely woman

for your companion and thus your desire
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for love will be satisfied. You say that you

are ready to do even a mean sweeper’s

work, provided you get a suitable lady-

love. Go ye tothe palace of Mainamati. Take

a broom and a spade in your hands. You will

find love’s embrace there that you desire.” '

(Minacheten, p. 4.) This seems to show that

the allegation against Mainamati might not

have been fabricated by the queens of Govinda

Chandra alone. The popular imagination

attempted to exalt the Jie hetween Haripa and
Mainamati by assoeet At with a legend in

which the great gona bis ‘consort are said to
have given it their ganetion, y

Raja Manick Ghancra had no faith in the
miracles said to haste’ jeens performed by his
queen Mainamatt aid Hania. He had a

natural dislike or eames ‘and this we observe
when the dowager @u@éi% “dmplains to her son

against her husband’s attitude towards ascetics

in general. Some ascetics once visited the

palace but “your father, the old Raja, did not

give them a fitting reception, nor did he give

them alms cr presents, so mean and merciless

was his conduct.”

8 Pfecas wos cy SSR Peete

Sq GS Que ast UT ae ME a

ifs 4 sia aft atfeorr att 1

SUH afey afi Sis ART
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aie cea ate hy aaabrela wa 1”
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Whether the imputations against her

character were based on truth or were mere

fabrications of the young queens, which passed

current in the country, and which the poets

tried to whitewash, nay to exalt, by composing

legendary tales, there is no doubt that Mainamati

did not pull on well with her royal husband,

when alive, and her intimacy with Haripa was

regarded with indignation by his son and

daughters-in-law. She might have been actually

led by a prophecy in which, she lelieved, to send

her son away from thie palsoe as an ascetic, fear-

ing that if she acted to. the, ‘contrary, Govinda
Chandra’s life woud hp sMoriened ; but her
quarrel with the queebs vas a constant source

of worry and vexattdoi Itoh Govinda Chandra.

And these queohs did yo at all believe
the motive which aetuatedeTMainamati to take
recourse to this cruéMstépl against her son as a

bonafide one. For had Aduna and the other

queens believed that their hushand would die

within a year, and that twelve years of asceticism

would guarantee his long life, they would never

have been so bitter against his sannyas, for in

that case the interest of the mother and the

wives who really loved him, would have been

the same.

The pathos of the tale is centered in the

lamentations and importunities of Aduna, the

chief queen of Raja Govinda Chandra. Govinda

ll
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Chandra had four queens, as we have already

stated, but there were many more women in the

royalharem, After Govinda Chandra had left the

palace and turned an ascetic, one hundred queens

of the Raja went to the harem of the Raja’s

step-brother, Khetu, but Aduna and Paduna&

returned to their own compartments, bewailing

their miserable lot. There they appointed twelve

guards and thirteen Police-officers to protect the

sanctity of their retirement, and no guest nor

even Vaisnava mendidants \ were allowed access
to their quarters#) ORthis, we read in the song

of Mainamati colleetatt hy: Sir George Grierson
from Rangpur.

As I have alrandyy Wiehtioned, the scene of
parting and the importintities, of Aduna are full

of pathos. Aduna Says, <% You married me when
T was quite young. ~ hove hae grown during all
these years. Whatta')pleasant occupation it

onee seemed to you to comb my dishevelled

hair with your own hands! For braiding the

hair, I have a fillet worth a lakh of rupees, the

pendent which serves the purpose of adorning

the braid, is also worth another lakh of rupees ;

my Meghnal sadé is also of immense value and all

these are your presents. The golden anklets you

have given to adorn my feet, make a jingling

sound, as I walk, and you used to take delight

in that. With your own hands you used to put

the red mark of luck on my brow. All this
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affection you have shown me,—why? To kill

me with cruelty? Love, my lord, is a great

bond. The stag and its mate live together in

the forest, they graze all day in the meadow,

when evening comes, they return to their cave.

The stag goes ahead and the hind follows his

steps. The hind forgets all her pain, as her mate

is by her side. You have not my lord even a

tithe of that feeling which the beasts of the

forests possess.” ?
st
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That Mainamati was the princess of Tippera

has been proved by many pieces of evidence.

Bhawani Das’s song distinctly mentions the names

of the places, connected with the chief characters

of the poem. Five miles to the north of the town

of Comilla, there stands a small hillock known

as the Mainamati hills. There is hardly a more

delightful spot in the whole district of Tippera.

The ranges known as the Mainamati hills, extend

over a large tract of meadowy land, of which the

level is mostly betweeh 2B to 30 feet above the

surrounding landg cof hey: Teal ity. There are
occasionally to be seem small: Plants or dwarfish

trees, but the whole a act i iw RaPnost wholly level,
only presenting at times Fi Patur es and sloping
undulations on the tinged. athis pleasant plateau
is a fit dwelling plaee. fora poek—for a king, and

certainly for a “vec! tease itseph esent forlorn con-
dition. One of the eléVatédiSpots in this meadowy

ranges is called Aduna& Mura and another Paduna

Mura. The place is shown where the palace of

the queen Mainamati stood, and not far from it

are visible masses of ruins of Govinda Chandra’s

palace. The plateau abounds with ruins and

na fel bal eta aaa few |

wayreica far Wa Set AAU

fat ata sicet ict Sfaeh aie sites 1
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debris, shewing that a powerful king once dweit

in it. Welearn fromthe Nilphamary version of

the story, that Govinda Chandra married five girls

of Devapur; this is a village which is situated on

the north of the Mainamati Hills. On the west

of the Hills, the large tract of land is known as

perganna Patikara. In the song of Mainamati

by Durllava Mullick, and edited by Babu Shiva

Chandra Seal, the city of Patika is mentioned

as the capital of Raja.Govinda Chandra. As

therefore we find théi: nearly: valPihe songs collected
from different ‘Barts sof’ the country, from
Dinajpur, Nilphareay a ipperah, agree in
recording that Govindar POhandra reigned in
Tipperah, we can hay@hio! hesitation in believing
the same to be 9 fact. i SAS\Govinda Chandra
possessed extensive >Janded estates in Northern

Bengal, it is not “ipropabtt that he had also a
capital at Rungpur. ~

3. Minachetan or the Song of

Gorakshanath,

The Nath Cult, based on Buddhism—

blended with some of the essentials of the

Saiva-creed of the 11th and 12th centuries in

Bengal, presents a song of unique spiritual value.

It is the song of Mina-nath. Though written by
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rural poets for the edification of the illiterate

Thestory of Gorakia. Classes, it shows strikingly

hath. that the higher principles of

Buddhist ethics had filtered down to the lowest

stratum of Indian communities by the philo-

sophic teachings of the Gurus of that Order.

Tn fact devotion to a guru can have no higher

illustration than is afforded by that of Goraksa-

nath to Minanath.

The story is worth telling, and I believe very

few of our countrymen have as yet read or heard

it related to thenw! ssEtert isa) legendary tale

in which the histovice Lé ament is not altogether

wanting. %

Minanath was a lane of the Great God
Siva, who had another, dis aiple called Gavur.

Once Siva was explaining” ‘the great mystic

truths of life andSdgabhe toubis consort Parvati.
Minanath ueguives « ‘They Mwere-seated in a heauti-

knowledge of mystic ful house constructed on the

trathe, sea-side, and the solitude of the
place and the charmiag scenery around made the

‘Teacher and the fair listener all attention to each

other, as the former confided his mystic know-

ledge to the latter. But the sage Minanath

was there unperceived ly the god and his wife.

He was then at the bottom of the sea practising

+ These lectures were delivered long age, when Goraksa Vijoy

was little known, but it has sinee becu published and has now reached

the hands of many who take an interest in old Bengali Literature.
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great yoga-austerities and listened to the secret

conversation between Siva and Parvati. He thus

acquired a full knowledge of mystic truths. In

the water Minanath drew a long breath, and the

sound was heard by Parvati. She was fright-

ened. Siva perceived that it was Minanath,

the sage, who had thus acquired the mystic

knowledge, which the Great God and _ his

consort alone knew; the sage had played the

part of an eavesdroppen. and had come in

possession of a poem. which no mortals had

hitherto been periittncsstt acquire. The Great

God was wroth and pronouneed a curse on Mina-
nath saying, “As yOrhAve isiened to what was

spoken to my wife) fats ately, you will fall into

the snares of womeinapel! J8s6), the knowledge.”
This curse Minargeth never heard, as he was
under deep waters:

Parvati asked Siva,’ "Why do not these

sages marry and lead worldly lives like our-

selves?” Siva replied, “'They are all above

passion.” The goddess smiled and said, “ Put

them to test, dear lord, they will melt like wax,”

and the Great God permitted his wife to put the

sages to test. The goddess assumed the form

of the loveliest of women on

earth and appeared before the

sages, Minanath, Haripa, Kathi, Gavur and

Goraksanath, one after another. It should

be stated ‘here that Goraksanath was a

The test,
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disciple of the sage Minanath, about Whose

unwarranted conduct in the acquisition of the

divine knowledge, not accorded to mortals, I

have already spoken.

The first four sages named above hecame

smitten with the fire of love as they saw the

goddess in mortal charms, and offered their

whole-hearted service to her, if she would con-

descend to favour their prayers. ‘The goddess

said to Minanath, “You il a woman as

beautiful as mysetfpiAWelyol grant you the

boon. Go to the palacenoly, ee city of Kadali
Pattan and = yout Will: find,’ sixteen hundred
women there, whose iyagen i8 as lovely as I am,
you will be loved jand yadored by all these

women.” So Malaya ho “proceeded towards

Kadali Pattan in Griast of women. Haripa, the
sage, thought withiwebimself at the sight of

the goddess in mortal form Hefore his presence,

“Ti such a woman I could get, even were I to

do the mean sweeper’s work to please her, I

would gladly do so.” The goddess smiled and

said, “ Go to the palace of Mainamati. ‘Take a

broom in your hand and hang a spade on your

back, you will find love’s embrace.” The

third sage Kanupa, thought, “ If death comes to

me after I have oAained the love of a fair

woman as this one, that would not be nnweleome

after such a piece of good luck.” ‘The goddess

granted him the boon that he solicited. The
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fourth was the sage Gavur, who thought that if

he got such a fair woman to love him, he

should be glad even to allow his right hand to

be severed from the body if such a sacrifice

was needed for it. Parvati granted him what

he wanted; he suffered the penalty having

fallen in love with his step-mother. Last of

all Parvati came before Goraksanath, a disciple

of Minanath, who said, “Lovely art thou

beyond comparison. But T wish that my mother

were as beautifiu ds » yOu are. How do I

wish to be a che settee be nursed by such
a mother !”” es

The goddess thie fii. ip overcome Gorak-
Goraksanath alone saat | hy her charms. She

stands the test. tui Sat con d time, appear-

ing before him Fin ier nidity. This time
also she failed. y Corb she-tiie’| co revenge her-
self on him and dévi8éed Sdme wicked means to

punish him. But the sage who could resist the

greatest of all temptations, had also acquired a

knowledge of the mystic art, by which he

frightened the goddess who fled from his

presence, greatly humiliated. When the Great

God heard of this, he smiled and said, “ You see

Parvati, all are not of the same metal. He has

completely subdued his passions. In vain you

tried to win him to worldly pleasures.” She said

ina low tone, “I will try to tempt him again

in one of his weak moments and see how he can

12

Es
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resist me.” Shiva only said, “Try, Parvati, in

whatever way you like, but I tell you, you will

never succeed, I know my sage.”

Minanath, in the meantime, had started for

Kadali Pattan, and having reached the place he

saw strangely beautiful women approaching him

from all directions. They were all young, all

handsome, but the chief of them was Mangala,

as the rose is the loveliest among the flowers in

xv garden. They smiled and glanced at him and

talked with him with {such siyeet familiarity as

if they were alfeady prepares to receive him.

Mangala, accom paniga dy Her sister Kamala,
approached him and said; * Why is this ascetie’s

stat in, your hand, and why
have voi Aput shells in your

ears like a wret¢hed fakivPy’ So saying they

took away the tigd#S skiudad gave him rich
apparel to wear. hey took away the incense

diwna and. the beggar’s bow] and all the other

things that a Yogi carries with him. The

sixteen hundred women now surrounded him,

some began to wave the chamara and others

fanned him. They offered him a throne and

duly installed him thereon, saying “We

elect you as our king, This province belongs

to us but we are not fit to govern it, as we

are women, ‘Take this royal staff, the emblem

of authority, and here do we hold the white

umbrella over your head.” Mangala became

Minanath’s fall.
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the chief queen. So pleased was Minanath

with the enjoyments of his new life at Kadali

Pattan, that he was afraid lest some sage, as he

once was, should come and take possession of

his palace, his kingdom and his fair queens

by means of magic art. He accordingly passed

orders that if any ascetic or sage entered his

capital, he should be immediately executed.

So passed many merry days and Minanath in

course of time got ason by his chief queen

Mangala. The son.wAS Called Vindunath,

Parvati contatieil Cen! st Goraksanath. A
very beautiful ORE by along course of
penances and aust bt “bie trying to please
Parvati. She wantedalapor Husband, and Parvati,
one day said to her, Efnopaiis, a very worthy man
for you. It is Goiaksinnt: . Go to him. He
will marry you.” * Werte woth n came to Gorak-
sanath and said thatyity was; ordained by fate

and by the will of the Great God that he should

be her husband. ‘So marry me and fulfil the

object of my life.” Goraksanath said, “ Look

at me, maiden, I am above all desire. I have

nothing to do with a wife. You have been

deceived. It is not in my power to comply with

your request. I cannot be bound by any earthly

The last trial and ties.” ‘ But T have chosen you

Goraksanath’s vicvory, asmy husband,” said the woman,

“ How can I choose another man? Tt will tarnish

the purity of my maidenhood, if I do so even in
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thought.” At this Goraksanath said, “Here

is my Karputi, the begging bowl, it is wrought

in magic. Wash the bowl and drink the

water. By the will of Siva, you will get

a son, this boon I grant you. Let your

maidenhood remain spotless and ever pure.

Tt will burn lifelong as a holy fire. Thus with-

out coming in contact with man or yielding to

desire you will get what is the greatest

fortune of a woman, ababy”’ So the woman

was glad and did ydintislie ws bidden. She thus

got a son, this sor@yasiGallé@ak arputinath. The

Great God said to Par tis ‘Tle has stood your

last test. ‘Trouble “fit ano “more. Man ean be

higher than a god) by yhis renunciation and

Goraksanath is sui ann gYou will add only

to your insult audsshame if you continue in

your mean attemptto feet superior man.”

Thereupon Parvati @exased her endeavours, con-

vinced that Goraksanath was stronger than all

woman’s art.

It so happened that one day Goraksanath

was in the heaven of Vishnu and he saw Kanupa,

the sage, going fast over his head through the air.

Goraksanath thought, * This sage is junior to me

by many years. flow is it that he did not salute

me ashe passed? Jle should be taught a lesson

in courtesy !”

beat him and bring him down to him. The

shoes obeyed the sage’s order, and forthwith

So he ordered his shoes to go and
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brought Kanupa down covered with shame and

Goraksanath and humility before his presence.

Govan. Goraksanath angrily asked,
“ Flow is it that you did not salute me as you

passed by me? ‘The insult I do you is not to

satisfy my sense of personal wrong, but only to

teach you courtesy and manners. For myself,

whether any one salutes me or beats me, it is

all the same.” The junior sage replied, “ You

cannot command any_salute from me, as you

treat your Guru wd tat “auch iulifference. Tle is
bound in the snarés: of omic ‘av Kadali Pattan, I
saw him the other diy. JExebssive indulgence in
passions has brought pH premature decay.
Isaw his hair all orey hisecth all gone, his stout

and robust body ryitieed to: askeleton and deep
wrinkles impr ini all over Wisyforehead. I then

thought within my yee Howton: he could live in
the condition to Which Wethad been reduced.

Forthwith I visited the region of Death and had

a look into his register. T found there that he

would live only three days more. Death has

already issued his orders to bring him to his

regions. What a dutiful disciple are you, O

Goraksanath P You are thinking of your own

salvation only, whereas your saviour from whom

you learned the mystic art ef resisting Death, is

within his clutches. How can I salute such a

self-seeking man?” Goraksanath said, “Ex-

cuse me, sage, I have wronged you. I have also
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a message to give you. Your Guru Haripa> has

been put into a subterranean dungeon by Raja

Govinda Chandra, because he made love with

the widowed queen Mainamati, the Raja’s

mother.” They cach embraced the other for

giving information regarding the whereabouts

of their respective Gurus. Kanupa started for

Meherkula, the kingdom of Govinda Chandra,

and Goraksanath for Kadali Pattan.

Goraksanath ascended the air and came

Gomes to Kadai t@ thee city of Kadali Pattan.

Pattan. HeSaimthe streets all washed

by liquid sandal and ug perfumes. The boys

played with golden ballg.> Sandal perfumes were

so cheap that they) sold) for four cowries a tola.

Each man had a tak Ofthisy own, and gold and

precious stones were in plenty in the city. Hach
man had two or “thrée=wives and the people

drank water from “ald cups. As the sage

looked around and saw the flourishing condition

of the city, he sat for a while under a Bakul

tree, which stood close by a beautiful tank.

Seated there he mused within himself as to how

he could secure information about Minanath,

when, a lovely maiden, who had come to the

tank for water with « golden pitcher, saw him

and was at once enamoured of him.

She approached him and said, “ Ascetic,

why have you come to this city? Don’t

you know that Minanath, the king of this
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country, has passed orders to the effeet that

ascetics as a class should not enter his

city. If they do, they are. to be sentenced

to death. If an old ascetie is found in the

streets of the city, the Police-officers have

been instructed to give suzh severe slaps on his

cheeks that his teeth may break and his face

may become wry. If they come across a youth-

ful ascetic, he is at once carried to the execution-

ground. If the ascetig.is.» mere lad, they put

him under a ering sione-and crush him to

death, You are\Gi young “ABCctic of attractive

looks and hence [} “alee: pity, on you. Tf you
wish to save yourge atom the danger that
is imminent, come; ith rhe, L will cover you
with my sadi ang. tpt de vor, from the notice

ob. the royal officers. While

walking the path, we will

talk freely on sibjetts “most engaging to

young men and women. I will lodge you in

the best of my rooms and there we will

pleasantly spend our time. I know, my dear,

how to weave fine cotton threads. You will

prepare clothes with them and sell them in the

market. By God’s grace, I have considerable

wealth. You will find nothing to annoy or

disturb you. I like you, because you are so

young and handsome.”

Goraksanath cut short her love-speech by

saying that he cared not for the comforts she

A woman in love,
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had described. “But what sort of king,” con-

tinued he, “is this in your country, who delights

in killing the innocent ascetics? I never heard

that a king could be so tyrannical. However,

maiden, can you tell me how I may gain access

to him?” “That too,” replied the maiden,

“can only be possible if L help you. No man

is allowed to enter the palace. The chief queen

receives strangers herself, but she will never

allow an ascetic like you to enter the palace. If

you go alone, you are uye\to be taken to the exe-

cution ground. a s Attia ghou and it is with

my help that you. vai ep et to be led to the
palace.” Goraks saith? suid) ‘I do not require
such help from you) aden! go to your home and
mind your work, LB hob vid's pleasures have
no attraction for me, Stain, maiden, you
allure me with thegpietaxey"! _ Worldly happi-

ness.” But,” saithethe maiden, “be not eruel,

ascetic. ITamawoman. Don’t turn deaf ears

to my prayer. Come and live with me.”

Goraksanath -said, “Pure as ice is my life,

bound for a holy cause. Here take the gold

bracelets and leave me.” Saying so he opened

a bag and gave the ornaments to the maid.

She thankfully accepted the presents, as

they were made by the heavenly artist

Visvakarma himself at the wish of the great

ascetic and surpassed in brilliancy all articles

of human make. She hied her way back,
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but turned her head again and again to

glance at the youthful ascetic. She broke

her golden pitcher and returned to the tank

and wept on its bank, thinking that her con-

dition would rouse the Yogi’s pity and he would

speak to her kindly. The Yogi said, “ Why have

you, maiden, come back ? Your pitcher is broken,

here take one from me.” Saying so he opened

his bag, which by his great occult power, gave

him whatever he wanted. The pitcher was of

dazzling gold. Bulxthe, bid said, “Tf do not

want your orname nideictnke ‘them back. I do
not want the pitcher th

and nothing else.” Onin she: Ay ept as she sat by
his side. Goraksanathy hom no women could

move, rose up and smiling suddenly disappeared

and the woman infisvontt surprise regretted that

she had not pres8edcherewduest by clasping

his feet. a ay

So the ascetic came to the palace and stand-

ing at the gate sounded his horn.! The familiar

sound King Minanath heard and it created a

strange emotion in his mind. For a moment,

Re at aback, I want you

his desires were quelled and he lost all love for

things around him, Its sound reminded him of

a life that he had forceone, a life that stood on

the firm rock of will-contro] and renunciation,

Raw Sifaal corer’ fesrice for aL

bales CRA See Maaicala ete 1
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a life which delighted not in the fleeting

pleasures but in the solid joy of manly sacrifice

and austerity. It was a dream,

non sounes His a joy trom heaven, but withal

a momentary and passing

thought. The next moment he awoke from

his reverie and saw lovely faces near him in-

viting him to the pleasures of an easy life.

He said to his queen Mangala, “ Who is the

ascetic that ventures to sound his horn at my

gate? Is it not_amy)sorder to kill all ascetics

who come to m¥ Gaypibal/? > The queen arose

and coming to lie” hveshoid of the palace,

made enquiries. “In-“the meantime Goraksa-

nath had gone away.) 4

When Gorakgaitath! ‘perceived that his
attempts to get at interview with the king in
his own ascetic’s form=wowld all go in vain, he

changed it by his esotevié“power into that of

the loveliest of women on the face of the earth.

He got from Visvakarma, the heavenly artist,

all kinds of ornaments to decorate his person,

Two attendants of Visvakarma, Nanda and Maha-

nanda, accompanied him in woman’s form.

He told people that dancing was his profession.

On his neck he wore sixteen strings of the finest

pearls, and a_ golden belt

In the disguise ofa adorned with diamonds, he
dancing girl.

were round his waist. Golden

anklets merrily jingled on his feet as he moved
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and danced, and people took him to be a lovely

dancing girl. Mahananda had a tabor to play

upon, and Nanda took a pair of cymbals in his

hands.

The dancing girl came to the palace-gate

and danced and sang. The sound of the tabor

was sweet and distinct. The music spread its

spell over the palace and the king asked his

chief queen, “ Why not order the fair damsel

to appear before me? The music comes

floating from afag and. fiissny mind with a
dreamy joy.” AS ‘the squsen ‘approached, she
was surprised to see the: Aeattiy of the dancing
woman and dared hot ahiine her to the royal
presence, lest the king, should take a fancy for her,
The queen said, <<fbtice youve ward, fair maid,
and leave the palage at once: /T will give you

fine apparel to wear and I our bag with gold,
but no more of your music.” The ascetic in

woman’s garb replied, “ No, adored queen, I will

not accept any money from you as a favour, if you

and the king would not hear our music. I do not

take anything that I do not earn. Besides I have

enough of riches, [ seek glory alone.” The

queen said, “No, you must at once leave the

place,” and while the ascetic

still persiséed, she ordered the

guards to drive her away with her attendants.

So Goraksanath was driven away from the

inner palace, and he stood at the gate of the

Driven away.



100 GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE

outer. He promised a reward to the gateKeeper

if he could lead him with his companions to the

king. The gatekeeper said that he did not want

money and that it was simply beyond his power

to allow a dancing girl to enter the palace when

the chief queen herself was against ber. Mur-

mured the ascetic, “ Never did I hear of a palace

where dancing girls are driven like dogs from

the doors of the king.”

So saying he laid his hand on the mystic tabor,

the sound rose cleafpdidistinct, inspired by his

heavenly touch. “it saldett Afra, O my Guru,
Minanath, from thess Wop of iusion. You have
forgot yourself. Y' “OH Aer Miehty, you are great,

but how little have) youly become, overpowered

by women’s charyiish: “awake, my Guru, O my

adored, look at yotrsalt, you’ to whom material
forces were obedien tewhoseTMo wer of soul reach-
ed its climax mastefing'the* physical world. A

weakling you have grown, yielding to lust and

passion like ordinary people. You have become

a prey to age, to decay. What a pity for

this condition of the soul which is unchange-

able, omniscient and immortal! Know, my

adored Guru, that your life extends to three

days more and if you are not restored to

your great powersg which you acquired by

ages of austerity, by the vision beatific, by

supreme bliss,—after three days Death will

knock at your gate and these mansions with
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their colossal pillars will not be able to resist his

approach. Know that you are Minanath, the

sage, the Guru of many disciples. You are

known as great Matsyendra, and I am your

humble disciple, your child, Gorakh. Call me

Phe juterviow and tO your chamber. By music

the gradual change. and dance | will restore you to

your former, to your truer self. I will save you

from the wretched condition, to which woman’s

charm has reduced you.” ‘The inspired tabor

had clearly and distindilyethis burden for its

music. The whole palace vRAs filled with the
charm of the hea¥enlyaansir, but none could

say what the tabov implied by its irresistably

appealing sound. 19 vas only Minanath who

understood the miisiey though even to him its

import was half-cisclosed andy half-concealed, as

is the sun in a November ficrning through the

thick mist of the Hast. *"The' tabor did not cvase,

the divine musician continuing to inspire, by its

high note, the Guru of Gurus, fallen from his

ercat height, till Minanath asked his queens to

bring the tabor-player to his presence. Its

sound was familiar, yet unfamiliar to him, its

burden was a bright sword, rendered unfit by

rust and misuse. ‘The dancing girl approached

the king with her attendants. She saluted him

recognising him to be her Guru, and then she

laid her hand on the tabor again. At the sound

the whole frame of the king trembled in a fit of
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strange emotion. The music was sweet as rfectar

and the king became overpowered by it. The

whole palace felt the charm and looked like a

painted picture, listening to the music. Nanda

and Mahananda kept time with the music, and

the tabor-player began to dance in sweet accord

and beat the tabor with her left hand. Her

steps were so light that she scarecly seemed to

touch the ground. The jingling sound of the

little gold bells from her belt added new charm

and the waving of -het beautiful hands suggested

strange joys. ‘lhe tabor vats still played upon

and it seemed to SUSsOSTS 20h my adored Guru,

you have ruined ‘ yourself’ dy your weakness.
Listen to me, I boy) ta you as your humble

disciple.” The player. spoke not a word, but

implied the above by the sound\of his instrument.

Then the king ‘saidpetSBishave seen many a

woman, but none soflovely'as you; I have seen

many a dancing girl but none so skilful as you.

Many a sound of tabor have I heard, but none so

fascinatingly sweet with mystic suggestions as

yours. Tell me who you are. The calling you have

adopted to earn your livelihood is not a fit avoca-

tion for you. Ihave two chief queens, Mangala

and Kamala, and you will be the third but first in

rank and favour. Do not waste your lovely youth

in vain, but yield yourself to me and you will

be perfectly happy.” The dancing girl smiled,

and again sounded tue tabor ; which inspired by
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her touch seemed to say, ‘“‘Subdue your body.

It is God’s temple, you have desecrated it. O my

adored Guru, subdue the body and its desires, it

will once more be the holy temple of God, and

the talisman of cternal bliss will be acquired by

you.” As the tabor’s sound rose higher and

higher, the fair dancer’s movement became so

quick that she seemed to whirl in the air and

the spacious hall of the king became resonant

with the musical soundesflhe king was ashamed

and stupefied. Ie sae At saderstand faintly

that the tabor hag ay pmessage for me, though
what it is I cannot \ “uistinetly’ Junderstand. But
it calls me ‘Guru? {bf pitch Tam perfectly

sure. Why should ity additss me as ‘Guru,’ I
have only two disciples, one, is Goraksanath
of unspotted fame and tthe otfer Gavur and a

third I have not. iy hy, Ou dancing girl, do you
call me through your tahbor ‘ Guru’? You want

to befool me by such a form of address, A.

Guru’s person is sacred and so you wish not to

love me and be loved by me. But [T am not

what [ seem to be. Don’t take me for an old

man unworthy of you. Though I look old, in

hody and mind I have the vigour of youth.

Come fair damsel, to my embrace. Be happy

and make me happy.”

At this the fair damsel opened her mouth

and said, “Iam the wife of Goraksanath, he

left me immediately after marriage. You are
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the Guru of my husband, how dare you accost

me in such an ignominious manner ? ” Minanath

was ashamed and hung down his head in dis-

appointment. He said, “ Well, if you are Gorak-

sa’s wife, tell me where he is now. <A disciple

is dearer than a son. I long to see him.” The

dancing girl, no other than Goraksa himself, said,

“If you. want him, he will be here in a moment.”

Then she played on the tabor again. The tone

this time was one expressive of deep regret.

The sound said, “ Yote¢atnot recognise me, my

Guru, what a pity Eby Kas. from you that [

acquired my esotérie? Miowiedge, and what a
pity that falling ‘im 0 the® snares of women, you

have so far lost youself that you cannot recog-
nise me, your diseiple,y your son. Be your old
self again and onge\ more show yourslf in all

your power to obi xi ofthe entangling net

which the fair cneaturespyhave laid for you.

Once more know your strength and choose

between the trivial and the everlasting.” ‘Then

Minanath thought that this was no woman but

Goraksanath himself. He could not however

yet come to a certain conclusion and when the

sound of the tabor distinctly addressed him and

said, “ Know, dear Guru, that Iam your disciple.

Tam Goraksanath,” Minanath seemed to have

caught fully the sense of the music. He said,

“Tf you are actually my own Gorakh, shew your

power,—first that by which a man can rise up



GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE 105

in the air as a bird and dance on the sir,” and

the false dancing girl did as hidden. Minanath

again said, “ Dance on the water as lightly asa

fish sports on its surface. This power belongs to

the great Yogi—my own Gorakshanath.” The

dancing girl did as bidden this time also. The

king was now convinced. He said, “I have

known thee. ‘hou art no other than he, such

power belongs to no mortal, save my Gorakh.

Tell me, my son, the way to save me. T have

fallen into women’s snares. Their words, their

love have completélyoverpowered me like wine.

But listen to me, déamebtidy Perhaps it will be a

vain attempt, IT am passedred¢mption. You need

not care for my soul.) \Go back to your place.

These women are g@allsta.nte and I am happy

with them. T do not erave fon any higher joy.

In some future birthefeshalearn how to control

the desires of the fleshi”

Then Gorakshanath sat near the king and

in a sad appealing tone said, “ Your span of life

is short, it is only three days, but should you

awake to your right sense, you may still be

saved. What a pity that one over whose head

the royal umbrella was unfurled is now a beggar.

Such has been your condition, my adored Guru.”

Then said Minanath in reply, “ Just see, I

am the lord of an Empire. 1,600 women love

me. What greater happiness does a mortal

covet? My own Guru, Siva, has two wives,

14
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Ganga and Gouri. He is happy with them. Le

has not renounced the world and its pleasures.

Why should Ido so?” Gorakshanath replied,

“Siva is no mortal, nor is he bound by any

law of nature. How do you compare yourself

with the God of gods? He is with his

consorts, true, vet he is not with them, for his

soul is absorbed in mystic bliss, as the tall pine

entwined with creepers raises its head up in the

high heaven, unmindful of and indifferent to

the creepers’ embrace: Dost not thou, O Guru,

see Him everywhereping atl mon and in every

phenomenon of Nature? we He has no separate

existence, he is no partioular individual, but
all, not subject to ondinary! laws of Nature.”

Minanath complainédjofshis weakness; he

had grown infirna) by) age and for a long time

had been accustomedetosaesife of ease. How

could he beg from @6drt'td door and lead the

austere ascetic’s life? “ How can I now carry

a beggar’s bowl, wear rags and take in my hands

the ascetic’s staff P”’

Gorakshanath said, “ No more, 1,600 women

surround you. Behold they are like vultures

feeding on a corpse. You have placed your

wealth in the care of thieves, you have employed

cats to guard your sugar-balls,—you have, as it

were, commended the tree to the care of an axe.”

“In the place of a broken staff in your hand

I find the royal staff, in the place of rags, fine
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apparel, for a beggar’s howl—vich gold plates,

and these, my lord, may attract ordinary men,

but not the conqueror of Death, the great

ascetic, who possesses the knowledge of life and

death.”

* J am your child. your disciple; if you die in

three days, woe will be unto me. I cannot leave

you and will not leave you.” So saying he began

to talk on the mysteries of life and death, how

the spirit enters the body and the law by which

it moves, what ii in eby— which life joins

the body and departs from St) who it is that

awakes to conscidusnesS after sleep. What

is the link betweeit sleep anil awakening, be-
tween life and death?) Where does the soul

go when one is in deep sliwinber ? How one be-

comes manifest in vnany 7 “tow sound rises

and where it is etermalkyepresérved 2? Who is it

that sleeps and whotisatatiitqawakes 2? What is

the law of heredity and what is the true relation

ieoomvses on the between father and son, between

problems of life aut the thirsty and the drink, the

“fe hungry and the food, between
the flower and its fragrance ? Whois it that cries

for food and who that gives it ? The disciple then

discoursed on the theory of creation—slowly but

unfailingly leading his Guru once more through

those higher paths which Minanath had once

traversed, and the memory of which still dimly

lingered in his mind, though too much addiction
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‘to worldly pleasures had obscured his tision.

When once more the forgotten lessons gradually

restored him to his lost power—just as the

lion, when he breaks his iron chain, feels the

reacquisition of his strength and no more yields

to the control of others, so did Minanath slowly

but surely regain what he had lost, J ust as a

man rises from his sleep or the sun breaks into

light when the clouds disappear, so did Minanath

acquire the power which he had once possessed

of using the forces of the’ material world as a

vehicle of his wilk He saw that self had blind-

ed him, clay now in the shape of flesh and now
in the shape of golt& had sednced him from the
perfect bliss whicli belongs to the unattached
soul. As a giant siddenby. rises breaking his

fetters and shackles, so did’ Minanath feel his

old strength. Women’scharms and entreaties

he now counted siéndér aSimere cobwebs and

wondered how they could have bound him to

earthly pleasures so long. As he was about to

leave the palace, the words of the queens fell

feebly on his ears, having no longer any power

to overpower his reason. They said, “ We shall

die by the grief of parting. You are a monarch

over millions of people, they all admire you.

Thousands of men earn their livelihood by serv-

ing you. How can you bear the thought that you

will live upon others’ charity as ascetics do. If

they do not give you alms, fasting will be your



GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE 109

lot. You feel hungry in the morning, when

dainties are served in gold plates every day,.

what will you get as your breakfast in the

forest? By begging you will get coarse rice

and wretched vegetables. How can you live

upon them? Behold your palace shines with

its gold pillars. There in a milk-white bed you

are accustomed to sleep and we your queens are

always ready to serve your least wish. A bed

of leaves you will get instead. Your guards

here with steel armour on) anc unsheathed bright

swords watch the¢ palzus/ jright and day, but if
you turn an asceti¢ juckals wi l be your guards.
Accustomed to rich @ppareisy how can you wear

rags? Worms and reptiles will be your com-

panions and they wal, not) be slow in stinging

you” A plaintive Inusie, the burden of which
were Inmentations TieesHiaeailh) se on all sides, but
Minanath had left the’ palice; heedless of them,

bent on that life which dies nob, nor decays. He

took with him his sou Vindunath, initiating him

into the mystic ways of Yoga. The queens did not

stop, but followed him and encircling their lord

offered him resistance at every step. They abused

Gorakshanath and would not allow him to keep

company with theirsovereigu. But he told them,

* You know his life will extend for three days

more, if he does not leave the palace and ynow-

ing this still do you pursue him like enemies;

this certainly is not love which you profess for
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him. You obstruct him in his pursuit of Higher

life and of immortality by your enticements. You

‘The Guru restored LeServe punishment. I curse

to his former self. you, leave your human forms

and turn bats. You are enemies of the light,

live in the twilight of ignorance for ever.”

So they turned into bats and Minanath with

Gorakshanath and Vindunath left the palace.

He saw that the doom of death, awaiting him,

was withdrawn by the power of Gorokh. Thus

was the teacher tauglif and redeemed by his

disciple. coy

This is the story whieh is telated in detail in

avwonealed the Mina Chetan,

katte of Gora buf the: true name of the book

appéags, to. be Goraksha-vijay.

The date of copy ig 25th Chaitka, 1224 B.S. We

tind the name of th@@uthoriin’ two places in the

colophon. He is Shyamdas-Sen. But Iam in-

clined to believe that this Shyamdas Sen never

wrote the book ; he deliberately suppressed the

name of the author and inserted his own name in

the place. We have got an older manuscript of

this book, ft is dated 1185 Maghi. Between the

readings of these two MSS., there is not much

difference, no more than we ordinarily find in

two MSS. of the same work in old Bengali litera-

ture. The older MS. belongs to the Caleutta

University and was secured from Chittagong.

It seems to be the better of the two copies.
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We have got the MS. complete, though the

first page has been blurred by rough bandling,

but I believe the full text may be recovered

with the help of a good magnifying glass.

This manuscript gives the name of Sheikh

Fatezullah as the author of the book. He is,

I believe, the true author, and Shyamdas Sen

in a later period tampered with the text in

the colophon and put his own name, proclaim-

ing himself to be the author of the work.

These songs of SGdvakshia, and Mainamati

were often sung by the Muhisothadans of Bengal
villages. The soag/of< Meapamati, published

by the Dacea Sahitya oParishat, was collected

from two old manuseripts, both copied by
Muhammadans, They cwete discovered in

the houses of tio. illiterayey Muhammadan

villagers. One vefSion of Mainamati songs

was composed by “Sukur Muhammad.’ This

manuscript is now in the possession of Babu

Nalinikanta Bhattashali, the editor of the song

of Mainamati, published by the Dacca Sahitya

Parishat. He writes, “One striking feature

of this class of songs is that they are equally

popular among Hindus and Muhammadans.”

Now comes the question of Fatezullah’s share

in the composition of the book. Just as. the

1 Since this was writien, Snknr Muhammad's version has been

published by the Calcutta University.
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Muhammadans have often puta cup-shaped cupola

or a minaret over a Hindu temple and converted

it into a Musjid, so leave Hindu authors, by intro-

ducing their own names in the colophon, estab-

lished their claims on the authorship of books

originally written by Muhammadans. There are

several reasons for such forgeries being allowed

to pass unnoticed and unresented by Muham-

madans. The teachings of the Mollas gradually

led them to give up their traditional amuse-

ments and hereditary “eallings. So Manasar

Bhasan, Mainamatis- sungssand works like

Goraksha-vijay, which idk only gave them
amusements but forméd° iy many cases the
avocation of their | livés, lost favour with them,

as the subjects of these podias breathing Hindu

and Buddhistic idcas, wets’ ¢ondemned by the

Mollas. The Hintdip populaifon grailually took
greater interest innthese subjects than did their

Muhammadin brethren, though in olden times

it was quite the contrary case. Thus did a

Hindu put his own name in the place of that of

the Muhammadan writer, posing as the author

of the song of Gorokh. ‘this was not only an

attempt at wicked self-glorification, but also an

endeavour to obliterate all Muhammadan ele-

ments from a book in which the glories of their

own Siddhas and gods were sung.

Next we take the liberty to diseuss the

question why the Muhammadans took an
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interest in the songs im olden times, even in a

far greater devree than the Hindus. ‘The solu-

tion is a very simple one. The Muhammadan

converts during the early period of the Muha-

mmadan invasion, were chiefly recruited from

the Buddhists of the lowest classes, proclaimed

outcasts by Hindu society after the decadence of

Buddhist ascendency and the revival of Hindu-

ism. Though these Buddhists had given up

their religion and now followed the flag of Islam

bearing the insignia-ofthe Crescent Moon, they

could not forego-thoseamussinents, which had

from an early age given-them inspiration and

in many cases provided means for their liveli-

hood, In Java the) native Muhammadans still

-vorship the agricultwrah deity, Laksmi and in

Bengal a class of Muhammadans still earn their

living by singing soOngssonathat goddess. It is

certain that this hadyabedn their hereditary

calling hefore they became Islamite converts,

a calling which they could not abandon even

when the Mollas insisted on a purely mono-

theistic belief.

Now we come to a further discussion on the

sidelight the story of Gorakshanath throws on

contemporary history.

1 believe the two songs, one on Mainamati

and the other on Minanath, were originally

composed for the followers of Kalipa and

Gorakshanath respectively, Whatever infamy

15
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might be attributed to queen Mainamati by

spite or even popular opinion, her character and

her great occult power elicited the highest

encomiums from those wiio composed these songs,

chiefly because she was a great friend of the

Siddha. In the eyes of the followers of the

Hari, nothing could stain the fair name of one

who was a steadfast friend and admirer of the

Siddha,—one who made even her royal son bend

his head low and accept the former as_ his

spiritual guide. /Phes religious leader Hari-

siddha is extolled aby his followers throughout

the song of Mainamati His» powers formed the

constant theme of exalted pie ise of the writer
of the song. Mainamatijsays that the Siddha’s

power was so great*/thatthe son of the god

Indra himsclf held the royal umbrella over his

head, that he rode*the=@reatTM tortoise and made

his hearth on the cdiSkrof{ thetmoon.

The followers of Gorakshanath in like

manner composed this gospel about Minanath

to extol their Guru. Haripa and Goraksha-

nath were no doubt very popular religious

leaders. Otherwise why should these songs be

sung and admired hy thousands of men in the

lower Gangetic valley ? We have not yet read

any poem on Gabur Siddha and Kalipa, the

disciples of Gorakshanath and Haripa respec-

tively, but we have many references to their

great powers in the legends of Minanath and
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also in the Manasar Bhasan written by a poet

named Jivan Mitra in the seventeenth century.

We are thus led to surmise that there were

probably poems written to eulogise these two

leaders also. Future research in this field, will,

we trust, bring this forgotten lore to light.

Gorakshanath was probably born in the

Punjab. For we find him often called ‘Jalan-

dhari’ in the songs. Jalandhar is a noted place

in the Punjab. Wherever he might have been

born, there is no dou}jtsthat-he lived the greater

part of his life int Bengaty He was, as described

in the song of Minamath ny disciple of the latter.

There is certainly $his/ small element of truth
in the songs, that) he redeemed the soul of his

Guru from the pexditiow Yok lust and passion

to which it hadsfallen a prey, by his earnest

appeal and persuasiveeloquente. This tradition

forms the very ba¢kboneyef the songs, and

seems to have been founded on fact, Goraksha-

nath sojourned for a time in Western Bengal

or the Rada Desa. If he did not actually

establish the image of Kali in Kalighat, he was

certainly associated with the image in some way

or other, if we are to believe in the tradition

recorded in the work of Goraksha-vijay or

Mina Chetan. This is a very important point

to which the Bengali songs give us a clue and

may be investigated from other sources.

Gorakshanath latterly found that a aman was



116 GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE

daily sacrificed at the altar of this Kali by

the people around. It appears that he put a

stop to human sacrifices. The other two dis-

ciples of Gorakshanath were Haripa and the

queen Mainamati herself. Mainamati’s son

Raja Govinda Chandra fought with Rajendra

Chola of the Tirumalay rock inscriptions in

the year 1024 A. D. Goraksbanath was cer-

tainly an old man when he admitted the

child Mainamati as his disciple. So Goraksha-

nath lived nearlyafcentury before that date.

We thus come t6-ithe~con¢lugion that Gorak-

shanath lived in thevatter part of the 10th

century.' If the imageof Kali was established
by Gorakshanath, jt) is, also to he attributed

to that period. Govakshenath was a Tantrik

Buddhist and oné \of the-ilustrious leaders of

the Nath religion, Which seenis to be an offshoot
of Mahayana Buddhismayif our theory that

Gorakshanath was a native of the Punjab be true,

then we can easily account as to why the image

of Kali at Kalighat counts so many worship-

pers amongst the upcountry people. In fact the

name Calcutta has sprung from the distorted

pronunciation of the word ‘ Kalighat’” by North-

western men. It used to be called ‘ Kalghatta’

by these people and Calcutta is only a softened

‘Tho date of Gorakshanath is a disputed point and thero are wild

legends that have gathered round him some of which carry him to the

tith coutury and uthers to various dates rauging betweon the 9th aud

the 14th.
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form sof this word. On the last page of a work

called ‘Padmavat’ by Alowal, copied more

than a hundred years ago by a Muhammadan

of Chittagong, we find the name of Calcutta

written as Calghatta. This manuscript is to be

found in the library of the Calcutta University.

We find in the song of Mainamati, published

by the Dacca Sahitya Parishat, that Goraksha-

path stayed in Bengal and the neighbouring

provinces for a period of twelve years and

during his trip from Bast‘to West, halted for a

time in TipperaS there héstyas struck by the

beauty and devotion/ofthe, princess Mainamati,

then only a girl. QEthsealso’ stated in the songs

that in order to ibitidte| her into his mystic

religion, he took hex to, Vikxampur. There he

founded the Yovir Ghat.“ TNs gat is no longer

in existence, having sbeensSwallowed by the

Dhaleswari. It ongeystoecdyat the confluence of

the two rivers Brahmaputra and the Ichchamati

to the north of Munsigunj.

We do not mean to say that all these are

genuine and unassailable historical facts. From

extravagant and legendary tales, we have obtain-

ed these materials, which should be tested by

historical lights thrown by more definite and

reliable sources. When we have some substan-

tiation of these accounts from more authentic

sources then only shall we be in a position to

acuvpt them as historical evidence. So long
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we do not get such confirmation, all judgment

should be suspended and we should be contented

by merely recording the traditions of the people,

which though often extravagant sometimes rest,

more or less, on historical foundations.'

On CHANDIDAS.

New facts have recently come to light

regarding Chandidas, the famous poet of Bengal.

The mound whichvis;beli¢yedto have once been

his homestead, iSfa stilpendous heap of old bricks

and debris, shewing that there was once a large

building on the site’ “Going have heen recovered

from the mound, Whightare traced so far back

as the Gupta tithes Tis evident that the
building of which.themotyd contains relies,

was the temple ofVasdlDevi: Chandidas, as

befitting the positiow ofa Brahmin scholar,

might have had a cottage near the temple and

within its compound and the

whole site is now associated

with his name, because of the celebrity he

The site at Nanuur.

> That Gorakshanath was once a very popular saint in Bengal is

illustrated by the fact that in the 16th century, our celebrated poet

Govinda Das mude his hero Krishna appear before Radha in the attire

of a Yogi who sounded his born in the name of Gorakshanath. This

shews that evon in the msteonth century an ordinary ascetic when

begging alms revited the name of Goraksha as in our own times the

Vaisnava mendivaute recite the name of Chaitanya ur Krishna while

begging alms.
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latterly achieved as a poet, devotee and scholar.

[ recently contributed an article to the Bengali

journal, ‘ Bharatvarsa,’ the purport of which

was noted down by our poct, Mr. Akshoy

Chandra Baral for use in his drama on Chandi-

das and also by Babu Basanta Ranjan Loy,

editor of the Krisna Kirtan, for incorporation in

his introduction to that book. In that article,

T have briefly stated the results of the research

made at Nannur by the Rada Research Society.

One of the scholars/@n@aged in research into

the vexed question of @hi@uilidas’s birthplace

and other importante pointy) hearing on his life
has mentioned toy me thé? following tradition

about him collected iran the village Nannur

itself. ;

Chandidas nof ‘only conrposed songs but sang

them with a devotional=fevwour which made a

great impression. {Tél tirganised a party of

singers and wherever he went, drew a large

number of admirers, who were almost maddened

by the charm of his music and songs. It so

happened that he was once invited to the palace

of the Nawab of the locality and there sang

some of his exquisite songs. All present there,

turned admirers of his songs, but none appre-

ciated them so greatly as the Begum Sahiba

herself. From that day forward wherever

Chandidas’s party sang songs on Radha- Krishna

love, the Nawah’s Begum went incognito in
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order to listen to the musie of the party, and

above all, to hear Chandidas’s divine songs from

his own lips. This could not be checked though

the Nawab used all gentle persuasion to bring

his Begum under his control.

One evening Chandidas was singing his

songs aided by the chorus in

the compound of the Vasuli

Temple at Nannur. The audience sat like

painted pictures, all attention to the gifted

singer. He was singif@-dne of those songs, in

which Krishna’sveturn-to%, Vrindavan was

presaged. ‘ Radhaknew that he was coming,

nobody told her of if-¢Her/good luck whispered

the glad tidings inte, her ears. The day had

dawned favourably.) dt: jwas not like other

days. The morning “air’was sweet, and the

sun’s rays were pléasant-and® warm. She _per-

ceived the approachpofatheydivine flute-player

in the waving of her own hair,—perchance

inspired by the motion of his approaching

steps ; she perceived his approach in the gentle

swinging of the necklace on her breast, the

heart had perchance known of the approach of

her lover, and the necklace moved because the

heart throbbed. The hem of her garments flew

wildly in a particular direction, perhaps to

embrace the air touched by his person. The

left eye, the left limbs throbbed—decided signs,

according to Hindu astrology, of the acquisition

The last song.
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of a fortune. On other days like a mad woman,

she would enquire about her lover of the

crows flying past her house. The crows,

surprised at her foolish importunities, would

fly away. But to-day as she made her enquiries

as usual they all sat near her and looked at

her quietly.’ She knew that this was alsoa

good sign. As on otherdays to-day too, she

went with her offerings to the temple. As she

saw the image of the god there, a flower drop-

ped from his head@nd4felhon her hands, his

shewed that the diety\was ipirased and the flower

was his blessing.” (9) <

According to a Pane that I heard else-
where, this was the last song of Chandidas,

The audience ¢ felt with, the singer that

some One was Apptoachin’sy dearer to them

than every thing of this world. They were

absorbed in the devotional fervour breathed

in the song. Neither the singer nor those who

heard him, were conscious of the world

outside the temple. When, lo, cannons roared

' wife gira afer coa 1

atet aPHta Biss Bfacws Fria Seal cote

fora fry, wa aire, yas ct a?-s19 |
ata oar Sife aaa atfore, Tface feata eta)

ACS AA Bts-cslatala, Gilet AP ata

fiat wifiata aa VHlRce Shoal <iqa Stay

aeaa Sry afral afeee, cacaa alata ya |

palnty Oz, aq gered fale cea BEET)

lt
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and fiery balls struck the walls and m a

moment the temple crumbled

to dust crushing the singer

with his party and their listeners to death. The

Begum lay confined by the Nawah’s orders

in the prison of the palace, and he, for whom

she had felt a holy passion, was silenced for

ever in his strange burial,—under the broken

walls of the temple.

This is the tradition current in the locality in

which the poet lived “Sikdletons of menare now
and then found When poitionnet the mound are
dug, shewing that ‘the tiadition rests on some

fact of the nature deseribevAbove,

Hitherto all writets)haye described the death

of Chandidas as oggunnank ot at Nannur where

the poet earned his livelihood
wagons OF Nita aswepresher the Vasuli Temple,

bot at Kirnahar, a village close

to Nannur. ‘The tradition of Kirnahar is that

Chandidas was singing his songs in the mansion

of a rich man of that place when the whole buil-

ding collapsed through an earthquake or some

other cause and Chandidas was buried alive.

The people of Kirnahar point out the relics of

the building in a particular spot and consider it

sacred owing to the-tragic end of the great poet.

The people of Nannur up to now have taken

little or no interest in Chandidas. They were

perhaps too confident of their village being the

‘The cannonade.
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chief seat of Chandidas’s activities, to believe

seriously that other villages would come forward

to lay any claim on Chandidas. But the advance-

ment of such claims is no new feature in the

history of great men since “Seven wealthy cities

claim for Homer dead, through which the living

Homer begged his bread.”

Late Samindra Nath Tagore, son of Dr.

Ravindra Nath Tagore, a young lad, who gave

promises of a great career but died prema-

turely, travelled fox/m@ayhile in the Bankara

district and gathered Some» traditions about

Chandidas, He wrote te say, that it was believed

by the people of ‘we ortain locality of that
district that Chandidas ywas' born at the village

of Chattna within gaits juaisdic tion and that he

subsequently settled at Nannut as a priest of the

Vasuli temple. ‘'hevedsatemiple of Vasuli also at

Chattna, though the'deéitythere is not as famous

as that of Nannur. But Babu Nilratan Mukherji,

compiler of the edition of Chandidas published

by the Sahitya Parishat of Calcutta, writes in his

preface that he is not willing to credit this infor-

mation. But all the same I feel it my duty to

record all the traditions that have come to my

knowledge regarding Chandidas, in order to make

my article on the poet up-to-date and complete.

Babu Basanta Ranjan Roy, edi-

tor of the Krisna Kirtan, belongs

to a village close to Chattna. He tells me that

Chattna,
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the tradition of the place is that Chandidas was

born in his maternal uncle’s home at Chattna. A

site is pointed out there, which is said to mark the

home of the poet’s childhood. One may suppose

that because there is a temple of Vasuli there, the

people associated the goddess with Chandidas

and invented a story, for Chandidas pays his

regards to that goddess in the colophons of many

of his songs. But Vasuliin the good old days

was a very popular deity and there was hardly

any village of importaneé iuthose days that had

not a temple dediéatedso Vasali, or its Vasuli-

tala where people worshippedjher. Owing to the

present flourishing condition of the village Kirna-

har, where there are manyirich and enlightened

mon, the traditions @dvventimbhat place have been

made much of by some of the modern writers, and

Babu Nilratan Mulherjfwho lived for a long

time in that villagein totich'with its influential

people, was naturally prejudiced in favour of the

local traditions. Still he could not help record-

ing that in Nannur itself there was a tradition that

Chandidas was crushed to death in that village in

the Vasuli Temple as it gave way all on a sudden.

Now let me make a summary of the tradi-

tions current at various places in the Birbhum

and Bankura districts on this point, and arrive

at my own conclusions from them.

The people of Nannur say that Chandidas

died accidentally not at Kirnahar, but al Nannur
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itself. They say that the tradition of Kirnahar

is of a quite recent growth and was created by

some people there to glorify their own village.

Similarly the tradition of his death at Matipur,

a village near Nannur, also seems hardly worthy

of credence. All traditions, however, agrec in

stating that Chandidas met with his death ina

tragic manner.

The tradition of Nannur seems to be more

reliable, as the broken temple is now indicated

by the mound knowaas-Chandidas’s bhita, About

five hundred years\ago; Chandidas died, and

according to the tradition theimage of the god-

dess Vasuli along awith #he poet, his party and

the audience lay buried\under the temple. This

is partially proved by/thotfact that Vasuli Devi

was recovered from, the debris and old bricks of

the mound about P0-yearsiago by a man of the

Teli caste. His descé1idan ts'still have the right of

offering the first goat as sacrifice to the goddess

on the Navami Puja day. This privilege they

have enjoyed ever since the recovery of the image

by their ancestor. As mentioned above, human

skeletons are found underneath the mound when

itis dug. All these indicate that the Nannur

tradition has some foundation in fact.

We simply record the tradition of Chandidas’s

birth at Chattna without any comment. In

like manner we feel it our duty to mention that

there is also another curious tradition current in
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a quite different locality referred to in an article

published in the Bengali magazine, ‘ Birbhum’

in its issue of Sravan, 1809 B.S. It says that

Chandidas was born at the village Uchhait in

the Mazzaferpur district. A gentleman wrote in

the Someprakash, 10th Poush, 1280 B. 8. that

Chandidas’s father was one Durgadas Bagchi,

a Varendra Brahmin, and that he was born in

1809 Saka and died in 1399 Saka; another

writer states that he found in an old manuscript

dated 1373 Baka, apassage in which it is written

that Chandidas’s futher’ wats? Bhavani Charan

and her mother’s’ diame was Bhairavi Sundari.

Babu Shivaratan Mitra évidently follows this

statement in his Sahitya Sevaka. All such
informations, we must, yay,care not worthy of

credence, so long a definite proofs are not forth-

coming to substantiabesthemy” ‘here is a refer-

ence in one of thempoemspascribed to Chandidas

that he got his poctical inspiration from the god-

dess Vasuli in a village called Shaltora in the

district of Bankura. Among all these traditions

and fables bearing upon the life of our poet, we

may take the following points as established facts,

He lived for a long time in the village of

Nanuur and was associated with the goddess

Vasuli in many ways. This we find mentioned

in most of his own poems. He loved a

washer-woman and suffered social ostracism

for a while on that account. To these sure
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facts, may be added the quite reliable tradition

that his musical party met death by the fall of

Vasuli temple, cannonaded hy the infuriated

Nawab of the locality. ILe had a brother or cousin

named Nakul. In the juvenile poems of Chandi-

das, such as the Krishna Kirtan, we find that

Chandidas had another name,—-it is Ananta.

Next we should refer to the story relating

uterview between *° the interview between

Vidyapati and Chandi- Chandidas and Vidyapati.

Theregecaves so many songs

prevalent in thegeountiy, “ome of which are

embodied in the ‘Pats Ralpataru, dealing with
this interview, thafwWediave?io doubt that the

tradition is founded jon fact.) ‘The songs say that

Chandidas heard ofthé fami of Vidyapati and

the latter also head ofthe repntation enjoyed by
his great contemporary= Milly apati came down
from Mithila probably'in the company of Raja

Siva Simha, called in the songs ‘ Rupanarayan ’

and met Chandidas on the banks of the Ganges.

This may suggest that the latter poet was

the older of the two. Their conversation was

chiefly on the tender emotions of the Inman

heart. Chandidas asked Vidyapati, “ Love in

some cases is induced by the passions of the flesh

and in others induces passions. Whicn of the

two is the nobler and why +”! It is certain that

» “ate tere carr, cay tare afe, fern are ahaa fea 7”
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Vidyapati survived Chandidas by many years.

There is no doubt that Vidyapati was blessed

with a long life extending over a century.

We find it mentioned in the work Advaita

Prakash by Ishan Nagar that Advaitacharya

in his youth went to Mithila and paid a visit

to Vidyapati about the year 1460 A.D. Chandi-

das was a Bengali poet and a Vaisnava; had he

been living at the time, Advaita must have

interviewed him. But nowhere in the exhaustive

biographies of Advaitaéhiaya and of his contem-

porary apostles of \Vaisnavisnt, do we find any

mention of any of fhesecaposties coming in a
personal contact with the gifted poet of Nannur.

Chaitanya himself \san® thé songs of Chandidas

enthusiastically aided« byj.a chorus in which

Svarup and Ramananda Roy\also played their

part. If the doultfih meanin’ of the enigmatic

lines—“ fags fad Cmorin eat | AS Ate aH Be

afaata which suggest that in the year 1403 A.D.

Chandidas had composed about 996 songs, be

discredited, we have certainly a surer proof of

the time in which he livedin the fact that he

was a contemporary of Vidyapaty, the Court-

poet of Raja Shiva Simha, who ascended the

throne of Mithila in 1400 A.D. It is also an

established fact that. he had died before Advaita

and other apostles of the Chaitanya-cult, such

as Narahari Sarkar. (Advaita was born in the

year 1433 and Narahari Sarkar was his friend
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and contemporary.) We may thus take it for

granted that Chandidas was

born towards the middle of

the 14th century and died at the beginning of

the next.

It is proved from his poems that he was a

Sakta, for, being a worshipper of Vasuli, he could

not be anything elsc. Frorn Saktaism he became

a preacher of the Sahajiya cult and a poet of

Radha-Krishna songs. The Krishna-cult in the

Sahajiya form was,associated with 'antric rites

and it is not perhaps vorrectto. suppose that he
was an out-an-ouf;Vaisnaya, for no Vaisnava

would subscribe ‘himself’ es a worshipper of
Vasuli in the colophon of lis poems as he did.

His Radha-Krishna-songs;\he says, were inspired

by the Mother asfwas his, loge for Rami, the

washer-woman. Pigdhesavdsr". Vaisnava, it was

a very peculiar formyepffyVaisnavism that he

preached, as we find it described in his Sahajiya

songs.

We read in several poems that his love for

Rami, a low-caste woman, caused his excom-

munication from the Brahmin society. He was

declared to be fallen and an outcast, and this was

proclaimed to the neighbouring villages by the

beat of drum.' We alse find that many of his

friends who loved him and admired his scholarship

Other legends.

1 “DRL RICE WAG AA ATA Cae CB

coiced ay cafes fRe! Sore ABIA oR”

i7
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attempted to dissuade him from his ill-fated

love—especially Nakul, who was probably his

brother or cousin and a very influential man.

Chandidas was asked to cut off all connection

with the low-caste woman, and at the inter-

cession of Nakul, the Brahmin

community agreed to re-admit

him into society. A feast was

arranged and they all agreed to dine with

Chandidas, on his giving them a promise not to

have anything to do/ with the washer-maid in

future. The dinhev, we-find’ in the poems, was

an exceedingly richy, sone, the names of very

strange sweetmeat§ sugho as” sitamisra,’ ‘alfa’

etc., are mentioned) ib\| the list. The Brahmins

assembled at the house ofChandidas in due

time, and Nakulfwas: busy, in receiving them.

Meantime Rami “heard=othat Chandidas was

going to be take{iel{'td his caste on the

promise of forsaking her for ever. She wept

for a long time and being unable to support her

grief, came near the Bakul groves adjacent to

Rami—the washer-

woman,

Chandidas’s home. As she saw the Brahmins

with Chandidas about to sit for dinner, she came

forward and without paying any attention to the

scholarly assemblage, fell at the feet of Chandi-

das, saying, “Is it trae that you will leave me

for the sake of caste ?”’ Chandidas whose wits

turned at the sudden appearance of his lady-love,

replied with tears that he never dreamt of doing
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so and smbraced her in deep love. But as the

Brahmins in deep rage approached Chandidas to

reprimand and denounce him, a strange sight

met their eyes. With two arms Rami embraced

Chandidas, but they beheld two arms more, the

hands forbidding them to take any violent action

against her lover. This sacred and mystic signal

convinced the awe-struck assemblage that Rami,

the washer-woman, had a spark of the power of

the divine Mother and they bowed down to her.

Whatever this éradition\embodied in: the old

songs may signify) it is.clear that the faults of a

great genius, his eqgentricities and excesses are
all excused in the eves of people, if not during
his life, at least innibedigtely after he passes
away from the wordy ive. gountry like India,

where spiritual adhd veligions Jdeas permeate all
human action, traditions=tiké the above are a

quite natural growth" In the eyes of the

Vaisnavas the divine songs of Chandidas became

an inspiring source of devotion and when

Chaitanya himself sang them, day and night,

the poet was glorified in their eyes, and it was

but natural for them to attempt to remove the

scandal about his private life by elevating Rami

to the rank of a goddess.

We have stated many facis and traditions

about Chandidas. There are

one or two more, which I

find it necessary to record here, in order to

Stories.
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render my account complete. It is stated that

Chandidas ‘as a Sakta collected some flowers

from the river that flowed past the Vasuli temple

and made an offering of them to the feet of

Vasuli. That night Vasuli appeared to him in a

dream and said, “ Chandidas, you have not acted

rightly by offering these flowers to my feet. Visnu

was worshipped with them. They should have

been placed on my head.” Chandidas knew from

this that Visnu was a superior deity and hence

renounced the worshipoof-—Vasuli and turned

a Vaisnava. ‘Daislegéndiseéms to be quite

unreliable as Chaudidasinever gave up the

worship of Vasuli, Whigh is” proved by the fact
that he never omittedjto\pay his respects to that

goddesseveninhis RadliasKaishnasongs, Another

tradition says thaf\before-he fell in love with

Rami, he happenédeto=goeone day to market

to buy fish. The fislié?wiman gave a greater

quantity of fish for the same price to another

man and Chandidas having asked the reason of

this, the woman said, “ His case is quite differ-

ent. We love each other.” Chandidas stood

for sometime absorbed in thought and then

murmured, ‘“ Since love is so sweet, I must love

a woman.” This is said to have happened a

short time before he fell in love with Rami.

These are some of the facts and traditions about

Chandidas’s life that have already appeared in

print or what I could gather from local sources.
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Some of these will be found in my ‘ History of

Bengali Language and Literature’ and in works

by other writers. But T have incorporated all

new and old materials in one place in this paper

since, as I have already stated, I want to give

completeness to this article on Chandidas.

The best exponent of the later form of the

Sahajiya cult was Chandidas.

What the ‘Sahaja Yana,’ at

least the form it latterly took in Bengal, was, no

body has yet been ableto eloayly define. It was

originally one of thie: eult$of the Mahayana

Buddhism. In thet Asvitings of the earlier

Sahajiyas, the theory for Void is sometimes met

with. Kanu Pad, Lai, Shanti Deva and other

writers of the culs@ayBobfiourished in the 9th

century of the Christian aia, seemed to imply

a form of non-duthistiesthetiy to be the first

principle of the Sahajiya ¢ult. The worship of

woman, which latterly occupied such a promi-

nent place in the theology of the Sahajiyas, is

not very clearly traced in the writings of this

school of the 9th century.

It is stated in the Jnanadi Sadhan Tantra

that a woman of the Chandal caste, along with

those of other nine different castes, is a fit object

of worship. If woman-worship was an essential

doctrine of the cult at the time of Bhusuka, as

it was in later times, he was right in adopting

a woman of the Chandal caste for that purpose,

“The Sahaya Yana.”
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An annotator calls all the Sahajiya writers, whose

poems have been collected from Nepal, Bengalees.

In one or two cases he may be right, but in

many cases his position is untenable. In the

line quoted above Bhusuka clearly says that he

became a Bengalee by adopting a woman of the

Chandal caste for his mistress. This shews

that he himself was not a Bengalee, but the

Chandal woman being so, he became a Bengalee

owing to his connection with her.

Tt appears, howevel,)ttat love for women,

instead of being fan Spbyact of glory to these

writers, caused theitirenorse and they thought

that it had impeded @ghew’ spiritual progress.

Thus Bhusuku vedi ‘that his love for the
Chandal woman shas. destroyed his fafa ( frat )
wwe (ata), celestfal vision, that the Tree of Void
has been uprooted, that henows not where he

can have a landing place under the influence of

this love and that though he is greatly happy

in his domestic life, his store which was worth

only four cowries, has been all stolen, so that

life and death to him are now welcome alike.

Sararuha Vajra similarly regrets that taking a

mistress in Bengal he has lost all his wisdom.

We, however, do not take note here of the

metaphysical interpretation given to this matter

by commentators. Surely these songs are not

on the lines of Chandidas’s glorification of love

for Rami—the washer-woman, yet there is an
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element in this allusion to their beloved ones,
which seems to presage a future development

of love as a_ spiritual factor. The line

a otafa foe cata atal fra ¢osi of Bhusuka

suggests that the lover does not know where

this love would lead his soul to, it might

be to bliss or to woe. Of course there are

lines of other writers of this period, in which

one hears the distinct ring of later Vaisnava

songs. For instance the lines of Dhamma-

pada, in the collecti¢a hy My. Shastri, catefa

& ye fay wR a StS ~Geiae ofa exaan frat
“Oh, young lady, cannot’ live for a moment

without thee. When Tiss thy face, I feel as
if I were drinking Honey, fr om the lotus.” This,

as he says, is an~unm Stakalle precursor of

Vaisnava songs. Regret foploss of spirituality

under the spell dfaoman’s sflove ix not altoge-

ther absent in Chandidas’sywrilings. He refers

in one of his songs to his love for Rami and

says, BA SA cra, Com orf cafe, faye Hef cata)

aay a cit cupetie WA, bet AL CHR CHAI

“Hear me, oh goddess (Vasuli), I worship

thee, but in vain. My virtues are all lost, and

my salvation is far off, Iam not worthy of thy

feet.” In another song he says, ' “ Chandidas

does not possess true knowledge. How can he

cross the oeean of the world? He was born

» fam pelAIA al Bley CHT SECs ATS

Bea quae ales Bay ay Ae 23141
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in a high family, but he is addicted to one of low

caste.” This is surely on the lines of Bhusuku

and Dhamma. But we shall presently see how

he gradually gives up all regret and becomes

glorified in his own estimation, convinced of the

virgin purity of his heart and of that devotion

which leads the soul to the realm of beatitude.

How Chandidas first saw Rami and fell in

love with her is graphically

described in his own poems.’

‘At Avantipur, T was,.eading as a student,

when one day I satya inlaid; 3_she seemed to be the
image of sweetiéss: Her: manners were full of

attraction such ag ‘ord seharm even Cupid.
She occupied my wiidle thought and her merry

and playful disposition) stirred my imagination.
I thought it was aysin; on my, “Apart to think thus

of awoman and determined to drive her from

The dawn of love.

my mind, but lo, aPenteoured to do so, my
love for her instead Gf dikiishing gradually...

1 afi oiawiara Bay AGA ne

CRAB ICH A AAA NL aera WA CHILE I

BLE Mal Hr

Lag RATA

USDA Laek of HICH STs |

Bia wiwCS be cra,

alga waa Sitar axe BWA AAA ALA

HBTS Baa Gay aifacs ahaa wai

cain) Aan ada frat sife ga fra Ala

We Aa Shy al oF Avs qT ATA

ale Wa aaa AfH® SIME BFA Adi
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increased, and I spent a night with her.

She, the mother of the universe, could not

prevent my fall. The beauty of the girl so pos-

sessed me, that my caste and social status [ did

forego for her suke. As often as I tried to give

up all thought of her, I found that the washer-

woman occupied my whole heart. Says Chandi-

das, “It is the dawn of love; under its impulse

though I am living, | am one as dead.” The

line of Bhusuku ‘Hace ae cer atfe farsa’ and

Chandidas’s line “as azala yal’ seem to

convey the same spirit, Siva
I make a further’ extract from Chandidas

to shew the gradual ‘deyelopinent of this love.
You will, gentlemen, see how mundane love was

gradually spiritualised aadjhow in the place of

regret, absolute confidence iw \the purity of his

cause, possessed himys-si"

'« The next dayin a@etermined attitude, I sat

in the temple to worship the goddess (Vasuli).

1 ota ma fea HD Otgtacr afraty weet fa |

aE es fara cata atfrata cra Cth a

ata aa of cla CHA

cafan cray aaa frafe aaa Bat cay

“ea om caat, cotal aR cafa, fara BBA cats

aay a8 cota, caper mea, vad Ai cata cota a”

Cat Be Yaz, GAR BoA, favate ai WA YAR

ag Stora, ya ecw, cua aca atfa onifa

BAT ATA, SAVGI Cla, YOANCSS AH |

afaga swaths cy sey conten afes ta 4

Pritts asa, sfaca a4, aiata apa aia

ea wa afs, varrics fats, corm orpaica safe a

18
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In the compound of the temple, that glittered

with gold, I saw the fair woman again. Alas,

why did my mind go after her? As I saw

her, my love was rekindled.

I said, ‘Hear me, oh goddess, oh mother, I

have served thee long, but all in vain. My

virtues are all lost and with them all hope of

salvation [ am unfit for worshipping thy

feet.’ Then the goddess seemed to speak to

me. I heard her order distinctly. She said,

‘ Do not worry yourself; ehitd. By the mystic

power of Yoga “éhabmisins me: I prophesy, it is

a special piece off.go ook hugk that has brought
this love to your Souls Your life is blessed ;—
you are now above death and above all human

ills. You will acquire ‘adknowledge of those

higher truths by his love, which even the gods
Vishnu and Brahmwhaveelot attained by their
meditation. Culture’'pufe' love which never

decays unspotted hy the excitement of passion.

Know that thern can be no higher revelation

to the soul than what is attained by such

love. Stick to it and if you have to give up

the worship of a number of gods and god-

desses like me, it will not at all matter.’

Chandidas says, ‘This is the natural course.

Sace athe ataisata atfacs wete ates
alia can Se HT cHal ctca fe Sea colaty SICe |

DENA Ba, a3 AB BI AWS BAA TAL |
Heat Wa AB aca ile cotati me CHa 1
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The words of Vasuli, I obeyed, and I loved

the washer-woman, knowing that they were

true.”

The Sahaja-yan, as I have already stated,

was a sort of non-dualism resting principally

on the theory of the Void. The link has not

yet been found to connect the worship of wo-

men with this system of Buddhistic thevlogy.

Somehow or other it became associated with

sexual love verging ouavorship, which is found

so clearly and elabonitel ant Chandidas’s poems,
We also find in ihe searlion writings of the
Sahajiya sect a (aint; seh ‘et such love. This
became doveloped “hiveouys: of time and its

origin, as I have saidyelsewhere, is to be traced

in the monastic Jif@oofeth@, Buddhists, The

Buddha was quiteS unwillihg to open the

portals of his monasteryTM fo women. He was

however persuaded’ {6° do" so in the case

of his aunt, Mahaprajapati, chiefly by the

importunities of his favourite diseiple Ananda.

But when he gave final permission to admit

women into the monasteries, he was sad and said

to Ananda, “Just as the worm Svelustika

destroys crops, so Will this admission of women

into my monasteries result in the destruction of

cur Sat Dharma. Its glory that would have

otherwise lasted for a thousand years, may now

barely last for five hundred years.” He dread-

ed the free mixing of men aud women in the
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monasteries, and, anxious for the safety of

his religion, laid down certain

healthy and stringent rules for

monastic life. A Bhiksu was

not permitted to sce a Bhiksuni while she

was alone. Even for the purpose of teaching

or giving medicines, a Bhiksu was not allowed

to see a Bhiksuni in her private chamber.

The teachers were to give instructions before

the whole assembly of Bhiksunis, and in no

case was a Bhiks Ypérinibted. to walk with a

Bhiksuni alone, “or: g0etovativer in a boat in

the company of aBiksauijywhen others were

not present. ‘hese “harddand fast rules laid

down by the great Badaha himself are embodied

in the Pati Mokshyaf @hwlig Bagga and other

works. i

The Biksus and the

Bikgunis.

But nature tak@® her course inspite of all

stringency of opposition’ The small roots

find loop-holes in rocks to spread themselves,

and even stone cannot supress the growth of

a plant. So long as Buddhism was at the height

of its glory, the rules of the Buddha regulated

the lives of the Buddhist celebates. Some of

the women admitted into the monasteries, gave

undoubted proofs of their lofty character, great

talents and saintiy piety. Among these we

may mention Chala, Upachala, Shishupachala,

Sanghamitra, Uppalvan, Kundal-Kesha and

Amula. These women of spotless purity of
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character and superior moral sense really upheld

the glory of the monastic life. But in course

of time human flaws and foibles entered the

monasteries, and the great respect which the

Buddhists paid to their Gurus, the spiritual

heads, was tainted with sexual relationship of a

questionable character opening new channels for

Cupid’s activities. The Guru’s order was more

sacred than the oracle of Delphi, and when he

expounded the doctrine that it was no sin, nay a

positive duty to offefHeart and soul to the

worship of the Gurts the state-of things changed,

for there were many. women among his disciples

in the monastery. “Byen) as early as the

third century 1. O, the Buddhist monasteries

developed the “ Saniavippye’—a doctrine which

taught that men fetid women should join for a
religious purpose.SThoxse ofthe Bhiksus and

Bhiksunis who foley» eds this creed held private
meetings setting at defiance the ridicule

and contumely of the more conservative

people of their sect.

But love between man and woman in the

monasteries was not altogether as carnal as we

sometimes find it in its degraded forms among

the laity. Those who lived in a monastery were

generally enlightened an’ inspired by the noble

desire of renunciation in the cause of religion.

Hence when some tender irnotion first entered

their hearts, the lovers did not at once fall
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victims to their desire without a struggle.

Examples of such struggles are to be met

with in the extracts from various writers, that

I have given above. These lovers who soared

in the higher moral and _ religious plane,

gradually idealised their love and in the case of

Chandidas, it reached such a high watermark of

spirituality that every form of carnality was

eliminated from it. Love became the all-absorb-

ing occupation and the motive power of his

soul. It brought the/passious,of the flesh to a

standstill, and opened swwindows and shutters in

a mundane cottage) Mirough which heaven’s
light was secn.

The language in nage! the poems of the
Sahajiyd-eveed is couched has

leen-called-by the early Saha-

jiyas “ Sandhya-Bhasa2or" the language of

the twilight, which ii@a%${ that no commen-

tary has hitherto been able to throw full

light on them, they are half-veiled and half-

revealed. We outsiders reading these poems,

find that the poet is attempting to scale an

almost inaccessible height. Love idealised

reaches the pinnacle-glory of fine emotions,

but it gradually passes into the mystic plane,

unknown to us, like Mount Everest or Kinchin-

jinga, passing out of view in the eternal snow

“The Sandhya Bhasa.”

that surrounds them. Chandidas worships man

more than a god. He says, ‘ Love aman or
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love a woman, and the highest truths will be

revealed to you.’ Here is an

oe hides id? of extract from one of his Sahajiya

songs. “Oh man, oh my

brother, listen to me. Man is true and man is

real above all, and there is none in the universe

greater than man.”' ‘The Guru in the language

of the Sahajiya theology is another name of

lover with spiritual pretensions. Chandidas

says, “One who knows,.the secret of love,

feels the pang .ithi@ bis heart, he lacks

expression to convey hiteto others. He is his
own saviour. Wlio/figahete) that can boast of

saving him ?”* In anoter place he says, “He

first saves himself and then becomes the saviour

of the world.” Betiveen théJover and the loved

in the spiritual w oli, thie intervention of a third
party is not needed “Aecordiny: to him. A man
and a woman loving’ eachother reach the highest

stage of spiritual bliss. For them no other

Guru is required. But this love that Chandidas

sings of, is no ordinary emotion that we witness

in men and women every day. It isa sadhana

-—-a process to attain the state of beatitude.

A great and mighty control over the flesh, over

self, is indispensably needed to practise it. Rami

2 BSA Sle, SH CR RIQA SS,

ata Gora aeRA AS] SiRta Urirg ale 1

"RAL TA BATA, BLRCS Al vita WALA BITS CAR I

CA MiMAtA Vet, Chae Wirica, Bizir4a Baca cwE »
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to Chandidas was not only dear as a mistress or

wife, but esteemed as parents, sacred as religion,

and worshipped as all the goddesses of his

temple. She was to him his universe. She was

the light of his eyes, he counted the sacred

beads to utter her name night and day. And

he repeatedly assures us that his love for this

woman was pure gold without any alloy in it,

absolutely free from any touch of the passion of

the flesh.’ The poet moreover says, ‘“ He that

pervades the universe) Gusean by mortals can

only be knows by. Bent js an adept in this

mystic love.” '

In the region oP Ghar ids s love, no divorce
is recognised, He) ysayy)‘ There are many

people of the naturérof bees deaving the flower
when it ceases tobe sweet It is not in the

power of such a bed” to iste of the heavenly

' ofa aafea, Baty Fa

Gif zs frigaty

fran ata, cetata Sea,

BAR camel iNa |

aafeal a7, ferntal aa,

winera arte Sta

+ wate an, WIR CQ Ga,

CHR AY HAH BCS |

AfafSa oe, C4 BA BATH,

CHR HALES tia
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nectar of true love.”' ‘A person who has

no constancy in love, cannot reach its spiritual

height.” ° Whatever injustice and maltreatment

you may receive at the hands of your lover,

you must stick to the person. You are bound

to love one for ever, whom you have once

loved, for if it were not so, love would be

reduced to a mere earthly transaction, where

people work for wages. In the spiritual

world love is a gift, an unconditional gift,

no retraction of he’ holy sift is permissible.

If for good, youy@etoacrebirn in evil and

do not cease to love inspite of it, you will

hecome a god. ‘So“@bandidas emphatically

enjoins that under no\é¢inciumstance a breach of

love is allowable. @ifyow have given it, you

cannot retract itf The mord you suffer, the

more elevated yowuwillbew [If you cease to

love, because you havé'igot‘no return, you will

not be in a position to reach its higher phase,

it’s sidhana anga.

aaa AAPA, ANE VE Ha

ay Bice A AG

AY FAT, aa tfs oa,

gS Sia AS 1

cea SUA, Fist ALS BY,

q 44 Sfacs tt

AfaRe @faul StRCH Cay

AURA OR AL HEN OLY
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Thus through his love for a woman Chandi-

das reaches his God. He says, “Do not think

it is easy. Hivery youth loves a youthful wo-

man. Words breathing high and romantic

sentiments are now common-place.” But to

love with a devotion which is unswerving, to

love by life-long sulfering, to love inspite of

all ills in return, in a word, the sadhen or the

higher phase of love is not common. To con-

quer the flesh and yet love, to love with the

soul and not merely with the flesh, is the secret

of this love and¢ Chandidas: says, “ All people

are attracted by this,” / Sahiaja love. They do
not know the soci AHvtvAttempt to practise
it. Itis like the mabl\ Athem pts of a crow to

reproduce by its growing the great hymn of

the god Shiva; if, is dike the élow-worms vying
with the moonbe: cise theyapir kle by thousands
and yet cannot be equallike an ape aspiring

to secure the heavenly flower Parijat or like

a ghost trying to imitate the dance of the great

god Shiva by his jumps which only makes the

angels laugh.” *

\ Fee Blots, Hee fapta,

FRG Aart Fla |

al alfa 795, BCA BBA,

4 We faa wa
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“Those who follow the ordinary course of

love,” our poet says, “«re like flies that are

attracted by a light and are burnt to death.”

The whole world in like manner is burnt by the

fire of passion. “ ‘This” Chandidas says, “ is not

the love professed by the Sahajiyas.” “One,”

says the poet, “ who wants to practise this love,

should make his body lost to all senses like a

log.”' In the Hinayan much stress is laid upon

this point; it urges on the Buddhists to reduce

their bodies to ‘dry: loos, .?., to make them
completely passionless sWhore. dove between man
and woman is mantel His difficult to control

the flesh. But it is the seontrolling of all desires
which originate in ‘tlesh\ that forms the secret

of Sahajiya love “a8 Spteashed by Chandidas.
It is difficult to “fis Sas S¥ Ong out of a million ”
says Chandidas, “@an=attain to this height.”

Love for one who is FARR hound in wedlock, is
the parakiya rasa. In mediaeval Europe,

it was the prevailing fashion of the refined

ates cule MG NS aH,

FAA COS VLG BITS |

4S HS CATS, euca Baa,

G4 SA CUA AC I

nifsste 271, Hea GAS,

africe Sac a |
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classes to indulge in romantic love for one

other than one’s wife. In certain countries it

was associated with spiritual ideas. Hallam

seems to suggest that this romantic love had its

origin in the East. The result of this was in

many cases moral depravity of the worst type. In

Bengal this romance originated with the Bikshus

and the Bhikshunis, who are now commonly

known by their nicknames, Neda-Nedis. Chan-

didas was far from adyocating this love. To

attain spiritual blisswhydoving one other than

one’s wife, was ‘ai adventure in the westhetic

world, upor which fi Ww Sy" embark with a
sense of security. “Hias?/says the poct, “like

one attempting to) bind|a mountain with a

thread, an elephamtewith a acgobweb ; it is like
putting a frog isto the wrouth of a serpent
and then getting it haek unhtirt from thence.” !

To control the desires; Avhere there is mutual

love and where there is an opportunity, is an

almost impossible game, but Chandidas says,

“One in a million may attain success, while the

rest must walk in the path to hell.”

Then comes the language of twilight, which

we do not profess to understand. The adept

‘AMAA qlee, ere alptfa,

sea & Re ay!

“4 GA DYES, RAY Cys,

mele oitface ICH

Kate Sta, awe Sface,

9 4A FRACR SIC”
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only knows it. The verses are mere hints to

explain matters to those who already know a

good deal of it. In order to be able to control

the desires in course of such romantic love, one

has to pass through a process of Yoga, and the

hints which the poet gives after we have

followed him tov some time, refer to matters

which are mysterious. “You are to inhale

the breath after you have whollv emptied it.” !

says he, and then comes.a description of the

process, of whichGteiiow Pething. But from

the loftiness of “fe Wdeetiineof love that he
professes, we cannot) helieve’ that the poet speaks

jargon. He refers fo the) details in enigmatic

writings in the langhinge of twilight, which is
explicable even toz Ate byethe adepts, but they
will never explain ito outsiders.

Chandidas brok®°te“piétes all traditions of

sexual morality and ‘social prestige. He boldly

announced that he adored the feet of a washer-

woman. For a Brahmin of those orthodox days,

to make such a declaration, required a courage,

which only one who took his stand on the highest

rock of purity and spiritual inspiration could show.

‘To call one’s consort a mother is opprobrious in

Hindu society. But he says that the washer-

ala ALAA, fag) HH,

4Gte Bifsal ate

stat @eca, aa TH,

smithy 28Ca aA”
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woman is both a father and a mother to him. In

the highest plane of emotion, paternal affection

and affection for the beloved have but one

name. The distinction hetween Vatsalya (paternal

affection), Sakhya ‘friendship), and Madhurya

(nuptial love) disappear in the highest stage

of emotional felicities. ‘'he whole soul awakes

with the ardour of the mother and warmth of

the wife, to love and adore the chosen one, when

the hankerings of the flesh subside. Friendship,

affection and love ga. byone name. It is like the

rivers disappearing in the sex Ghandidas certain-
ly reached this sca ‘of?tender emotions, when,

contrary to usage, eontrary’ to past tradition,

contrary to the current\ideas in the environment

in which he livedshe}) a true Brahmin, avowed

that he adored a wéshel-wowran and called her the

sacred hymn of thewBrahmans and the light of

his eyes, nay fathers;mmother-and wife, thus creat-

ing a chaos in the established phraseology of

the conventional Hindu homes. Not only did he

reject all established paths in society, but a great

scholar himself, he did not care for the metaphors

which every poet of his time

used. He used very common

words and the simplest of

Rejects the ordinary

metaphors in use.

language and this led many people to suppose

that he was not w learned man. The discovery of

his juvenile writings, the Krisna-Kirtan, has

changed their belief. They are full of Sanskritic
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words and metaphors and display great erudi-

tion in Sanskrit by some Sanskrit slokas of

his own composition interspersed among his

Bengali songs. His cousis Nakul calls him

a learned man in one of the songs. In spite

of this learning he used the sirnplest and the most

unassuming style in his later poems. He cared

not for Sanskrit metaphors. He found fault

with the poetic traditions known as Kavi-

prasiddhi. All Indian_poets had delighted in

using them in the past: Theo might be far from

what is real, bit theseetfaditions are full of

poetry and imaginativeness, The Asoka fiowers
bloom when a handsome Woman kicks them, the

sound of the anklets of \hev fect 2wake the petals

to a fresh life and they bl0ssom.” This is one

example. So our poets have sung of women

treading on the b¥ds ne @rder to make them
bloom. Other traditions Current in the country

supply stock-phrases to the poets. When a

flower blooms, the bee is sure ta come to it, as

the bee is believed traditionally to be the lover

of flowers; when the moon rises, the bird

Chatak is sure to rise high up in the sky to

drink her beams, the moon and the bird Chatak

are lovers. When the sun rises, the lotus is

sure to open her beauty in the water. These

poetical traditions became so current in the

country, that in the writings of our poets one

was sure to meet with stereotyped descriptions
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containing these stock phrases of traditional

rhetoric. So it is witi: a sense of relief that we

find Chandidas rejecting some of these established

traditions. He says, “You say that the sun

loves the lotus, but I say it is not so. The lotus

dies in the frost and the sun looks as bright as

ever. You say that the flower loves the bee ;

not at all. If the bee does not go to the flower,

the flower does not come toit. The chataka

and the moon cannot be lovers, one is so low

and the other sochight?!\)-Qhandidas indicates

that there cannot@ekistiethtt Jove between the
great and the sntally/joye)like death is all-
leveller, it must brine down the two to the same

level as it did in hig\dasd when he, a Brahmin,

adored a washer WoMmah Gove cannot exist
where one is happy/and the other miserable, nor

can it reach its ‘Faledevelé pment when one is

oly Sara af ore

BANE |

faery Vay Wea St

Act FE y

BRR ayer SE CHS

az Yat

al aifra aaa

yi al US eae

fe sta scaia bie

Be AT HE |

fagac cea atfe

BOTT ez y
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constrained by social and other barriers to remain

in one’s own place and is afraid to run into the

embrace of the beloved when the latter does not

come. Thus do we see how Chandidas, by his

own clear and inspired insight, saw into the

very nature of things and did not care for estab-

lished custom, tradition or what other poets had

previously said in their books.

There is one song of Chandidas, which written

in the ‘ language of twilight,’ gives a dim idea of

the poet’s conception of \loye. It was praised

in enthusiastic ldngnage by Sir Rabindranath

in the monthly journal’ SBharati’ many years

ago. But the imporboftheesong is not clear.

It will certainly | remind one of Byron’s

celebrated lines in the-Childe, Harold, Canto IIT

beginning with “lt ds by crdating ete.” The

song seems to implyathat”’the mind when

it seeks its own idealqtoyvorship and love,

and does not find such in the world, sinks into

the depths of despair. With the whole warmth

of the soul and with all the romance of imagina-

tion, we vainly seek for love in the world; the

ideal after all proves to be a mere phantom, the

creation of our own minds, or our superior self

personated in our dreams, When baffled in our

attempts to find out such a person, we become

as though dead, the cail of sympathy is

then perchance heard,—some one approaches

to take the burden of our woes and we

20
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find our ideal fulfilled in the call of our

sympathiser.” '

The poem appears to suggest that beauty,

moral virtues and other qualities of the highest.

type, which attract our imagination, do not

constitute the chief elements of true love. These

qualities are rare, yet one who wants to love

should not despair if he fails to find his expecta-

tions fulfilled. The person who takes the burden

of your woes and is your sympathiser, will fulfil

all your conditions.) “The heart will draw the

kindred heart to itself «The: momentary charm of

glittering qualities ie ab: guarantee permanent
love. All of us way to. Aove the man, who

* Ceeay, aint, | \ Lcrftat yafs,
a ae aay

SH OGM, ale c#aa,

‘face faaaiai
ara aga aafans a1 aitfa,

AMS BAA IA |

aiaial BIAfa, sara wiafa,

fe tea fe eq aca 1

AFA WS[La, aa gafea,

SAA BG (a1

SSG aa, Bra BEND,

mace wfael ae

Bata Aa, SIA cata Ba,

CHIT AA CAB |

OFA BAC, cE cH atts,

aa Sifbat cae i

arbre 494, aiea ge 5a,

CANCH SiR APR Sica

CAAA MPLS, FCA BEAD,

BaletA zi SIE |
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promised to take the burden of our sorrows and

sins and died for the sake of others.

We need not dwell upon the merits of

Chandidas’s Radha-Krisna love-songs at length.

Beams found nothing striking in his poetry and

attributed the high place given him by the

Vaishnavas to a mere traditional reputation and

to the fact that Chaitanya sang his songs. The

opinion of a foreign scholar, whose knowledge

of Bengali was but superficial, need not have

much weight with ws.) Jt Wweguires time for a

great poet to be understood, even by his own

people. For these five, deandved years his songs

have been sung in} the eountry and he has

received offerings of) adthlatory verses from
someését the*greatest poets that

Chara ere ascot. hiwersuceceded him. After the

spas “of=five centuries that
reputation is not on tle Wane, but even on the

ascending scale. Among his admirers, Sir

Rabindranath has tried in several articles to

bring out the hidden depth of the poet’s mean-

ing. Though occasionally his language breathes

sensuality, an element which we find in all

emotional poetry of the past from the time of

Solomon to Byron, still Chandidas’s poems soar

in a higher plane than that of his contempo-

varies. Asan illustration we ask our readers

to place side by side the poems of Chandidas

with those of Vidyapaty, the great contemporary
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poet. If we take, for instance, the picture of

Radha in maidenly love with Krisna, depicted

by each of the two poets who begin their poems

with such an account, we shall see the contrast

in a striking manner. The Radha of Vidyapaty

has just stepped into youth, her girlish manners

are not all gone. The poet says that she some-

times breaks into an unmeaning laughter like a

child, at others a sweet smile is noticed on her

lips, skewing the advent,.of bashful youth. At

times her steps are Tigh bawe play ful like those of

agirl and at others they a@Slow and cautious

like those of a youthfolinaiden. She sees her

own rising charms wey Ook surprised at them
when alone. When others, talk of love, her ears

are there greedily following each word, but if any
body refers to her doing so, she suppresses her

smile with her ted¥ and Shows false anger.

When she is in lier’ toilet-room, she privately

enquires of her maids, “ what is love?” !

1 “aca ata MAC BBYED S17 |

ACA ACA AA HHT MC SHAY

pate BACH AA tat Ba AH Y

TAR Ad fey TRH 1

farata tag Sas ee cafs |

BAS AYA cates cate i

ce fa FSH Fal AS Ota |

aras fa Sete cafe FIA 1

Bie aft cHE BAG AADtfs |

alma ate atin cra sifu”
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This sensual picture may be contrasted with

the one drawn by Chandidas when love has

dawned on Radha’s soul. The dark blue colour

of Krisna is an infatuation to her senses. In

the dark blue clouds she finds the tender colour

of Krisna, and gazes at them thirstily. She

abstains from food and wears the ochre-coloured

cloth of a female ascetic. She tears away the

garland of flowers from her braids in order to see

their dishevelled beauty. In her dark hair she

finds a colour to remind har of her Krisna.'! The

cloud specially idsehiabos hee Scyes, in its en-
chantingly dark Phe sys ses the illusion of
Krishna; and her eyeu move not from the sight
till she falls into a) trance, and with hands

raised up speaks maysticallysto the clouds. She
pits a

-eeeaites sear 1
Ae aPAMLAsta, tea aCe

Al Gl FISIN Fei |

faafs ereiea atal ata rca

cana cay fare tet y

ARTZ CHICA Ble cearyea

A CA ANAT STA |

aatey cat ecaa aie fa

RA WATE BHA

=fAs aaica pice caaAatca

fe se g8t5 ofa

ae fas ofa az Tz

BS ela faslare |

SeOlATA Se i *fapa

epfaa 44a Wea 1
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becomes an embodiment of the Krisna-idea,

every thing in the universe has suggestions to

remind her of Krishna, till the dark water of

the Jumna and the colour of collyrium throw

her into a trance. This idealistic poetry written

nearly a century before Chaitanya, seems to be

a prelude to the life of the Master. For

Chandidas’s poetry and Chaitanya’s life are

bound together armaifaa aya, like letter and

its import. What the.poet wrote, the great:

lover illustrated it his, life)
We shall concludes/our brief review of

Chandidas’s poems/bySalluding to a song in.

which he gives his couception of spiritual love. ~

Radha says she wall haye nothing to do with

those who pose as #eligtows*idachers but have no

feelings for other$..She says'tiat the outer doors

of her soul, her extemal sétises, are closed. She

sees Krisna within hex, bul'the mystic vision rests

in such a subtle region that if there is the least

worldliness, the vision fades, that the truths of

that world, which are presented by the vision, will

appear strange and even painful to the people

of this world. She then describes how love for

Krisna is to be developed. Night and day,

sleeping and awake, one must think of Krisna,

but this should be like the secret treasure of

the soul not to be divulged to others. One

should work, unattached to the world, doing

one’s duty like a machine, with the heart fixed
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on Krisna. You will, she says, dip into water,

but come out without being drenched. Earthly

pleasure and pain should be alike to you, you

must be indifferent to both. Do not pose as a

chaste or religious person. But within be chaste

and good. Do not show yourself wonderful in

any way, do as other men do outwardly and the

secret of love, says Chandidas, will be revealed

to you.!

Chandidas’s songs..(S48 in number) have

been lately publighRt Uy ape pahitya- Parishat of

' aaR a ait a yer a atatcr
cane aoe ea f

ae ae afal} 104 (stews Ferty
aif eA iy

aia det aa oP CACITR

fopangaia-caiat’|
Cala fAAIGEBty Sac eA

Stata crifacay Oat a

aycata fours State stew
pete acace Hal |

CH CHCA Bal 4 cael FECA

ajfaca aac areti i

corn aa fs ACA ALA BATA

wale efafa cael |

ala ai R2fa faata efata

wifaat wicaa cra &

coral WeBheaSy wi aha AST

arfefa careers aca

DAWA Fz QUS BCH

oa w fais ace
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Calcutta. This is the latest and the hest edition

that has yet appeared. It does not however

include the poet’s Krisna-Kirtan, which will be

published by the Sahitya-Parishat separately

very soon.' The Krisna-Kirtan is more or less

an imitation of the Bhagavata and of Jaydeva’s

Gita Govinda. Chandidas’s edition referred to

above has been edited by Babu Nilratan

Mukherjee, 3B.A., and owes a_ considerable

number of new songs embodied in it to an old

manuscript of Ci hemdidus’s perms, which is now
in the possessiong ofan employee i in the estate
of the Zeminders of ifenahi, in the district of
Birbhum. Curiou ty Babu Wilratan Mukherjee,
while giving us other details, has not informed us

of the name of thes Owiies! ah, the precious manus-
evipt evidently with. the object of protecting
him from the eréédeof= Séholars engaged in
research work in the!fiéld Of Bengali Literature.

There are altogether 605 songs in the manus-

cript, of which 500 are declared to be new. It

would be, however, wise if the owner were to sell

or make a gift of the manuscript to the Caleutta

University or the Sahitya-Parishat. Otherwise

the copy will be doomed to inevitable destruc-

tion. For however great care he may take of it

now, there will be little chance of the manuscript

) Since the above was written, the Krishna-Kirtan has been publish-

ed by the Sahitya-Parisat of Calcutta,
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being preserved in the next generation when

he will be no more.

The first recorded ovation that Chandidas got

from the scholars of his country,

was offered by Narahari Sarkar

of Srikhanda in the district of Burdwan.'! He

was older than Chaitanya by nearly half a

century, so that though not a contemporary

of Chandidas, he was born not long after his

death. Narahari refers to the great pathos

of the poet’s career, probably hinting at the

persecution he suffered toxihis love and his

tragic death. He moreover Speaks of the mystic .
import of his love,\ which pesple were likely to
misunderstand. Narahati says that Chandidas
was not only a great, scholar, but a singer of
uncommon powerg, thati in the village of Nannur
the goddess Vasulilganctionad his love for the
washerwoman, whi¢h became a source of cons-

tant inspiration to the poet. The writer

concludes his eulogistic poetry on Chandidas by

saying, ‘‘ Those who can appreciate and admire

Chandidas’s poems are alone capable of knowing

The ovations,

“ateta ofa Wa Ae “teh Afacs afea cay

FAatacnten cofa-faata cq afta fafay aco 1

ofaaa viz frets sat alfa aeia Aes |
Aarara aaa fs Acts wae Veal 4

ala Netqe obaifea wae Asta Cara |
stay Afes AACS ae fafa weta tte y

oelata ey ata ais CHS AfafS waa Sica’ |

gaat Stal eaat race yhaca fafay acwl 4”
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the secret of love.” Narahari speaks of Rami,

the washerwoman, as Tara. We have however

an explanation for this in the statement of a later

poet who calls Rami by the name of Ram Tara.

So ber name is both Rami and Tara.

From the poem of Narahari, referred to, we

find that Chandidas’s poems were already very

popular throughout Bengal during Narahari’s

time, which was less than a century from the

time the poet flourished,

The next ad utiver, wf, \CRandidas, recording

his praises in a poems, isePiigad’ Das (1496-1533),

a contemporary of Chattanyay “ When we read

his poems, the hé@artamelts,”’—he writes and

refers to the order gt) Vasuli, which served as

an inspiration to tle poet. We have in the next

century (the 17th) the great poet Govinda Das,

writing adulatory vérses on Chandidas. Govinda

calls Chandidas “Yich' in ‘the wealth of love ”

and the “jewel in the crown of those who are

adepts in tender emotions.”' In the 17th

century an anonymous writer. wrote three

couplets in Sanskrit in which he mentioned

seven poets as the greatest of the country. Of

these Vidyapaty, Chandidas and Jaydeva are

denominated as “ Princes of poets.”” Another

anonymous writer says that one might call

» afre qeoat cerca acm f& fF 0

> faginfeeofertcnl Gacwae Shea |
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Chandidas a devotee of devotees, a lover of

lovers and a poet of pocts.' In the earlier

part of the 18th century the illustrious com-

piler and annotator of the Padamrita Samudra,

wrote verses in praise of Chandidas. “ Chandi-

das” he says, “was a fountain of tender

emotions unmatched in the whole world.”

“Vidyapaty ” he says, “is the ereatest diadem

of the crown of the princes of poets.”

The praises are siguifieant. Vidyapaty has

exhausted the stévk)jof all Boat constitutes the

true essence of Wriesportry according to the
canons of Rhetorie The attributes of a nayika
or chief female chatactor indove are illustrated
with a skill and heauty What really entitle him

to be ranked with Phe: foro ost poets of the

age. But Chan didas cared mot for the canons
of poetry laid down.in. the -Sastras, which Mr.

Jacobi calls “ poetics ” and the Sanskrit scholars

know as ‘the Alankara Shastra,’ his poetry

welled from within him and in giving expression

to the emotions that overflowed his heart, he owed

his facility to no rhetorician, but was himself

his own guide. It is for this that Radhamohan

Thakur calls him not the poet of poets of the

rank of Vidyapaty, who trod the path of estab-

lished poetry, but as a master, a fountain-head

' @fagra +) abeiaia afa sige Siye wilh |

aface afte caface cofae atace atee fe |
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of the emotions and, inspite of his eccentric

course, unmatched in the world. After Radha-

mohan Thakur, Gokulnandan Sen, popularly

known as Vausnava Das, the famous compiler

of the Padakalpataru, offered his ovation to

Chandidas and Vidyapaty in the preliminary

verses of his celebrated compilation.

So we see from the period shortly after his

death,—from Narahari Sarkar down to Sir

Rabindranath,—Chandidas has all through

received the greatasf; respect from his country-

men. We find hint imitated by a host of writers

of whom Jnan Das and’ Balaxam Das of the 17th
century are the most prominént. Govinda Das

tried to imitate the)styleof Vidyapaty, as Jnan

Das that of Chandidas.\ Imother countries the

greatest poets are ~uppreciated by scholars and

literary men, and themass*has hardly any chance

of realising the beatities!“of their works. But

in India the case is quite different. The poems

of the greatest Indian poets, to use the expres-

sion of a distinguished literary man of the

present age, are not one-man-deep but a thou-

sand-men-deep. We find Chandidas’s songs on

the lips of street beggars, women and children

alike. When the high poetical import of these

songs requires elucidation in order to be appre-

ciated by the illiterate, the professional singers

interpret them in the simplest way, by adding

a few lines which are also sung along with them,
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that bring out the hidden meaning of the

poems. This process is very common and is, as

you all know, called ata creai. In Chaitanya’s

time Gopal Das, whose title was Akharia,

excelled in this, and since then it has grown to

be a very common practice with the Kritan-

singers.

There is another point about Chandidas, on

which stress: has been laid by some scholars.

There are some lines gm@handidas, which seem

to prognosticate the caring adyent of Chaitanya.

When describin® RadWae as Vearning to play
upon Sri Krisna’s inte, Chandidas makes her
wear Krisna’s apparelsPand for all intents and
purposes she is madé@ fo\fook like Krisna. The

indelible differenee; however, is that of colour,

Sri Krisna being dark and Jtaéha fair. In con-
cluding the song deseribing the curious situation,
Chandidas asks in the colophon, “In what

country will there be such a

thing ?” Now it is believed

by the Vaisnavas that Chaitanya was an incar-

nation of Krisna, but his exterior, owing to an

old promise, was that of Radha, brightly fair.

The last line referred to in the song is held to be

mystical, hinting at the fact that Chaitanya

would be born in Bengal as Krisna’s incarnation

with the exterior of Radha, which is fair.

Another line, which also suggests a similar

prophecy, is that in which Chandidas describing

The prophecy.
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Sri Krisna, says in the colophon that gazing at

the figure of Krisna, the eyes are so charmed

that one cannot ascertain whether his colour is

dark or fair. Now Krisna’s dark colour is un-

mistakeable, nowhere in the sacred writings of

the Hindus, he is described as fair. Then why

should this mistake ariseat all? The Vaisnavas

believe that this again is a distinct reference by

the poet who passed away at least a century

before Chaitanya, to the coming incarnation of

Krisna, in which he wast have a fair colour.

Chandidas’s nods aro unt, only the most ex-
quisitely sweet of Vaisnave: songs, not only do

they give a clearer’ ‘elucidation of spiritual love
and its philosophy heb the works of other Vais-
nava posts, not onlyare they. saystical and fully
suggestive of the Spiritual Joye that underlies
the human, but thay: areihéld sacred by the
Vaisnavas, because s-offqtheir being constantly

sung by Chaitanya, this being undoubtedly the

highest recognition of which even the greatest

man of India of any age could be proud accord-

ing to Vaisnava notions.

Before I conclude I take the liberty to allude

to another tradition about Chandidas and Vidya-

paty. This was related to me by Babu Radha

Raman Ghosh, late Prime Minister of the

Tippera Raj, and a great authority on Vaisnava

literature. The Radha-Krisna songs of Vidyapaty

are sensual to the extreme, inspite of their
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inimitable poetic grace and beauty, so far as_ the

stage before the last, the Bhava
Chandidas’s influence . : .

on Vidyapati. Sammilan or the union in

spirit, is concerned. In the

Bhava Sammilan, however, the language sudden-

ly throws off its sensuous garb in Vidyapaty’s

writings, and becomes highly spiritual. In the

last chapter, the songsiarerextremely mystical

and approach, nay) match: ‘the’ subtle spiritual
beauty of Chandidasis: songs. The tradition
referred to says that great? change came over

the spirit of Vidyapaty* sypoetry after his inter-

view with Chandidaswho shiterpr eted love from
a higher plain ming a a ‘grout impression on
the poet of Mithilimee a”



Supplementary note on Chandidas.

The above was written in the year 1915,

and since that time further illuminating facts

have been discovered which have materially

added to our knowledge of Chandidas’s life ‘The

most important of these later findings are two

pages of a Bengali MS., about 250 years old,

which were discovered a few years ago by Babu

Basantaranjan Ray from heaps of old Bengali

MSS. belonging tothe, Sahitya Parishat of

Calcutta. I havectpidted"thefull texts of these

two pages in my latest-@dition’of “ Banga-Bhasa

O-Sahitya.” Winitey

The contents of the {\olpages substantially

confirm the facts of the tradition about Chandi-

das’s death to whieh( ly referred in the body of

these lectures, though; however, there is a slight

discrepancy in the details.of the two accounts.

The pages under review are supposed to be

composed by Rami herself. We find her name

in the colophon, and as we have got some other

specimens of her composition, already incorpora-

ted in my Typical Selections from Old Bengali

Literature, showing the same familiar style, her

authorship of this account of Chandidas’s death

may be accepted as an undisputed fact.
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In this poem Rami mentions the fact of

Chandidas’s great renown as a poet and singer.

We have confirmation of the latter quality of

Chandidas in the account given by the great

lyric poet Narahari, who calls Chandidas to be

a Gandharva in music (WHCS sr). ‘Then

Rami proceeds to describe how the attention of

the Emperor of Gour was drawn by the poet’s

fame and how His Majesty invited him to give

a musical performance inthe palace. The whole

people of Gour assembled to. hear his songs.

So charming were bis) Songs, that the audience
became spell-bounds and andl ‘of admiration for the
poet of Nannur. Bat ‘neue appreciated the poet’s

power so warmly Ag ydid the Begum of the

Emperor. Who this; Hip peroryol Gour was, Rami
does not tell us, Tu xoply toe a query of mine on

the point, Mr. Staploton< @is@ussed the history of
the Gour Emperors of *this'period and came to

the conclusion that it was probably Jelaluddin

(1417-1431 A.D.) who slew Chandidas.’ It is not

2 “ Ag regards your queries as to who could have been the Badsh of

Gour, who caused Chandidas to be slain, it is necessary to exercise grent

caution in taking Stewart for authority in Mediaeval Bengali history,

as the works of Blochman and recent numismatists have led to the

chrovology being completely revised. The real name of Shamsuddin

was Sahabaddin Dayazid Shah and the only coins of his known (with

one exception) are dated 816 and 817 A, H. (1413-1414 A.D.), The

exception is dated 812 A. H., and this, together with other facts,

suggests that probably with the connivance of Raja Ganesha of

Bhaturia, he made an attempt, four years earlier, when Ghiyasuddin

Azam was on the throne, to seize the kingdom of Bengal, but was

22
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unlikely that the Begum Sahiba might have

originally been a Hindu, which would better

account for the fact that she appreciated the

Radha-Krisna songs so greatly. In those days

beautiful Hindu ladies of high caste were often

seized by Mahomedan Emperors and brought to

their harems. In some instances, Hindu princes

made treaties with Mahomedan potentates by

offering them the hands of their fair daughters,

and the case of Jodha Bai was no solitary

instance of such alliances >In greater number

of cases, however, p thes “MAhomedan chiefs
forcibly took poss¢ssion-of “heb utiful Hindu dam-
sels, as Isa Khan ‘Meacaaaah of Jangal Bari did
in Sripur. I say that itvis simply a conjecture

of mine that the Nawab Salisha might have been
a convert to Isifon: The assumption that a

aha

unsuccessful. When three or four years later, he resumed hostilities
against Ghiyasuddia’s son, Saifuddin, the latter was probably slain, and

not only did Séhabuddin came to the throne, but was also sueceeded

by a son Alauddin in 817 A. U. Raja Ganesh seeras to have ejected

the latter in favour of his son Jadu, who had been converted to

Muhammadanisia after the invasion of Bengal by Sultan Tbrahim of

daunpur and placed on the throne under the uame of Jelaluddin in 818
A. 1 Bué after Tbrahim had withdrawn and Ganesh had failed to
reconvert Jelaladdin to Hinduism, Ganesh probably seized the throne

under the name of Danuja-mardan, We and another Hiadu, called

Mahendya, retained the throne for two years (Saka 1339 and 1340=
1417-1418 A. D.); but Jelaluddin then regained power and probably

continued to rule Bengal tilbut least $85 A. H. (i481 A.D.) He was

strongly anti-Hindu and { agree with Nalini Babu that it was probably

he who also slew Chandidas, and not Sahabuddin,”

Letter, Dated Dacea, the Lith Septomber, 1920.
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Moghul or Pathan woman would feel such warm

love for the Hindu songs is rather bold and hard

to believe. If Jelaluddin was the monarch whose

name is stained with the poet’s blood, it is all the

more probable that his Begum was a Hindu

princess as the Emperor was originally a Hindu.

We are not, however, certain on this point

Let us now revert to our main topics. Rami

next proceeds to state how the Emperor came

to know of the great admiration of the Begum

for Chandidas. Sk@TMwas edled before her lord

to explain her condiittes Ay avoman of chaste

character and fullsofstraightforwardness, she

did not conceal anything’ fom her lord. She

said that the songs of @handidas had really
chermed her: it wasno-human being, she said,

who could compos6..such poems and sing so

sweetly. She was siff@ére and open-hearted and

saw no fault in admifing’a poet. But her husband

took the matter in another light. He passed

an order that Chandidas should be bound to the

back of an elephant with strong cords and

mercilessly whipped to death in the presence of

the people of his city. The Queen interceded

saying, “You do not know, my lord, what you

are going to do.” But the infuriated tyrant

must have his way.

The order was exccuted. Bleeding profusely

under the merciless stripes, the greatest. lyrical

puet of Bengal, expired slowly under the severe
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lashes of the executioner. But says Rami,

“When he was dying in this cruel manner, his

eyes were fixed on me to the last.”

But here this tragedy does not end. The

Queen, who was ordered to witness Chandidas’s

death, was shocked as every woman would be

under the circumstances. But her sentiments

were raised to the highest pitch, as a feeling of

remorse rent her heart that the fact of having

declared her admiration before the Nawab was

the cause of Chandidas’seath—that her indis-

cretion caused this ‘cruebimagtdy. She swooned

away, as she savy Chaididas dying. Alas, she
never arose from thatSwooueDdut quietly passed

away ! } iH
Rami says in the-Jast Jihé-that full of horror

at the sight andfadmiring loye for the Begum

Saheba, she ran ‘togthecspot where she lay

dead, cold as ice, andpprostrated herself at her

feet.

Here ends the account given by Rami. The

tradition to which we have already referred is

almost the same having only minor points of

difference with the account given by Rami.

We believe the account given by Rami to be

true, as it is a contemporary piece of evidence

by one who knew the particulars better than

anybody, of the facts relating to Chandidas, and

the record itself is about 250 years old. The

tradition that bas since come down to the masses
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must have been slightly altered in some points

during the centuries that have intervened.

The Emperor of Gour has been spoken of in

the tradition as a Nawab of the locality, and

Chandidas’s death is said to have occurred in the

temple cannonaded by the Nawab. Now it is

quite possible that the infuriated Nawab passed

a simultaneous order to destroy the temple of

Basuli at Nannur, a point which Rami omitted

to mention. So the tradition on this point,

except the point of-Chandidas’s death within the

temple, may alsodbe acespted 4S) historically true.
It may be a tact thatesomerrelics of Chandidas’s

body might have been “brought to Kirnahar and
buried where his tom) stands to the present day.

Another importantpainiin regard to Chandi-

das’s career has been discovered in an old Bengali

MS., which we found.outsin” the heaps of old

MSS., presented ta-TGhequGalcutta University

Library by Babu Sanat Kumar Mukherjee.

The name of the poet is Tarani Raman and

he gives as an account of the Sahajiya cult,

as inculeated by Chandidas. The poem says

that a Raja in the proximity of Nannur was

greatly attached to Chandidas and regretted very

much that the poet should have given up his

caste for the sake of a low-born woman. He

called on Chandidas and asked him to abandon

his vicious love and come back to caste; if any

help from him would be necessary to bring about
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a compromise between the poet and his com-

munity, the Raja said that he would be most

glad to offer it in behalf of one whom he admired

as a poet and scholar and loved as a friend.

Chandidas advised his friend, the Raja, to

interview Rami and hear from her mouth parti-

culars about the Sahajiya cult which both of

them had adopted. If the Raja could convince

her that she and her lover were wrong, he would

instantly give up his present career and be once

more a man of sogrety as heformerly was.

The Raja called on, Rive accordingly and

was so greatly inapressed! by the account given

by her of the lofty OrdérteAvhich she belonged

that instead of converting them, he himself

became a Sahajiyaiconrerty

I will briefly refer to soing points explained
by Rami, who satd@thatethe Sahajiya was the

highest form of human'tove; that could be con-

ceived, which, at a later stage, transformed itself

to love divine. She gave details as to how one

should proceed in the path of this spiritual

elevation.

1. Lovers should select each other in the

first instance.

2. They should then separate themselves

from one another and live under temptations at

different places. For closely living together at

the outset, they might be overpowered by each

other’s personality ; aud in that case it would be
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difficult to test if the love between the two

was genuine and absolutely free from other

ingredients, or partly aresult of compulsion or

living together outside all other influences.

3. If living at a distance from one another in

the midst of temptations, they should still feel

the same warmth of love undecayed and holy as

ever, they should then come to live in the same

house. After passing through some other tests,

the lover should wakeup the whole night, lay-

ing his hands on thay feet jef>the object of his

love. But the hands swillabe only on the feet.

Learning thus howstoyrestrain cneself for six

months, one should’ proceed on in this manner

to the next stage, so phia he or she will, in an

advanced stage, feélthattheibody is merely like

a dry log and wholly ‘subservient to the spirit.

In one of the poems of Ehandidas, as I have

already stated, he say8 that’Dody must be turned

intoadry log; it must be free from all anima-

tion of passion.

What is, then, the secret of this love? Tt is

an absolute conquest of the flesh. A Sahajiyé

woman told me, “ You worship a clay idol, or a

stone-image; such a God is easy to please. You

offer your gods some flowers and ghee and think

that he is pleased. But Sahajiyd-love is not like

that.” Says Chandidas, ‘ Hear me, brother

man,—a man is above all inthe creation. There

is none higher than man.” You are to please a
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living being and that is the hardest thing in the

world. To-day you worship a man and think

that he isa god. Let six months pass, and you

will find him, if not a devil, not a god cither.

Sahajiyd-love teaches you to stick to your lover.

Kven if the person beats you, you will feel pain

for the hurt he receives in his hands in beat-

ing you, delighting in your own pain, as a gift

from him. Says Chanvidas, “Ido not know

any good except what pleases you.”

T have already, andeds to the fact that

Chandidas does not ECOG IISc divoree in love.

He, who divorces; his’ lores: whatever the cause

may be, is not priv lose to taste the spiritual joy
of this love. It is nota thing for men of society.
It is a message from/h@ayeus, Divorce is neces-

sary for the socialfiman and:social woman. But if

your heart is to besinitiated into the highest

spiritual joy of love}-you wre to go through the

thorny path of unreturned and trampled feelings

—through all that bruises and cuts your heart,—

and gradually feel love’s blessedness which is

reached by the complete conquest of flesh and

extinction of personal desire. This is indicated

by the line of Chandidas,

“ Aas afaul steca ca

ALA Sey Al SICA CA 1”

Many sects tried to attain the end pursued by

the ‘“Samavippyaists”” mentioned before, as the
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erced was apparently attractive owing to matters

relating to the sexes alluring men and women

at the outset, but their attempts were mostly

failures, and the sect did more harm than good to

society, leading many couples to unhappy and

tragic ends in the long run. But still it was a

spiritual system for the attainment of higher joys

by means of emotional culture, and Chandidasa,

though appreciating the value of the truth under-

lying this process more than anybody, still gave

his warning to young meMiof his age by saying

as already referréd fos Vowill want to be a

Sahajiya, but onéiawvasmillion can attain its

goal,” WRAY

Chaitanya saw that pwhat meant ruin toa

million, less one, sliodd: not be tolerated as a

spiritual system. Chandidas ave a mere warn-

ing, but Chaitanyeeabsolutely prohibited such

sexual romance. Theysaidgy§They are all mad

after love. Who knows what love is? Is it

love to offer services to woment When you will

forget all difference between the sexes and look

upon men and women in the same light, then

only can you know the true import of love.”

He turned hard upon those who had the

least desire for women, amongst the ascetics of

his own Order. All this is well-known to you.

Vaishnava lyrical songs are not stray love-

poems. They are the expressions of men who

have looked upon love from the highest point of

23
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spiritual felicities. Lf one studies the whole litera-

ture of the Padas, one will see that underlying

it, lies the Sahajiya element of sacrificing love

and spirit of renunciation with a spiritual end.

The garb is sometimes sensuous; that is only to

save the spirit of the songs from being inacces-

sibly abstract. But unless one has a knowledge

of the purekiya sadhan and its highest felicitous

end, one will not be able to do justice to this

literature. It is the preduct of a special culture

for centuries and the*tesult}o>-a spiritual system

practised by saintly en for long ages. The

Nava-Rasiks or the nine: initiated souls of this

path, viz., Abhiram "Swami ‘vith his lady-love,
Malini, Jaydeva with! Padmavati, Chandidas

with Rami, Billa Mangal Shakur with Chinta-
mani, and others took-the vow of an expedition to

conquer flesh in this path, 4nd made their ascent

to the steep height of their spiritual ambition by

united purpose axfesita as the Buddhist sect

called it. The lives of these saints may be

misinterpreted by the social man, but all the

purity, all the renunciation and all the sufferings

which ever characterised the careers of spiritual

martyrs are theirs; and the Padas are a reflec-

tion of this great romance and felicity with all

their concomitant sufferings, experienced by the

Saints of the Sahajiya-Order.
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CHAITANYA’S DESERTION OF Napta.

One of the most fascinating sources of bio-

graphical information about Chaitanya, one

which has not yet been explored, is the wealth

of songs composed by some of the old Vaisnava

poets, who were mostly his contemporaries.

We have hitherto depended upon the Chaitanya

Bhagvata by Vrindavan, Karchas by Murari

Gupta and Govinda Dass Chaitan ya Chandrodaya

and Chaitanya ‘Onadie “by Kavi Karnapur,
Chaitanya Mangal: by? Faganenda and Lochan
Das and, last though; nob, east, the Chaitanya

Chévita thrita by the venerable
ote enaperical value Krighadas) Kaviraj of Jhamat-

part (Burdwan), for the mate-

rials of his life. “Bats upito’now the songs of
Vaisnava poets whichygiyeralmost a connected

and minute story of the Master’s life, have been

left in the background. The songs are full of

poetic images and characterised by a play of

imagination, which it may be argued, cannot

be accepted as giving a true statement of

historical facts. But such an apprehension will

be removed by a perusal of the songs before

dismissing them on the ground that they are

written by poets and not by historians. Reading

them carefully in the light of history, one will

be struck with the faithful account they often



180 GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE

give of the life of the Master, and if they are

not, altogether free from exaggerations and

poetic flights, the same complaint can be put

forth against many standard biographies of

those times. I shall here give an account of

Chaitanya’s Sanayas, as found in these songs,

some of which combine the charm of poetic

fancy with the vividness of a historian’s

sketch.

In spite of the indifference with which these

songs have been treatet, by anodern historians,

they have been alk along every, popular among

the lay Vaisnavas. /fhe7diterate classes among

this sect may ignore Ae: value of the songs,

and prefer the standard biographies of the

Master, in which Sanskritj\texts and authorities

have been quoted dnd great leatning displayed to

prove Chaitanya as“andncarnation of the Deity.

But the songs withontgany) show of learning,

though the poets who composed them were

great. scholars, appeal straight to the people’s

heart by the unassuming simplicity of their

descriptions ; and the Kirtaniyas have, through

the medium of the fascinating language of the

early poets, communicated every minute detail

of Chaitanya’s life to the people for more than

four centuries.

The whole life of Chaitanya may be told

anew in the light of these delightful songs, but

1 shall here, as ] have already stated, relate the
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story of Chaitanya’s desertion of Nadia, mainly

based on these new materials.

The first of these songs was written by

Govinda Ghosh. He was one

teseanea * * of the companions of Chaitanya

and a native of Agradvipa.

The story is well known how Chaitanya dis-

suaded him from turning a Sannyasi. He had

already joined the Holy Order. One day he

produced a bit oi/Haritaki fruit before the

Master after he had taken fis gheals, and when

Chaitanya asked him as) to twhere he got it, he

said it was a remnant of the fruit taken the day
before. Whereupon they Master looked grave

and said, “ Dear Goyindal you store things for

the morrow, whith ASOR Sabnyasi, you should

not, depending entftelyson-thé Lord. You have

vet a little worldlines¥dni4you and you should

return to your house-hold life” Govinda Ghosh

was compelled to give up his place in the Holy

Order and return home. Govinda Ghosh and

Vasudeva Ghosh were two brothers. They were

poets and musicians, and it is said that they

sang songs in such an exquisitely sweet voice

that Chaitanya often became lost in emotional

felicities and danced for joy when the brothers

sang!

agora coilfad yer ea STS |

aeHs STScr aCe Coa CHAT fer 4
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The first song relating to Chaitanyas’

Sannyas, we find, as I have already stated,

written by Govinda Ghosh. According to this

song, it was first reported by Gadadhar, who

was perhaps Chaitanya’s dearest friend, to

Mukunda that the Master had resolved to re-

nounce the world as an ascetic. Gadadhar

Das’s speech faltered and his

voice was choked with tears.

He said, “ We paid a visit to Chaitanya. We

found him sitting, with\hishead bent down, a

tear rolled downchiseheek-7He looked pale, we

asked him the reason, Hutshe did not say any

thing for sometinie: eMhien) he told us of his

intention. Gadadher’ after delivering this,
became like one patalysedjand Mukunda’s heart

seemed to break 48 he looked at the pale face of

his friend.” This\4§) the fixet song relating to

Chaitanya’s SavnyasyyWertind a substantiation

of this account in the Kadcha of Govinda Das,

the blacksmith who also was a contemporary

and companion of Chaitanya. The Kadcha says

that it was Gadadhar who first told of Chaitanya’s

resolve to Mukunda.

Chaitanya was twenty-two years of age at this

time. His spiritual ecstacies had already drawn

round him a large multitude who believed him to

beagod. He hadja young beautiful wife at home,

who adored him. His mother Sachi, who had

already sustained severe bereavements, doted

The Vaisnava Vandand.



GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE 183

upon him as her only refuge. He was now

going to give up all family-ties, to leave his

home once for all and turn a Sannyasi in the

very dawn of youth.

The second song by the same writer, Govinda

Ghosh, describes Chaitanya’s condition vividly.

Chaitanya saw the grief of his friend, Mukunda,

and soothed him by sweet words. He said,'

“Long have I thought, how I can remove the

sorrows of the world. ‘How ecanTI do it?’ has

been the questiomfhat has again and again

struck me. Thepheeliiig balm is in the love

of God, but this advice-they, would not accept

from me as I ama householder. Even my

own pupils in the fof) think that my head

has gone wrong. Wihiénit begin to preach God’s

love to them fsyith cardovr, they seem to
le are

1 Sete at atfa catal aeica fafa cota

BAAS NTT BCE afH

facarca aya aa ae atte etal ew

afaa erage Jai tT |

shes AG.at Wal BATA A ACA STA

cata Soest atfe aa

Sax (Ble 1A HOTiaR 4 ABT

aria Gal ate Fe <7 |

avs Qoa ofr © Cort caf aff

afaney a8q ABT

Franfaw cae Fa Q Ot Bite aa

WY Sal AMAT ANAL
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doubt my sanity. The world will not accept

the name of God from me, unless I show

renunciation by my own life. Shortly shall

I take the beggar’s bowl and

the ochre-coloured cloth of a

Sannyasi. My curly hair shall I shave and show

to the world that I have nothing in the world

to call mine own, nothing save the name of God,

which is my sole treasure. Thus equipped with

His love, based on renunciation, shall I wander

from door to door adit may. be that they will

not dismiss one who wile prove ‘by his life that he

eares for his fellow- -sulterens | and for God alone.’
The poet says in’ the; jeolophon, ‘Forbear my
friend, my god, this idea and do not close the

work you have so happily. ‘hag zun at Navadvip.’
In the third’ song’ Weithen by the same

writer, Govinda, thepenis anjappeal to the people
of Navadvip.' ‘ Ompsopleyol the great city, are

you not conscious of the mishap that is going

to befall you. Stretch your loving arms, O

citizens, all at once and stop him. He has

brought the highest message for you. Do not

allow him to go. He is your dearest, you will

realise it after he has gone

away. The followers all beat

their breasts in grief. Says Govinda Ghosh,

The second song,

The third one,

1 « cacaca AMAA FTA FWA ote |

ae aatfan cotatbicecs feate 9”
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‘[t would he well and good, if before the unlucky

hour came, I could die.’

The fourth song is by Vasudeva Ghosh. He

was, as I have already stated, a brother of Govinda

Ghosh. Of all poets who have sung of Chaitanya,

his name is perhaps the greatest. He is always

a master-hand at pathos. He ushers us in-

to the inner apartments of Chaitanya’s house

on the eve of his departure. Visnupriva, the

wife of Chaitanya, is seized with fear, she has

not as yet heard offer \nasband’s resolution,

but her mind ig fat ot Papentiments. She
softly murmurs tober ‘OMAPpwD ions, * Why is it,

“isuyercome by a sudden

sorrow? I do not know Avhat it is, but nothing
gives me joy. Lookfat, thesbank of the Ganges,

the green leaves of treeschave & pale hue. The

bee does not huirmersiteon’ the flower. The

velyTeumeht of the Ganges

seems to have stopped, and

the cuckoo’s gay note is not

heard. Is it only to me that everything seems

to be joyless, or to you all, dear friends ? ”

Another song by Vasudeva Ghosh pictures

Visnupriya as coming from the Ganges.' She

dear triends, my hevr

Visyupriya’s — fears

and sorrows.

+ osifeiat Tage aa fon 4a Bea

BAL STA AIST BY MBSA C4 Hi

aface al mica Tee Sha Free |

BT Ata AICS AS “@ ATI] MTS
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is mad with grief. Shehas heard the whispers

of a report, buf uot yet distinctly realised

it. For no one could be so cruel as to tell

her of what was going to happen. Her long

and flowing hair is wet after her bath,

but she has not cared to wring out the

water. She stands before her mother-in-law

and trembles in great grief. She wants to

speak something to her, but cries like a child

and cannot speak. Theamother-in-law is amazed.

She asks, ‘what fs Sitethyt gals thee, child >’

She warmly crab bes ae! in? Ydeep sympathy.
Risnupriya slowly delivers a elt, ‘What shall
I say mother? I cannot expres ‘smy fecling, it is
the ecruelest thing the I have heard. Look at

the inauspicious sights Syotwea, She could speak
no more, but fell auth her mother-in-law’s feet in
the deep agony of her ey heart, Vasu Ghosh, the
poet, says, ‘ How shall T console you, loyal soul ?

The lord of your heart leaves Navadvip to-day.’

Next we pass on to a song by Narahari.

Narahari was a native of Srikhanda in the

district of Burdwan. He was a Vaidya anda

faweferal ace Wid fe Ba Garfel

Bifatecs waa Stfoize aye 1

aifars Wea Sea aCe CH*tg |

Slower Enya aor fora ay t

aie ace ate cata fe afeq ais |

atte aaata sti aca arate 1
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friend of Chaitanya. He must have passed the

prime of his life, when Chaitanya was born.

Yet this elderly men was devoted to Chaitanya

like a child. Even before Chaitanya reached

his youth, Narahari had heen distinguished as

a great poet of Radha-Krisna songs. How

dearly Chaitanya loved him, will be understood

from the fact that while the former wandered,

steeped in eestacies of his spiritual felicities, in

the Deccan, forgettul of all his kith and kin, he

once uttered the nay ae oF Nayahari, calling him

in his trances dearer tha life and wishing to
hear God’s name; from hin again.’ Nayahari
says, ‘ To-day CNeitanya” Jeaves Nadia. The
current of the Ganges seems to have stopped.

The very statues of re $ONs5 of Shiva, Ganapati

and others, worgbipped im the temples, seem
pale and Nature’sebhossome suddenly wither.

The buds do not ShléenyTthe bees do not hum

and cows do not. show any inclination to graze in

the fields.” Says Narahari, ‘The city of Nadia

cannot bear its grief.’ *

1 gaae aca cera ate aaafa |

big aya eta celal onfava ofa i:

> cotaybte BITS atta cata Sca eae afes atwal viat |

4B SAS seinie aie tye cee aaa ANTAL

8 Hel Ga MBAS ace al Lawyers oy Wat BAL A

BIOS a CAH Al fC AM a WSCT GAA Gast wal 4

Tega sead faafes a Alte AYR AVA ACA |

aifa we aa! ATT aria qa aca Sioatea aiga aay
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“Chaitanya left his bed-chamber before

daybreak, when poor Visnupriya, weary with

sleepless watch all night, had just closed

her eyes for a moment in sleep. Then did

she suddenly awake,” says Vasu Ghosh, the

poet, “and in the darkness felt the couch

of her Lord empty, it seemed that a thunder-

bolt had fallen on her head. She wept,

losing all contro] over herself. She came near

the door of her mother-in-law’s room, and

gently murmured int atene, choked with

tears. ‘He waSttherewn the room, all night,

but just before} daybreak. has gone away

where I know not; Peainnot bear the grief,

© mother.’ The mothers anxieties all night

through had not allowed het a moment’s sleep.

As she caught tha gentle bewail ing tone of the

wife, Sachi rose from her be d with a start, with

her tresses all dishevelled’ She lighted a lamp

and with poor Visnupriya looked hither and

thither, but nowhere could he be seen. Then

the mother and wife walked in the streets of

Nadia, the mother calling aloud Chaitanya by

his name. The citizens of Nadia were moved,

ten or fifteen of them gathered in each spot

and sought the missing youth, —the delight of

their home and of their city. On enquiry a

waytarer told them, Yes T have seen him. He

went past me by the way to the village

of Kanchan Nagar. Vasu Ghosh, the poet
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fears lest he gets his head shaven, (turns an

ascetic).'

The next song of Vasu Ghosh says, “ The

followers of Chaitanya in the

morning all gathered in his

house and saw Visnupriya

lying on the floor of her room like one that was

The mother and the

wite.

* gal web feal st ag afer ayeta

afetafe CCK favtea

sre] STH es Re Leora atfe aca
i (as sua t!

abla afarst ar Rae 1a yi, joa Stee af
qieet rae ae ferat |

waa ayes fea ||) Vat ore catal oa

eee wet ASA
coher etic HAL Oo fam ate g aac

mo ce
aya, ate, cate) ATP a a ace oa

ofa aya yeas Sal |

vface atin aif cefacaa 2,6 fie

cata HE Gem ay ASR |

fai aan aq Hc Sita Sifen 2

Bice “BT fae <faat 1

ol fa amata cate | Stew Btesaca ctiee

ACH GIT ALR AAS |

aa ATA UTA, Wo Sa ACH STF

CATATCH CATA CATS CBA

CH AH CHEATS CALS wala cee atte Aree

wien HICH ACA TF |
ay ee TNR aha aiatt Giesila ete

ATH Gila AVS TSF |}
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dead. Sachi sat deeply afflicted at the gate.

Then she wept and opened her mouth, ‘ Who is

it that has given him this advice to leave me,

his old mother, and Visnupriya, his devoted wife,

for life? Wedo not know who shot us from

the dark. What a cruel man must he be, who

has turned the head of my child in this way!

We were inside the house and did not know by

which way he left. But no doubt he has left us.

How can we live, thus forlorn ?’ Vasudeva, the

poet, says, ‘ Sacks ree hike one dead atter

dear one had left ‘Nadi? Ns ie
He, the youthful sul in whom there was no

other thought thay thet lofhis Beloved, and of

how to redeem iis feliowindn from sin and

sorrow, walked qu ¥tiiyebo-theiBank of the Ganges,
says Lochan Das Of theéd46th century. He

crossed the river and came to the village of

Kanchan Nagar. ‘There he sat under a tree.

His fame as a god on this earth, who had

brought message from heaven, had already spread

far and wide. Men and women of Kanchan

Nagar all assembled to see the God-intoxicated

youth. They wept to think how handsome he

_looked, recollecting the hardships of the Sannyas-

life, for which he was going to take a solemn

vow. The women-folk specially felt for the

poor mother and wife deserted by him, but they
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all stood in silence, for his presence was divine,

making one forget all thoughts of the mundane

world. Vasu Deva then sings how Chaitanya came

to Katwa and met Keshava Bharati, the apostle

of the Vaisnava Order of Madhavendra Puri.

Chaitanya bowed before the venerable Vaisnava,

who struck with the emotional fervour of the

youth rose np and said, ‘ Who art thou and

where art thou bound for?’ CQhaitanya’s eyes

were full of tears. He Barth ‘Accept me as your

disciple and give Wid a ‘pladt i in your Holy Order.
T want to be a SantyasPes LOR people there’

sa¥aee aside va, ‘ exclaimed,
‘Vv enardble | Bharati, do not take

hin into the Holy Order. | ‘Elis mother and wife

will not be able to eae jt; we shall not be
able to bear it. Werhas. _just stepped into his
youth.’ Then someyofpthem quoted slokas, in

which it is laid down that a man can turn an

ascetic only after he had passed his fiftieth

year, and not before. ‘The divine young man

who had so long appealed to Bharati by shedding

tears of joy suddenly grew calm, while he

saw that they tried to bafile his aim by

Sastric authority, and: said in deep emotion,

to Bharati, ‘If before I reach fifty, I die,

when shall I have an opportunity of loving

my God with whole heart in the company

of saintly men like you? You are my

master, I have nothing more to say to you.’

The vow of Sannyés.
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Yhen Bharati, moved by the youth’s ardour.

of love, said, ‘Do not fear, child, I will initiate

you into the life of a Sannyasi.’

The barbar, Madhu Sil, was called at this

stage, says Vasu Ghosh, and Chaitanya’s beauti-

ful curly hair, which was the pride of his youth

and of those who loved him, was cruelly shaved.

The women-folk again wept when they saw him

break all ties of home, of his country, and take

the vow of life-long ansterity, which would

require him to depentignapom, what food chance

would bring him, (@Slespevinder a tree on the

bare ground, and novite seu his wife any more in
life. But when he Yosefrom? his seat after he

was shaven, they were \surprised to see his

person, surrounded’# withi*a halo of light.

The narrow worldl, was given up for a wider
world, petty love Wasemerged in universal love,

the fish of the tank wai lefiloose in the sea, the

bird’s cage was broken, and it was now free .

in the illimitable sky. A joy consequent on

the sudden change became apparent on _ his

face and he howed, says Vasu Ghosh, to all

present. He wore the ascetic’s rags, and looked

humble in God’s love. ‘The people shed silent

tears, when Chaitanya addressed them and

said, ‘I have taken now the holy vow of

Sannyas, bless me, all of you, that I may

not do any thing to disgrace the sacred vow

and my Holy Order and also that I may
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meet my God, whom I have sought all these

days.’

In Navadvip the followers of Chaitanya were

afflicted with a sorrow that passes all account.

When he used to dance in the courtyard of

Srivas, with his face glowing with the vision of

the Highest, they saw before them God in Man.

For the whole night spiritual songs and dancing

went on in that historic compound, and so great

was the fascination of his presence and of his

trances that whenethé day\brake, they thought it

dawned too earlyig Wisxeyefew lustrious scholars
among his followats even before he had adopted
Sannyas, one of ' whom hau once exclaimed,
‘If my head be crushed by a thunder-bolt or my
only son dies, I may hear, it, but not any one

abusing our Master.” He wad only 22 at this

time. In Navadvipathe neive of his renunciation

spread like wild fira%qPHelfollowers lay sunk

in a gulf of woe. Vasudeva Ghosh describes

their condition in some songs. One of them

runs thus, ‘Why has he taken the stalf of an

ascetic at this beginning of his youth? Why

does he wear the ochre-coloured cloth? Woe

be to us all! Srivas cries loudly, Gadadhar

weeps alone, Mukunda’s face is spotted with

silent tears. None of them talks, none of them

has even the heart to refer to Chaitanya’s deser-

tion of Nadia. It is Haridas alone who goes

from door to door, consoling those who are in

25
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deep zriel, Vasudeva, Narahari and Vakreshwar

are overwhelmed with emotion. Haridas failing

to remove their grief, stands silent like a statue,

with closed eyes, from which trickle down drops

of tears.’ ‘Even those who are Chaitanya’s

abusers,’ says Vrindavan Das, the author of

the Chaitanya Bhagvata, ina song, ‘ feel great

sorrow and say, ‘[f he comes back to Nadia,

we will apologise this time.’” Thus Chaitanya’s

object of Sannyas wagedially achieved ; for none

was now in the oreal chy of Nadia, who did not
adore him hecauseof iis av at renunciation.

Sachi and Vine jpulfered intensely.
One night Sachi had not a Wink of sleep owing
to her agony of grig fl | Site rose up at midnight

and went to they doarayay « of Srivas, where
Chaitanya spent days-and niglits in his emotional

joys and tranees. There. On. the bare ground she
lay like a poor thing, weeping the rest of the

night. About dawn, Malini, wife of Srivas, came

out and discovered Sachi in that plight. They

were bosom-friends and Malini could ill control

her grief at the sight of bereaved Sachi.'

This we learn front a song hy Premdas, jo ato

“ faqe “qaa fa. CAP ATE oe,

fate ofa arfe ara gem

ecace alee ale atta Dates ater

Hisa sitfest eta ecm

CATR SYsCA RUA, faul atte atta taza,
atfeay alfsa teal era:
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Chaitanya’s contemporaries. The same writer

says in another song that Visnupriya practically

gave up her usual meals. Day and night she

spent alone, and scarcely cared to look at the

faces of her dearest friends. It was only when

her services were needed to minister to the com-

forts of Sachi, that she showed some sign of life.

Meanwhile the God-intoxicated youth went

from Katwa, losing all control over self, losing

all consciousness of ¢hesexternal world. The

vision of Krisna was tha-onily reality, and an illu-
sion of Vrinda CHovssscandinitd his sight from
every landscape thet: he: Sisited. He wept for joy
when the vision was cléat, @nd wept in sorrow

when the vision faded. i Nityananda at this stage
led him by a prioke {6 Sapiipur. He gave
Chaitanya to undépstand thatyt was the Vrinda
Groves, towards which. the they were journey ing.
Chaitanya followed ‘Nityananda in a state of
trance. Keaching Santipur, Nityanda left

apes ais e17y ctCA ABT ACG BYTH,

af fem STS HCH 2

Befaal feats gx, alfaats e126 9%,

gata dacy Seay |

saz al cafes Sea ALY CRNA TCH,

Stra set CSSA

CHE CRS ATG BITCH fea cate atta ace

fe efa sare Sota)

aPRCTA CHA BH colt cotatta 23,
afaca fe cre ripe STA
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Chaitanya at the house of the saintly Advaita-

charya, and himself started for Nadia.

Nityananda could not bearthe sight of the

sorrows of Sachi. ‘The more he thought of her,

the more did he grieve within himself and

resolved to create an opportunity for an inter-

view between the mother and her son. Hence

he had brought Chaitanya to Santipur by

playing a trick on him.

But when Nityananda said to Sachi that her

son was at Santipunatid Wished to see her there,

“Sachi could no stipportber grief. She said,

‘Ts it true then thats as al -pted the life of an

ascetic and shall never t tive svith us? Is it true
that he has cut olf his curly hair and wears rags ?

Istetrue\that he has taken a

beegar’s bow bin hishand and the

ascetic’s staff? 1 Pso,hewelsHall I be able to see
him in such a conditioi? Dear child, I will not

go to Santipur. I will go to the Ganges and

drown myself before I see such a sight.” 'This

we read in a sony composed by Murari Gupta

who was present whem Nityananda called upon

Sachi to deliver the message of Chaitanya’s

visit to Santipur.

But the mother at last set out for Santipur.

She went ahead, and with her the whole city of

Nadia. At the house of Advaita they saw a

strange sight. Chaitanya was no more what he

had been in the past, he was now a Sannyasi,

At Santipur.
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he wore the ochre-coloured rags and had the

ascetic’s staff anu bowl in hishand. He thought

of God alone and of the miseries of his fellowmen,

When he spoke of God with emotion, they all

saw the God-vision, when he wept for Him, they

all wept with him. Thedivine youth was al-

together different from others and looked like

a messenger fromheaven. Sachi cried aloud in

grief and said, “ Why have you shaven your

head, child? Is it a sign, of your resolution to

leave your mother Gud, Wife Alas, how can I

live without you %) Nilyehisndh is your friend,
dear as life, there ye yout companions, Advaita
Gadadhar and Sriv: a8. OW ‘ised to spend time
with them in relighdby discourses, in spiritual
songs and musi@s be Why ot do the same

in your own city You axe a great teacher,

they say. Is it a ‘Mehttlling to desert one’s

mother and wife, w han they are so deeply affec-
tionate? Do you teach this lesson of love and

duty to the world?”’ She could say no more,

her voice trembled and tears flowed freely from

her eyes. Chaitanya, with joint hands, stood

before his mother, he then laid his mother’s

hands on his head and requested her to bless

him. He said nothing more, whereupon Sachi

again said, “Is it for this that

I gave you education? Your

learning is admired everywhere. Does all your

scholarship teach you to thrust a dagger into the

Moiher’s appeal.
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heart of your mother and of your loyal wife ?”

Then Chaitanya broke his silence and spoke in

an humble voice, ‘‘ Know me, dear mother, to be

your affectionate child for ever, Suniti initiated

her son, Dhruva, into the path of spirituality

and renunciation.- Hewasamere lad, yet his

mother did not stand in his way. fam left

Ayodhya and wens to forests for the sake of

a sacred pledge. Kausalya, his mother gave

permission, though shes aept (all the while and

led a miserable lifty, Ligtista drimself left Nanda
and Jasoda, his p: ‘oats wedi his great mission
at Mathura Puri. Wigtalbobect in life must be
attained by great scutes | and I wish that my
mother should not sta: ay hh the way, for if you

do object, it is not ai am power to act against
your wish: Knowemother, Goll’s love alone can

heal the bruised. heart. =P shall be for a good
many years at Nilachal (Puri) so near Nadia,
for the sake of your love.” So humble was

his speech, so full of tender feelings for the

mother, that though weeping she could not with-

hold from her son permission to adopt the life

he had chosen.

In the great Kirtan festivities which marked

the few days of Chaitanya’s stay at Advaita’s

house, trances came upon the young ascetic very

often. Inan unconscious state, he fell often

on the bare floor and Sachi requested his com-

panions to take care, lest he should be hurt by
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his falls, She repeatedly asked Nityananda to

take care of her son and requested Srivas to

stop the Kirtan when the night advanced, lest

he should fall ill, ‘Alas, poor mother,’ eried

Murari Gupta in the colophon of one of his

songs.

After a few days’ stay at Santipur, Chaitanya

in great humility requested his friends to

continue their kindness towards him, “T have

worn rags and left dome for good. I have

cruelly given up pty! Yhother sary] my wife. The
latter told me Caine: why sannyas, ‘The
catting off of yout aii $400 with home means
leaving me, who MoCahe echict tie of home.
Stand there my lord, i Wilh drink poison and die.
So your ties of hoyplebagrd lee severed, but. do
not leave your nakive city ‘Dell her, my friends,
that I shall be at Pit frontwhich place mother

and she will always’ receiv’ information about
me.”

From Santipur Chaitanya started for Puri.

There are many songs of great pathos in which

the sorrows of the mother and wife are described.

Some of these relate to the dreams of Sachi,

which are all about her son, whom she never

saw again during her long remaining life. In

one of these songs she says to her friend, Malini,

wife of Grivasa, “Oh, my friend, I saw in a

dream last night that he came to me after a

long time. He stood in the compound of our
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home and called me in a tender voice. As I

heard his voice, forthwith Tran from my room

to meet him. He touched the dust of my feet

and said, ‘IT could not bear to live without you,

mother. J wandered from place to place and

left Puri for your sake. I have come to Nadia

to have a sight of your face again.’ As he said

this I came closer to him and was overjoyed by

his touch after this long separation. Merged

in happiness that is beyend description, I found

my dream suddewty ‘arlisheid> » My mind is since
ill at ease, T cannot ry grief.”! This
song was composed Buideva Ghosh.

Numerous poets, | ‘Yebstly contemporaries of
Chaitanya, have doses Bethke sorrows of Visnu-

priya, during caRn of the hv elve months that

eats igh
1 afeeia gicaaediia TI eacal arfaat a8,

fame oy Hatfer aa
ai feraty tigteal, feritca caret feat,

a ahaa wife statcr i

Tats wey featy abe Aifer CeatT

famlecaa stata Atel teat |

ayaa Beco ofa, fret fate fra ofa,

sais Stem eB afeay

COLTS CateAT at fete oti crc cacat,

aface aifaata arateca |

cotates caftatse sez, al fraty taatsica

Stfeew Sfeew Set a7 1

areq cata atst afa, feara ayaiea fa,
cametea farm oF 28a |
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constitute a year. One of these poet is Bala-

rama Das. He writes :—

“In the month of February,’ Chaitanya

was born. Visnupriya’s past

happiness on her husband’s

anniversary day when he used

to be presented with wreaths of flowers and fine

apparels, and when the citizens of Navadvip sent

him delicious meals prepared at their homes,

came to the memory of the poor wife, and she

Jonged for a sight of hit Who was now the god

of millions. Thoy- observed « tie anniversary of

the birthday of her Youd? swith: fast and vigil, but
the poor wife pindd ay separation and wept,
recollecting the happy ‘days of February and

March in the past. 64

In April, the gardens pitsented a sight of

blooming flowers, id the .outckoo sang. Poor
Visnupriya sighed andyfledyyfrom the sight of

Nature’s blooming things, as they reminded her

of the swect days passed in her husband’s

The twelve months’

sorrows,

company.

In May, she remembered how handsome her

husband looked, putting on the fine Krisna-kels

cloth, suited to the season. Thesweet perfumes

of Kumkum and sandal were always in readiness

to make them cheerful. How dry the world

now seemed to the poor wife without him.

‘YT havo roughly given the Benyali months their corresponcing

English names,

26
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In June, Visnupriya mourned remembering

that her husband was probably travelling on

foot over the hard sandy ground, scorched by

the rays of the sun. In July and August, she

imagined her husband wandering under the

sky with incessant rains pouring on his bare

head; thus when Visnupriya saw the sky over-

east’ with clouds, she sighed and wept. In

September, naraberless boats came and went by

the river, how eagerly she longed, poor fond

soul, that one of theseunigit bring the treasure
of her heart backs to;honmey, sOctober was the

month of reliziousf ities Chaitanya’s party
used to sing spiritual ‘eones in that month; they
enlivened the whole city by, their religious music ;

and the recollectio ‘of “tHewe gp2ined poor Visnu-

priya. In } Noventher the sky became clear, the

clouds dispersed liketa= broke army, here and

there was seen in the'sky! some remnants of them

like a run-away and unarmed enemy. The lotus

bloomed and the ‘shevwali,’ flowers that looked

like a lady’s nose-ornaments, fell profusely on the

earth. She sighed remembering those sweet

days, when she wreathed garlands with those

flowers to present them to her husband. Decem-

ber’s cold brought on again a fresh longing and

memories thet were both sweet and bitter. But

January was the most trying of all months, for

it was in this month that he deserted Nadia and

turned an ascetic, ”
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These songs, which have all the wealth of

poetic details but of which for want of space

I have to make a bare mention, were composed

by Lochan Das, Bhuban, Sachinandan and other

poets of the 16th Century. They are called

Bara Mashis or songs of twelve months.

Chaitanya came to a place named Athara

Nala near Puri. From there he saw glimpses

of the great flag of the Puri Temple, that flash-

ed on high like a streak of lightning. This

view of the pompdtis*ensigh, of the Temple

brought on a tranég, ibseenied’as if he had seen

the very attire of hig: God. The flag was red
and lined with gold/it Wrought on the vision of
Krishna’s purple clophies, \, He was a scholar of
scholars, Descendie. Stans “the plane of his
emotional joy, he\discoursed on scholarly sub-

jects in such a fashfor that the veterans of the
age dared not meet his arguinents, but when the

emotion came, it appeared like a temporary

outburst of beautiful insanity. Beautiful, be-

cause, whatever he did and said like a deluded

soul in that condition, fascinated all by their

charming romance. We read the poems of a

great genius, and for the time the unreal exer-

cises a power on us ina far greater degree than

the real. Chaitanya’s trance was such a poem.

From Athara Nala, he ran on madly to the

Temple. So great was his speed that his follow-

ers could not overtake him.
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We need not describe what transpired at

Puri after he had reached that place. How the

great scholar of that age, Vasudeva, was beaten

in a discourse and was carried like a straw in

the stream by the fascination of Chaitanya’s

trances, till he acknowledged the young man to

be the guide, the pole star of his future life.

We need not describe the pathetic interest that

gathers round the story of the monarch Pratap

Rudra’s earnestness to become the disciple of

the young map. We) shal not discourse here

on the historic indie bepyabn Chaitanya and
Rama Ray and the enigiemss Tush uctions the latter
received from the Master, “nor shall we here try

to give an account of \hoyy, Raghunath Das, the

illustrious scion of the Saptagram Das family,
joined the Holy (Order: “‘WMese are incidents
which are written Hulattetsiof”=old on the pages
of the various biog®aphiespof Chaitanya. But

we shall, on the authority of the songs,

give a short account of how greatly his own

people at Nadia suffered on account of his

leaving that place. These songs illuminate

those little corners, which big historians have

left unnoticed and obscure, but which in

these short poetic accounts have made the

whole tale of the Sannyasi interesting and

beautiful.

On reaching Puri, Chaitanya thus defined his

mission to Nityananda.
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The latter’s field of activity was to be

Bengal,—this was the Master’s order ‘ Whom-

soever your eyes may meet,” said Chaitanya

to Nityananda, “You should approach him

with instructions on Bhakti. There are those

who are proud of their learning and continually

argue, meekly should you approach them

and impart to them some of the spiritual

felicities, which will create a craving for

the higher life. The students of Nadia, who

only care for <Cholavship> ,the sophists and
abusers who scoff abrasion, should not be
abandoned to theit Rite, Dutvto all, to all indis-
criminately, should "you! preach, Among all
should you distribute Ae Reps ure of God’s love.
The scholars of Nadia! Fea w ays hostile to the
religion of sweet @motion. 'o/them also should

you open the portals ofour new heaven.” We

have two songs of this nature from the pen of
the illustrious poet Balaram Das. In the second

of these Chaitanya says, ‘ But I have not yet told

you of the most important section, among whom

your chief work should be. The destitute and the

forlorn, those that are excommunicated by society,

the fallen ones, and the sinners should receive your

greatest attention and I know

Advce f° Nitve you to be pre-eminently fit for
this work, for by your nature

youare kindtothem.” And Nityananda respect-

fully received the command of the Master. With
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Abhiram Gaurdas, Ramai, Sundarananda and Basu

Ghosh he came to Panihati near Calcutta and met

Raghava, the scholar, on the bank of the Ganges

His heart melted with pity at the sight of the

fallen and the destitute. The cruel orthodox

society had made them outeasts. Religion in

the [indu community had grown like a narrow

pool, to be shut out from public touch for fear

of contamination. If a man sinned, he was

given up. But Nityananda came like a gushing

stream, sweeping cevérything, before him in his

majestic march. “ite euabraced the sinners with

Hed: them brothers. His

vast love sough( not Sanetity by exclusion.

Even those that | Veatyhim and abused him

tears in his eves andy

received his mereyoSénthat many a ruffian

turned remorseful, inspired “Wy his unbounded

piety. Se a”
When from “Pitti! WNityananda came to

Nadia he, first of all, paid a visit to Sachi, who

burst into tears at the sight of him. For Nitya-

nanda and Chaitanya were always seen together.

She could not speak. The grief cansed by this

meeting, is powerfully described in the songs by

Kanudas and Premdas, two contemporary poets.

The citizens of Naiia lay under the

shadow of a great grief. Even the abusers of

the Master became remorseful. For Chaitanya

had harmed none in the world. He was steeped

in felicities, which everyone now realised, were
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ofa higher plane. The scholars missed one who

had vindicated the prestige and glory of Navadvip,

the boasted seat of learning, by vanquishing in a
public debate the far-famed Keshava Kashmiri,

who was unmatched in the India of that time

for learning. The people now longed for those

mystic visions of which, inspired by Chaitanya,

they had but caught only a glimpse, The whole

of Nadia mourned like one man and looked as

under the smarting influence of a great bereave-

ment. Premdas, the’ Feemporary poet, thus
describes the con dition oh ANAMiO i in a song :-—

“The citizens of: Nadia eg nestly inquired of
every ascetic and Yoxtthat passed by the city,

‘Have you seen ®) ygung Sannyasin named

Chaitanya * You gosh mie an opportunity

of doing so, for yor. wanden fran place to place.

He is young and 1 tnudapanepia fd sheds tears as
one utters the namélofK risa before him. He

weeps and smiles and holds soliloquies at the

sight of his Krisna, for the vision of his God

follows him wherever he goes. Suddenly some-

times he closes his eyes and shows great emo-

tional joy when he communes with Krisna in his

soul. He repeats the name of the god of his

love and his eyes become full of tears.’

“Yea, have I seen such a one,” says one

of them, “but he is nota man. People take

him for God Himself. He lives on the sea-

coast at Puri. People do not go to see the
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image of God there. They have found the living

God, whose spiritual dances, music and discourses

hold them spell-bound night and day.”

Chaitanya, shortly after arriving at Puri,

sent the young scholar Jagadananda to Nadia

with a message to his mother. The poets.

Madhavi Das and Chandra Sekhar have composed

songs to describe the incident.'

1 wey cece BTca crac
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Jagadananda came from Puri to Nadia in

order to see Sachi. From afar the city looked as

if shrouded in a gloom, like the Vrinda groves

once deserted by Krisna. The scholar was afraid

lest Sachi had died of a broken heart. The very

trees seemed shorn of leaves, and in the sky the

clouds seemed to cover the sun’s rays. The birds

perched mute on the boughs of the trees and the

cows stared with unmeaning looks. The scholar

“ase wah, He 2ya fea) F235, AST BYR |
aifea micwa wae Bane Scr aya
Fett atin, (Rea ea SEE CHT EIS CH |
ST FF FTA, «heh een, A OeAal FA
7 ab a, Miaey Isa, cafest fae aa |

OXRH Glew, PzL a Tatas RIA CATS WHAT 1
aifes ea, catt. gc SNAYBe Ix 2eUS |
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ofan Sata, eee ERE ag aaa AAT
wat cara fea, wife diem, Hata ae oTF A

atta sifaal, toy (apie, Bea wa sf |
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was deeply moved to see the city ander the

shadow of a great grief. He sat for a while

ata spot on its outskirts, and had not the heart

to enter it.

“Aftera while he rose up and visited the

houses. ‘The inmates were like statues, none said

a word. In the market, there was not the

usual crowd ; it seemed they cared not for their

daily meals and the comforts of life. Silently

did he advance and entex.the house of Chaitanya.

Sachi lay there as taf déad and clase by her sat

Visnupriya, the true wifes, APiBY’ closed eves from
which dropped tears/(/heir? chief and trusted

attendant, Ishan, w ipa’ areay his own tears with
one hand, and with the other ministered to the
needs of the poor mother and) wife. The other

servants and maldeaoevants filently did their
duties and seeing a Stra Aer hoy asked, “ From
where hast thou conte; Oly Brahmin %” and he

replied, “I have come from Puri. Your dear

Chaitanya has sent me to enguire about you.”

Their eyes grew tearful at this news, and one of

-them forthwith ran to communicate the tidings to

Sachi, another went to Srivas’s house to acquaint

Malini with this gladdening news. They were all

happy beyond description at this, and Malini,

Srivasa and many other citizens of Nadia at once

thronged at Chaitanya’s house. Malini entered

the inner apartment, and raised Sachi and

Visnupriya both by the hand, for they lay ina
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state of stupor. She said to them, ‘ Look here,

your Chaitanya has sent tidings through a young

scholar. Sachi rose witha start and saw Jagada-

nanda before her. She enquired, ‘Is my son

coming? Say how far he is from here.’ Jagada-

nanda was deeply moved and described to all

present the never-to-be-old account of Chaitanya’s

devotion and love. All present eagerly caught

each word that felletvdrm the scholar’s lips and

felt their sorrows gartly cermin by his words.
He stayed in the { ‘city? for ‘Some time at the
earnest request of the ‘poople: there.”

This song was composed by Chandra Sekhar

about 850 years age: Sieh: Yas not a contem-

porary of Chait: alway ut) tndonbtedly heard
stories about him estanctleth ose who were
Chaitanya’s friends and '¢éripanions.



Humour in Old Bengali Literature.

It has been very often said, and not without

truth, that, generally speaking, the whole range

of Old Indian Literature seems to be lacking in

the sense of humour. There are, no doubt,

attempts on the part of authors to make their

readers laugh, but even those who have risen to

the highest pinnacle of literary fame and acquired

an undying reputation, have failed to give those

fine touches which cut like sharp swords and

pierce like the point_ofaWeedle. Indian humour

is sometimes seehn¥to? Getke on the grotesque.
The Court-fool’s Idfooners. “finds its inexhaus-
tible source of naib in. eotinary subjects, and
even the great Kalidas, who is all refinement,

becomes dull, if notycaarse,,when he introduces

the Court-buffoon “fhe! tyovlines of Valmiki,

in which Rama addresses Laksman, pointing to

the slow steps by whichthe,erane moves on the

bank of the lake Pampa, certainly in quest of

fish, are memorable as they expose the hypocrite

who tries to pass for asaint. ‘Look there, O

Lakshman, the crane, virtuous soul, moves in

slow stepson the bank of the Pampa, fearing lest

it should trample any living thing under its feet.’?

1 ates ata fcr aiten) at atte aerate |

calfacar my tmnitate ace ams at fates 4
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In Valmiki’s age, there were surely people, who

walked slowly and cautiously, avoiding as far as

possible treading the poor insects grovelling on

the earth. The enemies of this religious sect

said that some of these people, who were so

scrupulous in regard to worms and insects, would

not shrink from murdering men for some selfish

purpose. Who knows that Valmiki did not hit

at these people by these two lines? The Katha

Sarit Sagar has no doubt many fine and acute

touches of humour, But as my business is not to

deal with any epoGltof t Saniskefit’ Literature I must
come down to the Venaaieitine of this province.

Humour in the’ hands of) European writers
has often been a power stl means of exposing the
vices and weaknesses ot a {political sect. It has
also been directfd to expose the flaws and

foibles of indiv idWalsy: to.jewer them in the
public opinion. E.oberty Buxns said that some-

times his one line of humour created ten enemies.

Dean Swift, Butler and others took for their

subjects great political vices, and their exposure

of these has been by means of fables and stories

of a most effective and convincing nature.

In the quiet social life of Bengal such

humour is unknown. The old

owe sectarian jea- Bengali Literature often dis-

plays a wealth of genuine and

intrinsic poetry and consist, generally speaking,

of mere folk-songs. The poems were sung
*
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mostly before the multitudes, who were illiterate.

No factional or sectarian jealousy inspired them,

as they had absolutely no political life. They

had no hand in administration. So when they

were oppressed, they prayed to God for redress,

and now and then related their story of misfor-

tune before a sympathetic audience. Thus we

find Kavi Kankan, speaking of Muhammad

Sheriff’s mal-administration ; it isa plain, pathetic

story, which shows a spirit of high resignation

on the part of the pegtabnt_ nowhere that bitter-

ness of the souly which seeks expression in

pointed remarks andy pyiittperations. In one of

the earliest of our poams; Manik Chandra Rajar

Gan, we find the oppressor, whose name is not

given, described asst Bangah’ with a flowing

beard who came ffom the south.! The way in

which this referenCesisamadeto the hearded man,

is pungent, and themMéntiaa of his long flowing

beard is merely to hold him up to ridicule, but

beyond this there is no attempt at humour.

The story ends in pathos as is usual in such

descriptions. But in the 16th century, when

the Moslem invaders desecrated the Hindu

temples and committed cruel atrocities, the

Hindus were not slow to retaliate when they

found an opportunity. Here we find many

poets writing in a pungent and humorous tone

1 “ Sib ere aida atria areal aya wife)”
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about the Mollas, Kbonkars and Miahs.

Vansivadan’s account of Husan Kazi is full of

sprightly humour. Among those who desecrated

a temple of Manasa Devi, in Vansivadan’s

account, was one Kalu Miah, son of Takiya Jola.

The family surname ‘Jola’ shows that he

belonged to a low class’ of

Muhammadan weavers. “Kalu

Miah declared that all the Goilas (milkmen),

who worshipped Manasa Devi, should be killed.

His cousin Hazi Miah, whigser father’s avocation
was to wipe the feet otis ninsior after the mud
was washed off, and who was brother of Tunia
Jola, suggested tat: it, would be eruel to kill

the Hindus, but their) bdtibes should be burnt,
so that they might be killed: aby fire and not by
human hands.” '/ ‘Phe mixture of Urdu in the
lines, the word &' ‘een “the contempt indicated
in *i catetS add tolthé4 Mimour of the passage,

Even the archaic form sffge is used humorously.

Vijoy Gupta, the poet of the Manasa-cult, who

flourished in the 15th century, describing this

contact of the Goalas with the Muhammadan

iconoclasts, shows considerable wit. He describes

A mahomedan harem.

1 « @yafies! ala sig Bios catata ya |
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the wife of the Kazi in the following verses.'

‘The old maid-servant came to the outer apart-

ments with the news that the mistress of the

house was coming there. Some of them said,

‘What can be the reason that the venerable

lady, the mother of the Khonkar, is coming

herself? Imust go to pay my Salam first.’

The old lady, surrounded by her female attend-

ants, appeared there and the ery went out, ‘ Stop

ye, who are talking. There comes the venerable

lady.’ She was sOwoldSthatshe could hardly

see things even With her spectacles on. Some

of the party said,//*/Howis it? What makes

you come here, graid‘dame®” ‘The two brothers

came in and salanedy her’ [tis difficult to

convey an idea of ste homtoi, which is nidden

in the quaint ar chaic words with a sparkling of
Urdu, that we find ithe Orie inal, by translating
the passage into English? “Not only the Muham-

madans but the Hindu poets sometimes do not

spare the people of their own community, but

1 ae thy ataraa ates TAH |

CRE WH CHA ASA catasiens “1F |

ales eect at rata SATS |

enet ice aia a aut fate pea |
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lampoon them. We come across many passages

in which East Bengal people and their dialects

are ridiculed. Most celebrated of these is

Mukundaram’s satire of the East Bengal

boat-men. When the ship of Dhanapati was going

to be wrecked in the sea by a

great storm, the Bangal Majhis

on board the ship cried, ‘ Harui, Harui, Ob papa,

Oh papa, lost are we in this foreign country.’

One said, ‘ Behold, we,ave entirely helpless now.

The dry fish and) Stheérystotes, in fact all that

we had, have gone tosthe hattom of the sea.’
Another said, ‘ My\store-of turmeric is gone, my
youthful wife I leftaft “home ina rage. What

is the good of this quased jexistence?’? Another

boatman said, ‘ [tis theestairs, brethren, that
have brought on this-evil dayymy heart longs to

see my kith and Kin’ The last of them said

‘It will be soon over. I shall no more see my
wife and children.’ The reader may wonder

“The Bangials.”
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where the humour is in the above passage. Yet

it is a passage possessing great humour. It is

interspersed with many words of Eastern Bengal

dialects, words, which would make a Bangal the

laughing stock in an assemblage of cockmys. The

word ‘ Hurui,’ a mere ejaculation, expressing

sudden distress, is purely an Eastern expression,

‘Bapui’ ‘ Bapui’ is the Eastern Bengal form of

‘Bapre Bap.’ The Eastern Bengal men will say

az, where the Bengali of Western districts

says S68, and Wirj-id the place of sifaw. The

Eastern rustics ingthe backward districts cannot

or do not pronouncée/4and they invariably pro-

nounce it as %. Unuthe%place of = they often

use the softer %; these jare illustrated by the

words 2, weafy and wei The word ate is

also a slang word, denoting) wife. Reference

to Bee or Dols, “dry-fishwalso is a sneer on

the Bangals of the Oliittagdng side, who relish

this food, abhorred by most people of other

districts. Words like ca} show the charac-

teristic attempt of the Bengal rustics at bombastic

expressions which make them ridiculous. My

remarks will, I trust, prove that the wit shown

by our poets in ridiculing Bangals, is often

couched in a form, which only a Bengali can

fully appreciate, by reading the text in original

Bengali. In the Chaitanya Bhagvata, written

about 400 years ago, we find that Chaitanya

himself used often to seoff at Eastern Bengal by
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imitating some of the queer words of their

dialects, though he himself was of Kastern Bengal

extraction.’ This he of course did when he was

quite young and when the spiritual life had not

dawned on him. Many of the old poets have

tried to show their wit at the cost of East Bengal

men. Mukunda Ram sneers at the physician

class while describing the new settlers in Guzrat.

It shows that he had no trust in the efficacy of

medicines. He depictsSthe\ country-physician as

busy with rare herbs ang medicinal plants in the

chamber of the patientf°but) beating a retreat

unnoticed by others by means of the back-door
when he finds the case hopeless.

The Shaiva songsAre characterised by much

witty writing and many diimorous sketches.

They are mostly ofa indecent nature. Shiva’s
agricultural operationsiiay thejfield, his marriage

in old age, his drug-eating

shire tones “and quarrel with his wife, her
jealousy and his trouble, have

formed an inexhaustible source of mirth to our
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country-folk for centuries. Vijay Gupta, Van-

sivadan, Rameswar are standard writers, whose

humour was once much praised. They now

often appear coarse to us, but the standard of

humour changes in every country as people

gradually become more and more refined. Be-

sides when a poet knows that his poems will be

sung before a large audience, consisting mainly

of rustic-folk, he cannot indulge in refined

writing, as too much of subtlety will escape

appreciation by the iterate, multitudes. The

Shaiva songs areGull-ofadmiration and love for

the Great God, thonghibe is Ovcasionally held up

to ridicule. An utter edrelessness and neglect for

worldly prosperity, andthe embracing of a life

of abject poverty, ate-thécharacteristic traits of

the Great God, offering vulnerable points on which
all these humorous Sketches@re based. But the

poets tease and exposeliim very much in the same

manner in which children treat their grandsire,

taking delight in attacking his weak points, due

to age, but nevertheless having a sincere attach-

ment and love for him. We find in a sketch

by Rameswar Shiva gradually losing ground

while quarrelling with his young wife. The

words rise high, but how long can an old man,

as he is depicted to be, maintain his arguments

with a beautiful young consort, whose tears

come to the rescue of speeches, and finally she

expresses her resolve to leave the old husband
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and go to her father’s house. This was the

most crushing blow for which the Great God

was not at all prepared. Indignantly did

Parvati take her two young sons by the hand

and at once set out for the Himalayas, the

Shiva helpelee in abode of her father. Shiva tried

hie aiuarrel with to apologise, but to no avail.

He even attempted to push her

back, but the fair wife was strong enough to

return the push with force, which made the

Great God very midi like} ship, tossed on one

side by a gust of whidy She’ really carried out

her threat and passedvont of) sight; it was no

joke. When actually things/came to such a pass,

‘Shiva was surprise(ly hethelplessly looked on all

sides ’ and lookingjatthe sage, Narada, who stood

near, said with a sigh, “Whatjare you thinking

of, Oh sage? Don’t"you=see my condition ? She

has thrown me overboard into the sea.’!

But none of them can measure their lance

with Bharat Chandra in depicting old Shiva.

He had the advantage of getting into his hand

all the rich materials left by the earlier poets,

so he improved upon them and added to his

descriptions the lustre of his own poetic genius.

I shall in course of this lecture again allude to

the old song of Shiva and show the poetry and

1 “atpay aca fe cacy ora fe |

atarca crfral coer rece feu”
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wit with which Bharat Chandra has invested it.

Meanwhile I will reproduce here a sketch by

Vansivadan (16th Century) which is very vivid

in the original, its naive humour being parti-

cularly amusing. It describes the quarrelsome

sage Asta Vakra, an old man with deformed

limbs.

“The sage Asta Vakra, son of Angira, had,

as his name implies, his limbs

deformed in eight places. On

his shoulder hungethessacred threads. He was

a hunchback, his Geek was Ghent, his eyes and

mouth, arms and (feet-had similar deformities,

which at once struck’ the observer. His voice

was unnaturally shrill.) de approached Kartik,

the reputed generalof the army of gods, limping

and with slow steps: fie bent a little over his

staff and thus addYessed=the’ young god Kartik,

‘Tell me, Parvati’s son|'what you mean to do.

What is the reason that you are so proud. Your

father Shiva is a notorious drug-eater and lives

by begging. He places his wife, your step-

mother, on his head. A skull serves him for

a pot. How could Daksha, his father-in-law,

have respect for such a person. You were born

in a jungly place, overgrown with reeds. Your

mother is Kali, whom we all know. I need not

waste more words with you. Your father knows

what we, sages, can do and cannot do.’ Behind

Kartik stood Jayanta, the son of the god Indra.

The Sage Astabakra.
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The old crippled sage eyed him with contempt and

said, ‘We all know of your incestuous father’s

conduct. Vasistha cursed him and though ruler

of heaven, he was afflicted with leprosy. The

sage Durvasa’s curse once made his heaven

abandoned by the Goddess of luck. You, stripl-

ing, you have come here to rouse a sage’s

ire again,—evidently some grim tragedy awaits

you. You are laughing at my deformed limbs.

My curse will be on you,’ As he said so, Jayanta

ran away in fear and) Kartik himself tried to hide

himself behind other, gods."
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The characters of Bharu Datta and Murari

Seal, drawn by Mukundaram, in the 16th Cen-

tury, while representing the craftiness of Bengali

rustic folk, are notably humorous, especially

that of Murari Seal, the money-lender. Kalketu,

the hunter, gets a diamond ring of fabulous

value from the goddess Chandi, and goes

to Murari Seal to sell it. Murari owes Kalketu

a small amount and fearing that his visit is

for demanding his dues, goes at once to the

inner apartment _Ofy his \House to evade his

creditor. Murari’ ‘wifestneets’ the hunter and

tells him pointblankthat*her husband is not at

home, he has gone to“eolleer interest from his

debtors. The wife | asks/(Kalketu to get for her

some fuel and forest-pliarhs, Promising that the

next day \ bis new and old bills

will ottebe paid. But Kalketu

says that he has not’ cone for payment of

arrear dues, but he has a valuable ring to

dispose of. When the wily moneylender, so

long playing the part of an eavesdropper, hears

of a transaction out of which he is likely

to make something, he enters his outer

mansion by the back-door. He carries in his

Murari Seal.
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hands scales and a purse for bargaining. Ap-

pearing before the hunter, he charges him for

not coming to his house as often as he used to

do. Kalketu’s reply is straightforward, charac-

terised by a sincere and becoming courtesy,

which is shown in confrast with the wiliness of

the merchant. ‘The haggling of the merchant

is interesting. It shows the greed of Bengali

merchants of those days and their absolute want

of integrity in dealing with their customers.

He first tries to get,theaing without paying any-

thing at all to Kalke sty, 6. price is lakhs, but

Murari putting it ia aaa notes the weight
to its last grain. Nien ight? is 16 ratis and 2
dhans. Murariafter batistyine himself as regards
the weight, purses his) vbrow aud says with an air
of indifference, No. gold’ or \silver is this, my
friend, it is bell-me tiLpolished ‘vith care, hence it
looks bright !’ Thenmtilte@ Daniel he sits in judg-

ment and calculates its price minutely. ‘ Per rati

you may have ten gandas of cowries, the price of

two dhans will be five gandas more. The price

of the ring comes to eight pans and five gandas

of cowries, now [ owe you for game one doort

and a half. The total, therefore, is eight pans

and two and a half deories of cowries. But the

whole of this need not be paid in cash. Take a

portion of the price in cowries and the rest in

dust of rice. Kalketu had learnt the real price

of the ring from Chandi. He is a person not

29
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given to prolific speaking. He merely says,

‘Give me back my ring. Let me go to some

other merchant.’ The moneylender says, ‘ Well,

will I agree to give you five batus more. You

won't find any dishonesty in me. I had money

transactions with your father Dharmaketu. I

see you are far cleverer. Kalketu briefly

replies, ‘ We need not quarrel over the matter,

return the ring, I shall go elsewhere.’ Murari

says, ‘ All right, T giveeyou two and a half boories

more. You neods Ads talike Wide, dust, all will be
paid in cowries SPhiseK bakery has been un-
doubtedly the case, of fhe ‘fall of the Bengali
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merchants’ trade. The character of Bharu Datta,

drawn by Kavi Kankan, is another instance of

the eraftiness of a Bengali, and Tam afraid, the

species is not extinct like the Dodo of Madagas-

ear Island. The humour with which Kavi

Kankan and Madhavacharya invest this charac-

ter, was at one time much appreciated. He is

introduced by Kavi Kankan in the court of

Kalketu just after the latter has risen to royal

eminence from the humble life of a hunter, by

the grace of Chaka, 28bara Datta approaches

the hunter-king oy ihewtolleWing day, with a

basket full of unrigel bimana, fruits for presen-
tation “ato the king, with his

brother-intlaw behind him as his

companion. BharwWDattaeames to the court,—

on his forehead arésemeproudy marks indicative

of the religious sectTMf6 whith he belongs. His

outer coat is torn in places, but his cock falls

down to its full length. <A long reed pen has its

refuge on one of his ears. He salutes the king and

calls him uncle. He carries a piece of worn out

carpet with him, which he spreads and sitting

Bharu Datta.

on it, stretches his arm enthusiastically and states

his qualifications. ‘ Behold, Oh monarch, I am

here, I wish to settle in your kingdom. Among

the Kayasthas in point of social honour, put my

name first. I belong toa reputed Datta family

of the village Amalhara. I have two wives, both

are kulins, one of the Ghosh and the other of the
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Bose family, and my daughter has been married

toa member of the Mitra family. Kayasthas

living on both sides of the Ganges take meals

in my house without scruple. They honour

me by presenting bell-metal cups and clothes

and ornaments, and no cook is employed in my

house.’ !

Most of these are lies. Kalketu, the hunter-

king belongs to one of the lowest castes of the

Hindu society. Bharu,.a Kayastha, wants to

glorify the kingD¥/jeilinghim uncle. The

import of the lastlhtewis {hat no kulin of any

community would (edt foo @ooked by even his

fellow castemen of a distant village, but would
cook his food himself) This was the custom

even fifty years agé-) Bhamaayants to prove that

his prestige in soviety is so high that all Kayas-

thas, the Kulins Wot-exeépted, unhesitatingly

take rice cooked at his house.

Kavi Kankan’s whole poem is interspersed

with witty sayings, when an astrologer called in

by the merchant Dhanapati,

driven awe does net approve of the date
fixed by the latter and calls it

inauspicious, the merchant shows his respect to

the Brahmin astrologer by ordering his servants

' Sb Aa HYP sq AICS STPT AYA
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to turn him out from his presence.' These old

people whose regard for Brahmins was unbound-

ed, are thus often found to treat them with out-

ward respect simply to serve some particular end.

They were required to quote texts from the

Sastras in support of the actions of the rich men.

If they gave an independent opinion, they were

turned out. Kavi Kankan’s hit on this point is

humorous in as much as Brahminical dignity is

shown to waver before aristocratic caprice. ‘lhe

humour of the talerchiefly vests in the fact that

the poet himself issa>Bralmin:

Towards the latter‘end ofthe 17th century,

an animated quarrel between

vate Gaktas and the So kth$ aml Vaisnavas was the
most-“sttiking feature of the

Hindu society. There sno} record of actual

bloodshed in the st¥ife;-butewe find Saktas some-

times following the ‘eorpse6f\ a Vaisnava worthy

and clapping their hands with loud ejaculations,

declaring that the upstart (Vaisnava) is rightly

served with death for his folly in adopting the

creed. Dasarathi, the poet, says that the true

Vaisnava will on no account call ink by its

ordinary name Kali, for it is the name of the

goddess worshipped by the Saktas. They will
eall it by its Persian name of Shehai; Java

1 ame fam Aly Ft SCH AA |
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flowers with which Saktas usually worship Kali,

are contemptuously named by the Vaisnavas as

ora' flowers. A devout Vaisnava will on no

account name Bel leaves as sacred to the Vais-

navas, but contemptuously calls them Te Faringa.

The poet further says that these upstart Vaisnavas

will shudder if any one utters the name of Kali

in their presence. These people feigning a great

knowledge of the Sastras, declare that the shrine

of Vadarikasram to be not worth a straw. The

poet’s scathing remarks)-on the prevailing

manners and customs>of/the Vaisnavas will be

found in his Prayas: Milan; He says, ‘The

lay Vaisnavas indiseviminately sit to dine to-

gether; the washe rman, the pariah, the grocer and

the Bagdi form but CnescAstesi ‘in the dinner hall.

They can take a Woman with children, as wife,
paying Re 1-4-0 to their Felieious preceptor, anda

Muhammadan convert enjoys as high a prestige in

their community asa kulin, ‘They exhort people

to follow the erced of their leaders and poets,

Srinivas, Vidyapaty and Nityananda Das, and

the portals of learning become open to them by

1 Java flower seems to have been brought to India from the island

of Java, though in the latter-day Sanskrit works the word finds a place

as in the line qaTqaHagia “but this hymn cannot be earlier than

the time when Java was firste known to the Indians. In Java this

species of fiower is called by its name “Ora”—a name which is still

known in the countryside here and occur very frequently in old

Bengali Literature.
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merely naming these men, so they go on freely

discussing the Sastras.'

The illustrions poet Ram Prasad Sen, who

is known for his piety and spiritual devotion to

Kali, has several pungent verses against Vaisna-

vas, that were no doubt relished by the orthodox

Siktas of his time. He describes two Vaisnavas,

who had come to the house of a villager and

become his guest, ‘They wore long outer coats,

and turbans of purple cloth. They had on their

back fine blankets, fhe BEGeinne howls they held

in hand were of @pie fiwes jin Mhape. On their
necks were strinus@b Wb} seeds and all over
their persons mark@ bearing God’s name. The
manners of the brothers) were curious. Each of

them carried on his Wack by hag containing seven
or eight books of Le doctrmes of the sect.
They knew well the wee eee nS the foolish
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people of the countryside. Each had two mis-

tresses as attendants; and their eyes, deep sunk

within the sockets, looked red, they were like

the grinding stone for preparing the Ganja

drug. They often exclaimed, ‘O Virabhadra, O

Advaita’ feigning noble emotions which were

but morbid sentimentalism. The lower classes

of people appreciated these exclamations most.

They turned into their great admirers and fell

prostrate in the dust to show their reverence.

Some became so_@xcited with respect that they

entreated the brothersjtopbe @nests at their houses

and tried all means7jto please them. All the

inmates of the hous® stead waiting to carry out

the least wish of these brothers, the host always

feeling a reverential fear! lest he should commit
any transgression in showing hospitality and thus

become a sinner.

Bharat Chandra’ “Ray’“himself, though he

occasionally wrote exquisite verses in praise of

Krisna, seemed at times to be hostile towards the

people who professed the Krisna-cult. While

2a ret
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speaking with some outward respect about Puvi,

the shrine of the Vaisnavas, the following lines

of his show a covered joke and sneer which the

poet flings at some of the customs prevailing in

that place. ‘Oh let us go to Puri. There we shall

take the rice first offered to the god of the temple,

and wipe away our hands or our heads, and

sing and dance in joy.’' In the holy city of Puti,

cooked rice is not held unclean, as in other parts

of India, wiping the hand on the head after

dinner, is a sneer at thé eustom of dispensing with

washing which is indispensable’ elsewhere after a

meal. The singing and? dancin: of the Vaisnavas
in emotional felicity; all $9 forins a subject of the
poet’s ill-disguised Iumbur.
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The legend of Shiva’s marriage and his quarrel

with his consort about domestic

matters, has, as I have already

stated, supplied an inexhaustible source of mirth

and humour to the people of the countryside.

Old Shiva is delineated as a poor vagabond, who

earns his livelihood by begging. His wife Parvati

has to keep food ready for her sons, daughters

and servants every day, but he cannot make ade-

quate provision, hence there is a constant quarrel

in the house. Shiyandis 10h, slow in teasing his

young wife with pargent) pomarks. But when
Parvati is really angsty, - Shiva is swept away
before her anger lilte’ay old oat against a strong
current. Bharati Chandya’s sketch of old Shiva

after he has sustaineds a xitsh from his young

consort is humorods ; and intevesting. Shivain an
unlucky moment miade remark that it was due
to the luck of a wife that"the husband became

rich or poor. Such remarks are often made by

husbands who are idle and unfit for any manly

avocation, and depend upon charity and begging.

Parvati’s sharp and almost cruel retort made the

position of Shiva very uncomfortable at home and

he did not hazard a reply. The poet draws the

following sketch of Shiva after this humiliation.

“Uma’s bitter words, brought a sense of

shame to Shiva. He was very hungry at the time.

Tt was past noon, and the old fellow had not taken

anything yet. His throat had become bitter with

Shiva’s marriage,
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gastric juice. An old man can bear-all privations,

but not hunger. Not daring to look up lest he

should meet the eyes of Parvati, the Great God

bent his head low and called Nandi to his presence.

‘Bring my bag, Nandi,’ ran his mandate. Forth-

with I shall proceed to the streets for begging.

Bring my horn, the string of bones which J put

on my neck, bring also my tabor, forget not the

tiger-skin, Last of all you should rub ashes on my

person.’' The Indian ascetics wear tiger-skins,

sound horns or iahexs, find | howr their bodies with
ashes, So theru(gis4 Mpa to comment upon
the above but the; iit Gimof the passage lies in
the beggar’s comma eo: Lis attendant to robe
him in right royal) fashion. This element of

humour is very prethiant, a the original, how-
ever ill-preserve Jvanay oP in my English

translation. Ther wiseanothér sketch of Shiva
which is full of a qaiéthiinour. It is when he

has taken a profuse quantity of Bhang. His

1 Salata SPTIca, are Cea Seater
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eyelids are heavy and seem to close, though he

wills it otherwise. He smiles and speaks broken

words, such as‘ Oh, N-a-n-dy, bring some dry

things after the drink.’' The old god is presented

to us in many pictures, sometimes as a beggar

ridiculed by boys, sometimes as beating a safe

retreat from the volley of his wife’s abuse, some-

times as bridegroom, surrounded by maids who

comment even in the first interview upon his gray

hair and tiger-skin, sometimes as detected by

Parvati while be,tnakés-improper love pro-

posals to a Kochqvoman, sometimes as receiving

food from the hands of his wile, and asa certificate

of approval of the’ ‘good quality of the dish
dancing in joy in herjpresence and sounding her

praises by his hornoand sometimes as delirious

with the drugs piipaxed by Nandi.
All these have many-poimts of humour which

at one time were muéhenjoyed by the Bengal

villagers. They, however, do not really hold

him up to ridicule, though they, no doubt, make

his personality an enjoyable one. The pictures

are often grand, sweet and sublime, as befitting

the Great God, but we are not concerned with

that feature of him to-day. When the maids of

the bride’s party, see the contrast at the time of

1 afma aces ata Bi Ay Sata
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marriage, he, an old man bent down with age,

and she, a lovely girl, a princess, just stepping

into youth, they operly speak out their feelings

which makes the situation of the bridegroom

mournfully pathetic. ‘he maids speak in one

of the loveliest Bengali metres with an abrupt

rise and fall of sound which seems to indicate

the very spirit of the quarrelsomeness of garru-

lous tongues. ‘They say, ‘ Parvati’s hair is fine

as Chamaree, but look at the copper-wires on the

head of the old felidw.c\Who will call them

hair? Beautifulas thetace, of) Parvati like the

moon in full gloryybate Wehold the beard of
the old man, it is ikeacstiok: Of raw jute. There
the fine teeth of Paryatil they are beautiful as

pearls, but the very*windiseems to shake the old

fellow’s teeth that/look like a rotten fence.” !

We shall now passson-toei nother serio-comic

piehirel ititroduced by Bharat

Chandra in his character of
Serio-comic.

the sage Vyasa.

He is represented asa Brahmin scholar and

ascetic, proud of his learning

and wisdom, one who believes

himself to be the defender of a religion and

1 Baty ce BTA BDI,
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vested with the right of reforming those who

have acted in contravention of the spirit of the

Sastras. ‘ His disciples,’ says the poet, ‘ carry

with them a load of manuscripts of the Vedas,

Puranas, and other scriptures wherever he

goes, and the sage delights in nothing so much

as in humiliating his opponents by his great

learning. If he stands up, his matted locks

touch the ground. He is an orthodox Vaisnava

and would not admit thas: ather forms of religions

have any grain of eth r ‘them. All over his

person are sacredua ane pavhich the name of

Visnu is insoribetl {Pigpese Aho like so many
tiger’s claws to teak PAT stag of sins, which
prevail in this irony Poa of ours. What is

his work? Thess et “Saiimerates them as
follows. ‘ He is ‘save to présgnt himself before
others, whenever s PLoUS = people distribute

charity or practise *SoineTM religious function or
rites. How these rites are performed, in what

manner worship is conducted, whether the

sacrificial rites are duly celebrated, these are

his constant look-out. He is the self-elected

guardian of religion everywhere.’' The sage

+ fergoia AN fer aif carat cata acy
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happened to visit Naimisaranya one day, there

he found many sages who were chiefly Shivaits.

We found them engaged in worshipping the

Great God and collecting Bel-leaves in which that

vod delights. The sages, he also found, making

that peculiar sound, ‘Byom ’ ‘Byom,’ by striking

their cheeks with their fingers, as is usual with

the Shivaits. Vyasa forthwith appeared in

their midst and quoted Sastric texts to prove

that Shiva-worship was.of.no good and that they

should give it wp Ends sagréeato Visnu-worship.
These sages weréTM noth-so-.casity to be dissuaded
from their course, Alten thew had followed from

children ¢ ut not daring to
assuil { the great. scholar then

and there, they sintply, said that it would be well

for him to preach. the’ Visng-cult and attack
Saivaism at DBenares, the Centre of the latter

creed. Vyasn accepted the challenge and pro-

ceeded towards Benares. The sages of Naimisa-

ranya, headed by Sounaka, followed him,

simply to see the fun of the whole thing. Then

followed a complicated seenc. Vyasa and his

numerous followers, with sacred marks belonging

to Visnu-worship, all over their bodies, with the

Atiacks on Saivaism.
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Tulsi leaves and Champaka flowers, which please

that deity most, sang in the city of Shiva, the

praises of Visnu, which seemed to drown as it

were, the ‘ Hara’ ‘ Hara’ ‘Byom’ ‘Byom’ sounds

that constantly rose there from the temples of

the Shivaits. Saunaka and other sages collected

Bel-leaves and rosary beads, as Vyasa and his

party sought Gunja fruit and Tulsi leaves.

Shiva, the Great God, simply watched Vyasa’s

procedure with toleration and a quiet self-control.

Vyasa began withe Kirtan\jand hymns of Visnu

at Benares, but not’stoppini@ there, commenced

to abuse Shiva. (“Sbivajand other gods,’ he

declared, ‘can give’ one,material prosperity but

emancipation of the) goulean be attained only

by one’s devotion t6-Visiw alone.’ Then Shiva
was wroth. At his bint’ Nandi, his servant, cast

his angry look on WyasaeThis caused a com-

plete paralysis of Vyasa’s'limbs. He lay inert

like a thing of clay, losing the power of speech

and motion. Visnu, the deity

he worshipped, took compassion

on him and appearing before him reproached him

for making such an invidious attack on Shiva.

‘We gods, are all one. There is no difference

between one and the other. We manifest each

in our own spheres, powers of the Supreme in

ways peculiar to ourselves. Be remorseful and

sing praises of Shiva. This will cure your

malady.’ Vyasa’s eyes were full of tears but he

The punishment.
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showed by signs that he had lost his voice. How

could he sing Shiva’s praise? Visnu touched

the devotee’s threat in his mercy and his voice

was restored. ‘The humour of the description

does not end here.

Vyasa sang the glories of Shiva and of his

_ city of Benares. Thus the

inte Beira ih 6 great Purana Kashi Khanda
was produced. Nandi, Shiva’s

attendant, was pleased... By the boon granted

by him, Vyasa’s uilad y was completely cured.

Vyasa went fyoriong | extreme to the other,
he turned a Shivitel!” Phesacred marks on his
forehead, hbelongin® ‘to. the/Order of Vaisnavas,
he forthwith wiped away, and in their place

wore the mark of the: ereseent moon, the symbol

of the Shivites. Cie long garlands of Tulsi
leaves, sacred to thé® sorshippors of Visnu, that
had adorned his bréast, he tore away in great

rage, and in their place wore the rosary beads.

He gave up praising Visnu and began to sing

songs of Shiva.'
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Vyasa, the sage, said in a firm tone,

‘Whatever may befall me, no matter, I will no

more sing the praises of Visnu.’

Shiva, the great god, witched all this with

interest, and smiling said to Nandi, ‘ Look, here

Nandi, be was an orthodox Vaisnava and the

mad fellow has now become an out-an-out Shaiva.

See, how he treats the poor sacred Tulsi leaves

and with what eagern«ss he goes to and fro, mail

after collecting thef Bal, leaves. The saered

Silgram stone, he hasot Ehvonen away in a rage,

But this I cannot folepaten: Wr wiio wears the
sigus sacred both tas the: Naish: us and Shivites,
is entitled to our mercial consideration. We

are but one. Visnu and Shiva are not two. He
that tries to please hie’ one, by abusing the other,
should not be allggred toive in this holy
city of mine. Butskeim netygoing to turn him

out now I only order that no present be

made by any one to Vyasa or his followers in

this city.’

The sages, it should be stated here, lived on

gifts made by the people. On that day his

followers went as usual to the houses of the citi-

zeus for food. ‘They all respectfully brought

cafaal gant Aa
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plates full of food for such a great sage as

Vyasa, but everywhere the food
Presents to Vyasa . .

and his followers for. mysteriously disappeared from

biden in Benares the plates by the will of the
Great God. The venerable sage concluded that

this was but a trick of the citizens and quarrelled

with them. The dogs barked at him and the

children clapped their hands. The great scholar

and sage was at his wit’s end. He and his fol-

lowers were tired of their attempts to get food,

but for the whole day they’ could not secure any-
thing, so they fasted bhatdwy. The next day he

staved at home, buf his Followers went as usual

in quest of food. On ‘that day too no food could
be had. Then Vyasa Was wrath and cursed the

people of Benares in'thé following manner :

‘ Ye citizens, piufed up with pride, are confi-

dent that you ar? wéveetyomt sin, living in this

holy city. I curse yoii/totday, which will be

fulfilled if the Vedas are true. ‘True, if you

commit any sin elsewhere, that sin will be re-

moved by your visiting Benares, but from to-day,

if you commit any sin in the city, it will not be

in the power of even Shiva to remove it. For

three generations together, you will not be able

to acquire learning or wealth or spiritual bliss.’ !
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After cursing the citizens in this way, Vyasa

again went in quest of food. But as on the pre-

vious days, he met with disappointment every-

where. He threw away his begging bowl in

disgust and returned home.

Parvati, Shiva’s consort, saw the deplorable

condition of Vyasa and his followers and took

compassion on them. ‘To her, whoever dwelt in

the city, was alike. She had

spite for none and she could not

bear the sight of staayation\ or, famine. Within

the holy city, now should, vemAin without food.

So she assumed the guixe “of 2 fair woman, and

coming to Vyasa,’ ‘requested him to dine at
her house with hig followers. To Vyasa the

invitation was a godsend), and forthwith he

went to the house df the fait woman with his

disciples. They wevesitmptnotsly fed, but after
wishing all good topythe qdiostess, whom he

did not recognise to be Parvati, he was about

to depart, when he met an old man at the

door. The hostess told him that he was her

husband. This old man was Shiva himself in

disguise.

The old man said, ‘Will you, sage, wait a

minute to answer a few questions of mine?’

Vyasa took his seat to listen to the old man’s

queries. He said,‘ You are a reputed scholar,

will you tell me how an ascetic should behave ?

What should he do in order to attain spiritual

Parvati’s mercy.
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emancipation ?’’ Vyasa assumed a dignified air

and began tospeak like an enthusiastic preacher.

He said, ‘ Look here, old man, the ascetic life is

hard to follow. An ascetic must look upon every

created being in the spirit of cosmopolitan love.

He must train his raind to look upon loss and gain

in the same light. Praise and abuse unto him

are alike, a clod of earth anda diamund are of

the same value.’* This and many more things

of supreme wisdoin he preached. ‘The old man

interrupted and sdidy\@Buts>sir, which of the

great virtues you Speakool, da. ¥Ou possess P You

profess to be an asc etiey, The lessons of kindness

and forbearance that? Spt ‘preach you have best
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illustrated by cursing my holy city.’' As he said

this, he threw off his mask and showed himself

in his real guise. His matted locks, his tall

majestic figure like the mount Sumeru or Hima-

laya, the stream of the Ganges that flowed from

his hair, all proclaimed to Vyasa the magnificent

presence of the God of gods. With his spear he

was about to kill the sage, but by the inter-

cession of his queen and consort, Parvati, he was

_, prevented from doing so. But

vynan expelled teem intmediataly>the mandate was
Benares, passedsthat: the ascetic with his
followers should atioues leive the holy city.

Driven from Benaves) Vyasa felt greatly

humiliated. He, the) ¢ompiler of the eighteen

Puranas, the gr cate scholaiyand sage living in

the world, was diseraced being turned away
from the city like @w@street “beggar. This was
unbearable. ‘“ The‘drug-eating god has done

me this wrong: I will retaliate upon him.

Here in this open pastoral field I will build

a second Benares. It shall be made holier
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than Shiva’s city. By austerities and penance

will I invest my city with such virtues that

its inhabitants will attain spiritual eman-

cipation without any effort whatsoever. The

name of the city will be the

Benares of Vyasa. In this

way will I immortalise myself

and do good to the people at the same time.”

“The Ganges should be brought near the

new city, Iam going to,build. For the Ganges

alone can purge<the miots)soul of all sin.”

So he sat with glosedrma yes and invoked the
goddess presiding! o¥ersthe sacred river. The

invocation of the Sa%e° Was irresistible. The

goddess appeared dnd) Vyasa said, “You have

no doubt heard of my great disgrace at the

hands of that drugseating jvillain, the god

Shiva. Ghosts até hisTMtompanions, and a
bullock on whom‘hé ‘rides is his sole property.

Fle adorns his breast with a
The Ganges invoked.

garland of skulls and bones.

Building up of a

second Benares.

It is because ycu favour him by allowing

your stream to pass through his matted locks

that the unsightly god prospers in heaven.

Your holy waters are the means to save men

from sin. I have planned to build a second

Benares. Will you not kindly allow your

streams to flow past my city and grant me the

boon that my city may have a saving power,

better than Shiva’s city ? ”
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‘Mad have you become,” said the goddess of

the holy river, “You abuse the Great God, who

not only killed Tripura, Andhaka and other

oppressors of heaven without any effort: whatever,

but killed Kama (desire) at the twinkling of his

eyes. The Earth herself serves him as his chariot,

the sun and the moon are his vehicles, the god

Visnu himself is the spear with which he operates

destruction. Foolish sage, you want to cope

with ‘the Great God,..%on want to build a

second Benares. “Shiyh’s city rests upon his

spear, the vices ‘of <ihapéarth’ cannot touch it.

The city seems to bein the earth, but that is

just like a drop of “Water on the lotus-leaf, it

rests on it without being attached to it. If you

want to be on the safoside,. don’t quarrel with
the Great God. It isvidiculous on your part to

attempt to measure Your lance with Him. Go

and apologise to Hiin, and give up the idea of

this unequal and foolish rivalry.”

Vyasa was angry at the words of the

Ganges and abused her ina filthy language,'
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attacking her character, her lineage and manners,

The sage said, “ Such a bad woman as you are

whose past record is grossly wicked, would

not have been revered as a goddess with power

to save the sinner, had [ not eulogised you

and given you a high place in my Puranas.

You arean ungrateful wretch to treat me im this

way, your benefactcr. You speak lightly of my

powers. Know that if I curse you, your waters

will dry up in a moment,” The river-goddess’s

retort was equally shverey She said, “ Foolish
Brahmin, you know that ie gan save even the

murderer of a Brabatin, J eave not a jot for your

curse.” With the aarrulity cf woman’s tongue,
she abused him in) hdr) turn, not sparing his

character and lin@age; andy then disappeared

throwing the humiliated sohiolar into a paroxism
of rage and disappointment”

Then did Vyasa iivokethe heavenly architect

Visvakarmé. He had built the city of Shiva,

Vievakarma’s nou-com- and Vyasa wanted him to

plianee with Vyas’s re build another Benares for

ness him. The sage held out the

promise to him that if he succeeded in build-

ing a city fairer than that of Shiva, he

would reward him by elevating him to the

rank of a god. For if he would write a

Purana to celebrate the glory of Visvakarina,

the architect would be raised to the dignity

of a god. Visvakarma replied that he did not

32
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wish for that honour, he was a poor architect

and he could not venture to rouse the ire of

the Great God by carrying out the orders of

Vyasa; he did not say anything by way of

dispargement, but pleaded his inability to have

any share in the quarrel between the Great

God and the great sage.

Disappointed Vyasa invoked Brahma, the

creator of the universe. His great humiliation

and rage he could no longer suppress. Tears

rolled down his eheeks aid he cried, “ Alas,

alas, fie on my¥ learning and wisdom.” And

when Brahma cane responded to his call,
he wept like a chil betore him and related

the story as to how )Heywas turned out of the

city of Benares by fthe attendants of Shiva,

how they refused him aid his followers
presents, which midetHemefast for three days.

Brahma took compassion!“on him and showed

sympathy which had a healing effect on his

bruised heart. But when re-

sree’ *8 ahd quested by him to help him in

building a second Benares, the

Creator said “I had five heads. Once I incurred

the displeasure of Shiva and he looked at one of

my heads with such a spiteful glare of his

third eve, that it vanished in the air, and since

then I have become the four-headed god that

you see me now. How can I help you in

your quarrel with Shiva? Be advised, my
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son, sing the praises of Shiva from this spot

on which you have taken your seat, and this

place will turn a second Benares by the Great

God’s boon.” Saying this Brahma departed.

Then did Vyasa think in this strain: “ When

myself and my followers starved at Benares

none helped us, neither Visnu nor any other

god. It was Parvati, Shiva’s

consort, who fed us at that

critical moment. Theyecall her the mother

of the universe, afid “shis fifoes] will see if She
can be the mothe®of ovary. fiMan child, though
he may be an orn Child? So thinking he

fasted and kept vigil’ “passing through great
austerities and inv okbdl thefpre sence of Parvati.

Now at that nuérhent Paivati was serving
food to her husband) the Great God, her sons

and daughters and fo her servants. She

was feeling immensely "happy because her

people expressed their high satisfaction at

the quality of the meals prepared with her

own hands. The delight of a devoted mother,

of a loyal wife and of the mistress of a house

shewed itself in her look like a bright light and

she talked in a gay mood, with those who

ate with her husband, and indulged in many

pleasantries, commenting on the quality of each

of her preparations. But suddenly her mood

changed, a shadow fell upon her face, and a

momentary emotion of vexation and displeasure

Parvati invoked,
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suffused her face. This could not escape the

cyes of Shiva. He stopped eating and said,

‘What is it that troubles thee, wife? How is it

that I mark a momentary gloom oi thy face?’

Parvati said, ‘Here you are taking food and

we are all so happy, but there at some distance

from Benares, Vyas has been fasting for days

and nights and invoking my aid for building a

second Benares, which will be a better place

than your city, my husband.’

Shiva said, ‘{heytical you the merciful

Mother of the Uhiverse, adel am afraid, if a

child is in distress, ERS think lightly of all

nuptial claims.’ s

Parvati—‘ Wretehed fellow, he wants to over-
throw my husband/s; capital with my help. Weak

is the mother that does tolerate the wickedness

of a child. This foolt@h-saeeeW ill be caught in his
own snare. ‘But his ‘invocation is irresistible

and I must go to meet him at once.’

‘Then did Parvati turn herself into an old

woman bending under the

burden of four score years.

She had wrinkles all over her face and her hair

had turned grey and knotted. She carried in

one hand a basket and in another a staff. She

had a hump on her hack, and owing to rheumatic

pain, her joints were all swollen. She was

stone-deaf, so that one had to cry oneself hoarse

to make her understand what one said. Her cloth

ey

Parvati in disguise.
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was torn, and she walked a few paces and then

sat to take rest and then proeceded again. In

this guise, who could reesgnise her to be the

beautifui goddexs-—the mistress of the heaven
of Shiva ?

With slow steps and with the help of her

staff she approached the sage Vyas, for it was

the invocation of the latter that she could not

resist, though a goddess she was. She threw her

staff on the ground and sitting near the sage

made this query, ‘awe youythe sage Vyasa? I

hear that you avévhenton: building a second

Benares. Will youptelkivme if that will

be a better abode= than the already existing

one? If its promised \of the hereafter are

better, I propose torstas ait die here, sc that,
though my life (oi «this dasth has not been

a happy one, dying Pemayeattiin bliss in a future

life.’ ,

Vyasa was right glad that at least one soul

was drawn by the prospects of

own city. curses his the sanctity of the city he had

proposed to build. Eloquently

did he speak tu her of the holiness of his shrine,

of its saving power, ‘Stay here, old woman,

here you will find the portals of heaven open

for you.’ But the woman seemed to understand

only that portion of his speech in which he

called her an ‘Old woman’ and seemed to take

umbrage at such an address. She left him and
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with the help of her staff retraced a few steps

and coughed for some time. Then she turned

back, came to the sage who had sat again in

deep meditation applying his soul’s might to

invoking Parvati. Powerless to move forward,

the woman came back to Vyasa and addressing

him affectionately said, ‘ My memory is so dull,

O son, I do not recollect what you but just now

told me. What is the virtue of this spot, this

shrine that you have built ? What prospects

does it open to mortals,ctelt me again.’ Vyasa

said, ‘ If any one diesere,heawill be entitled

to immediate moksha(salyation) and pass on to

heaven, everlasting] "free from the cycles of birth

and death.’ The old Woman seemed to under-

stand him fully this-fime)and thanking him for

the information, ptocerded honieward, but being
drawn back by the forcesofWyasa’s meditation,

came back and made‘ the’same query, pleading

deafness and loss of memory for troubling him

again. Not once or twice, but four or five times

did she tax the patience of the sage in this way.

till the latter lost his temper and the last time

she returned to him with the same question

regarding the virtue of the shrine, he brought

his face close to the ears of the woman and

hoarsely eried out, ‘Old hag, know it for certain

that if any one dics in ghis spot, that person will

turn an ass in the uext life.’ Then Vyasa as

he had finished his speech, found the old woman
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at once changed into the majestic form of youth-

ful womanhood, that belonged to Parvati, saying

with a gentle wave of her hand, ‘ Even be it as

you have said.’? Granting him the boon, which

he had himself uttered, Parvati disappeared,

and Vyasa with his mouth gaping wide in

surprise and bitter disappointment, thought for

a while of the fate of the shrine, which he was

going to build. He dared not stay there for

long, lest if he died tlieré he might turn into an

ass in his next dife, Popbhuweith he fled from
the place, which sRaeete ijas been known as
Vyasa’s Benares. Nor diinda will go there and
stay for any length! of” time, for they believe

that if one dies there, hig i they itable fate will be

to be born an ass in his next lie.

Thus ended thas Warrelibetween the great
god and his misguidydepponent Vyasa. Parvati

felt compassion for the latter and granted him

this boon that though forhidden by Shiva to

enter the holy city of Benares, once in a year on

a day specified by her, he and his followers

would be allowed to enter the shrine and

bathe in the Ganges from the Manikarnika

Ghat.
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We have another sparkling piece of humour

in Bharat Chandra’s account of

and Beret Jehanair the Emperor Jehangir’s dispute

with Bhabananda as regards the

superiority claimed by cach for his own religion

over that of the other. The Emperor attacked

not only the religion of the Hindus, but

also their customs and manners, and though

Bhabananda, the champion of Hinduism, spoke

before a great mgsenr, whose displeasure

could put an cndyto? his ‘existence on the spot,

the Brahmin held hisyg Broad with unswerving
tenacity. He could not userthe force and careless

ness, which characterised the Emperor’s syeech
for obvious reasons ot! personal safety, but his
words were by far Wiftier afd cut his powerful

opponent with the thin end:y of his arguments
which flashed brightly. Tike a sword. We refer
our readers to the last chapter of the Annada-

mangal.' Last though not least is Bharat Chandra’s

very humorous picture of the quarrel between

the two co-wives of Bhabananda Mazumdar.

The jealousies of the first and the second queen

were fanned by their respective maid servants,
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fhadhiand Madhi. And Bhabananda was really

placed on the horns of a dilemma as to which of

the queens’ compartments he should visit first

after his long sojourn in a distant country. The

pitiable picture of the tongue-tied husband before

two glib, jealousy-inspired, garrulous figures,
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none of whose demands he could fully satisfy

for fear of offending the other, makes the whole

scene comic, verging on the pathetic.

As all the poems of old Bengali Literature

used to be sung generally before illiterate masses

comprising chiefly the women-folk of country-

side, an element of coarseness in humour, as I

have already stated, was inevitable. For subtle

and fine sayings would escape the audience. It

should be stated here-that the higher classes of

people revelled inS Sauskrit diterature and, later

on, in Arabie nd Parsi introduced by the
Moslem rulers. Rbis Titeatore of ours sprang
from the country and ats Andience were mostly

illiterate. They had vey few of them any

knowledge of the alphabet, ‘bat when singers sang
with acting, every ine, nayyevery word, made

an impression on them: and, what is surprising,

they became accustomed” to the phraseology

of Sanskrit metaphors. The uneducated people

had acquired a high degree of linguistic culture

so that without knowing the alphabet they could

relish and appreciate many high things, parti-

cularly those of the spiritual philosophy embodied

inthe Vedanta. The classical metaphors and

similies were always couched in high-flown Sans-

kritic words. These presented to them no

difficulty whatever. What could be more

wonderful or curious than the fact that those

who could not sign their names, were able to
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understand such words as wafas, Acatera, ZH

Aa, Wats, wit, Ms, ris, sreryafas and lots
of words, which only Sanskrit scholars could be

supposed to know. But with all their culture in

the phraseology of Sanskrit, the jokes they would

appreciate were often coarse, flat and even vulgar.

Thus Vanshivadan, the pvet. of the 16th century

whose poem on Manasa Devi is justly admired

for its elegance and intrinsic poetic merits,

gives us scenes of humoar,. which apparently

have something aha eoar:se aid grotesque nature.

Such humorous writiu¢ v

all early poems. ‘The: APeve Tdispensable. For
songs onthe Ramayana, the Mahabharata, Chandi
and Manasa-cults Were) sung generally in the

night time, one whl song dallad a pala generally

took one night. Pigaaidieneé used to sit ona

¥exhtd more or less in

large carpet in wintrypiightsqind hear these for

seven or eight hours. The rainy season was not

the fit time for these performances. or often

the audience were two or three thousands in

number and the singer had to bold his perfor-

mance in large compounds, shaded over by a

canopy which could ill protect the gathering

from rain. ‘lo listen to long discourses for

such a length of time would be tedious, if these

were not enlivened by humour and jokes. The

children and women wanted them for keep-

ing up their interest in the songs,—the former

particularly, for they would often fall asleep.
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‘They were roused from sleep and took a renewed

interest, when bursts of laughter came out

from the great multitude in appreciation of the

witty sayings, however coarse they might be.

T have indicated the class of people who formed

the majority of the audience and now let me

introduce a passage of humorous writing of

Vanshivadan from his poem on Manasa Devi.

Vanshivadan flourished in the middle of the

16th century and was a native of the Mymen-

singh district. Lastyear L-dwelt upon the high

merits of the powmssol/yiis» gifted daughter

Chandravati, whoseimelaneholy death from dis-

appointed love, forms'aswhject of tragic interest,

but we are not concerned to-day with the tale of

the poetess.

Vanshivadan (deseribes’’Ohandradhar, the

oc, primeelySemerchant, visiting
Chandradhar’s visit .

to Sinhal and anac- Sinhali4 This Sinhal or Ceylon
count of the Ceylonese. ; eye

was one of the most familiar

places which Hindu merchants visited even after

the Mohammudan conquest of Bengal. But

gradually all historical knowlege of the island

and of its people passed away yielding to tradi-

tions in which truth and fable were strangely

mingled. Soin the 16th century, when sea-

voyage was prohibited by the Brahmins, all kinds

of stories sprang up and developed into folk-

tales, having hardly any kinship with history.

Ceylon was thus enshrouded by superstitious
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ideas in the popular estimation, and some of

these ideas (it isa curious fact in these days

of railway-communication), prevail even up to

this time. Mr. Dharmapal, the distinguished

Ceylonese preacher of Buddhism, told us in one

of his recent speeches, delivered at a meeting of

the Buddhist Dharmankura Sava, that when he

first. came to a certain place in Eastern India,

hundreds of people gathered to see him, believing

that a Rakshasa, a fehower of Bibhisan, had

come from LankasyAWiten even in these days of

enlightenment and cited, “sich ideas are pos-
sible in this coun thy ae : cantor blame the poet
Vanshivadan for aihihating to the Ceylonese,
manners and custonis, some of which are false

and imaginary. cee

The poet says that the Ceylonese people had

strange laws in their country, the son did not

inherit the property but the nephew, sister’s son

did. ‘This of course is not at all true in regard

to the Cvylonese people. You all know what it

is still the custom with the Nayar Brahmins of

the province of Madras. ‘he descriptions of the

people remind us of the Kankanadi Brahmins,

who, some historians say, were not originally the

natives of this country, but were Europeans who

having been ship-wrecked inthe Malavar coasts,

settled in the Deccan. ‘Théir eyes, the poet says,

were red, so were their ears and noses, ‘They

were tall and their hair was brownish ; not
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knowing the use of betel, their teeth shewed a

mixture of grey and white like the old bones ofa

cow. Though the account hasan element of the

grotesque in it, it may be taken to be asketch of

a European represented in the @xatfq Brahmin,

who according to legends was admitted to

Brahmanic caste by Parusa Ram. The poet

says that if the parents died they did not

immediately burn them. ‘hey tried to preserve

them by artificial means from decay and rotting,

This seems to refer/*to> the, custom of the

Buddhists of preservuigethe, corpses of their

people for a long ‘ime before cremation. Hints

are also given suggesting that polyandry existed

among the people. The poet does not certainly

draw the Ceylonese/im hisytrue character, he

takes the opportunity. of atttibuting all tales

that he heard of thecmanmeérs, customs and

appearance of the peopléfefi'the Deccan to the

Ceylonese, and makes a confused mess of the

whole thing.

Another peculiarity in the manners of the

Ceylonese people that the poet notices is the

custom of the wives of saluting their husbands

with proper respect. There is nothing strange

in such conduct of women, for the husband,

according to the Sastras, is perfectly entitled to

every respect from the’wife. Yet from the way

in which this is spoken of the Ceylonese people,

it appears that in Bengal this practise was
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laughed at, wives and husbands being reckoned

as standing on an equal footing there, whatever

the injunctions of the scriptures might have

been. The wife in this province was not in the

habit of making obeisance to her hushand every

morning as if he was her superior. T know that

in some parts of Eastern Bengal it was the

custom for the wife to salute her husband every

morning. But this was ridiculed by the people

of the other parts of ¢:hat, province. The poet

also mentions that “there Watya free mixing of

men and women {i Ceylon. “Ne maternal uncle
of a husband will oh mo Aceodnt he allowed to see

the face of his wife ; tliéte are other restrictions

of this sort in man! parts of India, with

which we are all famifiat“Phese customs are

now more or Jess dying outsy The poet regrets

that in Ceylon no such, restrict tion is observed.
The superiors dance and sing in the company

of those ladies, wham the former are not even

allowed to see or touch in Bengal.’ There

are many coarse and vulgar references to the

manners of the Ceylonese people which no doubt

made the Bengal masses laugh, though they

are not fit to finda place in decent literature.
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But considering that all these belonged to the

early part of the 16th century, we must excuse

them, as in the literature of every country of

that age that we know of, a coarse element in

humour was the prevailing characteristic.

Now to return to the story of Vanshivadan.,

The merchant prince Chandradhar was dressed

in white, and a large and bright white umbrella

fringed with small pendants of pearls and stones

was held over his head by his attendants. ‘Two

attendants, one onmedche Side, fanned him with

chamara, the butt¢ endsrol which showed ertistie

designs. The scent.cf the peniumes, which the
merchant used, diffused ifself’ in the atmosphere,

and the Ceylonese pegplé looked admiringly at

the newcomer, whomtthex allgtook to be a great

Raja. But not £30 the Gey lonese king, who
thought that the straiger meh t have an ulterior
object of seizing his’ kinedom. He was a

coward, but like all cowards he was a boaster

and wanted to strike terror into the heart of

his supposed adversary by long speeches. When

the merchant was granted an interview His

Majesty asked him as to who he was. Chandva-

dhar made obeisance to him and said that he was

a merchant by calling and caste and sought

permission to tradein Ceylon. ‘The king nodded

his head in doubt and said, ‘If you are a

merchant, why is an umbrella unfurled over your

head in right royal fashion?’ The merchant
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humbly submisted that he was the greatest

merchant of his province and as such he was

privileged according to the laws of the country

to have the use of a royal umbrella. His Majesty

evidently doubted the truth of this statement

and felt fear lurking in his mind. He further

asked him questions as to how many soldiers he

had brought with him, the strength of his navy

ete., and then in order to terrorise him said with

much enthusiasm, ‘You see, I havea Kali-

temple in the sortherm (precincts of my city.

No stranger, howevér-poryertul, can cope with

meinarms. I amjayKshatriva king and you

know thata Kshatriv#’s profession is war. Many

a king have I vanquished in the field and

sacrificed to that deity! 3 have never shrunk
from war, and hayevalways/ come out a victor,

The tasting of the LOWSVOF hatd the contest.’ The

cocoaunt and betel. priérehant prince perceived the

me motive behind this animated
speech, and though secretly smiling at the king’s

foolish fears, nevertheless dreaded that his sus-

picion might at any moment prove dangerous to

him. So he changed the topic and enumerated

the articles that he had brought there for trading

purposes. He presented His Majesty with some

sweet cocoanuts, with betel-leaves and _betel-

nuts Which the Indians relish so much. His

Majesty’s face grew pale at the sight of the fruits

and leaves. His councillors looked suggestively

34
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at him and the king at once rose from his seat

and said, ‘No more, I shall not allow you,

O stranger, to speak before the court, lest your

wily tongue should lead us to danger. These

big fruits appear to be poisonous and these small

ones and the leaves and the white powder (lime),

all these have been taken from some poisonous

plants. These must be first put to test, before I

allow you to speak here.’ The merchant was

going to say, ‘ Let me prove that these are deli-

cious food by takingathem myself in your

Majesty’s presente.) But the king said, ‘Stop,

I shall allow no suchithing)2You are acquain-

ted with the process/of removing the poison from

them, as they are the\products of your land.

You should not speakio Leme put them to test

by some of my meni? oHiis Majesty glanced at

-his courtiers but alleofthem® turned pale. The

gate-keeper Giridhar was there. The king order-

ed him to take a bit from a cocoanut fruit. He

looked stupefied at the royal command as if

some body had thrown him down with great

force from the sky to the earth. Fear seized his

limbs which shook, and his tongue and throat

became parched and dry. He cursed the wicked

merchant, who for no fault of his, was the cause

of his death which seemed near at hand. Tears

fell from his eyes, as he prostrated himself be-

fore the king and said, ‘Iam your Majesty’s

devoted servant. I have served you all my life
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loyally. Why do you sentence me to death for

no fault? I have only one wife. She is not

likely to mount my funeral pyre. You are a

great king, many wives and mistresses would

burn themselves dead with you, when you

would die. That is a great consolation, but for

my part, my journey to the next life will be

all alone, and wili not your Majesty feel pity for

one whose cruel fate would be to bea solitary

wayfarer in the path ofthe next world ?’

But the ordef 8fithe-kine, had to he carried

out and all remotistramte proved unavailing. A

whole cocoanut fruitvivithyits outer shell and

skin, he took in his havdand trembied like a leaf

in fear. It seemed that hig breath was well-nigh

out, but before fhe sactnall tasted the fruit,

he addressed the Gourtiers present and said that

for his death none Was responsible but the vile

merchant, whose coming to Ceylon produced

such a disaster on him. Cursing him to his

heart’s content, he tried to bite the shell with

its outer coating but they proved too strong for

his teeth and gums which profusely bled. Seeing

blood, coming from his mouth, Giridhar swoon-

ed in fear thinking that the poison had already

begun to act, The king was fully convinced

that the cocoanut fruit was poisonous. ‘ My

stars be thanked, ’ he cried, ‘that I have not par-

taken of it believing in the glib-tongued, wicked

merchant.’ Vanshivadan, the poet, here says in
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the colophon, ‘ Yea king, you have had a narrow

escape this time. ’

Then the king had the betel leaves, lime and

nuts presented by the merchant brought before

him. The Police Inspector was ordered to taste

these. Ho was struck with fear and seeing

Giridhar lying unconscious in a nervous fit, he

saw his own fate reflected as it werein a mirror.

‘The gate-keeper is there,’ cried he, ‘suffering

from the effect of the pcison, I am doomed to

death.’ He addressed His Majesty with joint

hands and said, ‘Mostiuimblysdo I submit my

poor case to your dreaded Majesty. If a man is
a burglar or adultépex/or dom mits incest, these
poisonous leaves, jowder and fruits ought to be

prescribed for him as/punisiment. What have

I done to deservé this death by poison ? Other

women here have more*husbands than one, but I

am the only husband@ofiny poor wife. What will

become of her, if I die here to-day ?’ The king

said, ‘No more of this, if you really die, I shall

make one of my own people marry your widow

by the Shanga system. So rest assured that

your wife’s life will be made comfortable in

every way. You may now taste these presents

from the merchant without any anxiety on the

score of your wife.’ The Police Inspector took

some lime in his hand and putting it on a

betel leaf first rubbed them on his body. He

tried to ascertain whether these poisonous things
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had any burning power, and then he put a

quantity of lime in his mouth, the betel nuts

he ate with the Jeaves. The result vas that a

disproportionately high quantity of lime burnt

his mouth and an unusual quantity of betel-nuts

made his head reel, as taken in an overdose,

these have an intoxicating effect. He had

already been in a state of severe nervous tension

belicving all these to be poisonous. When

actually he felt a burning sensation on his

tongue and his heddyreélad>>be bad no doubt

that he was_ lost} Then his eyes were raised
up like those of dyingamany he gasped for breath

and with a gaping monthstreeled for life, so
that the king was )Mlatwed and cried out,

‘What are you loging Lab WY e people: The

Inspector dies, bring water and some antidote. ’

The king himself toek-ie'Wis hand a tumbler

and +egan to pour Wuter‘over his head.

T have briefly given a portion of this story

in which attempts are made to produce a comic

scene, and when the poem in which this episode

is narrated, was sung before the masses, with

acting and various gestures on the part of the

Gyan or the chief ministrel, the auidence, we

may well imagine, laughed to their hearts’ con-

tent. ‘there is not much refinement in the

humour, every one will admit, but enough toTM

make the country people laugh and enjoy it.

The calculation of one’s future prospects, before
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they are realised and which merely panders

to an idler’s fancy, can have no better illustra-

tion than what we find in the story of Kalanemi,

Ravan’s uncle. Kirtivasain the 15th century

relates the story, the like of which is to be only

found in Alanasker’s day-dreams. In the Lanka

Kanda, where Hanuman went to collect for the

wounded Lakshana the medical herb, vishalya-

karani, that had an infallible efficacy in healing

mortal wounds, Ravan sent his uncle Kalanemi

to frustrate the objcctiofHanuman by a clever

device. Kalanemivassto disguise himself as an

ascetic and requestsHanuman to be his guest

for a short time. “Theiletter was to be asked to

bathe in an adjacent tankythe abode of a terrible

crocodile, which atéveveryliving being that

ventured to touch its water. The heavenly

nymph Gandhakali Wad-heen cursed by the sage

Daksha for a youthft! freak, so that she had

become a hideous crocodile. She was, however,

to be restored to her original beautiful shape

and to her place in heaven when the ape-god

Hanuman would destroy her crocodile form.

Kalanemi did as he had been bidden. On

his way to the Gandhamadan

hills, Hanuman was accosted

by a venerable-looking ascetic,

whose earnest entreaties to be allowed to show

him hospitality, the ape-god could not resist.

He went to bathe in the tank, shown him by the

The division of

Lanka by Kalanemi
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sage, but as he descended the landing ghat, he

was seized by the terrible crocodile of the

tank. It took Hanuman some time to kill the

animal, and the delay that occurred raised high

hopes in the mind of the false ascetic. Kalanemi

thought within himself, ‘If Hanuman is killed

by the ferocious crocodile, as most probably will

be the case, Ravana is promise-bound to give

me one half share of his kingdom. Now which

portion of the empire.of,.Lanka shall I take?’

He became for a titnétlost.in thought, not being

able to decide the <problem;%then suddenly he

came to a solution andyresalyed, ‘With a rope

in hand I will take’ they measurement of the

whole land. In thé south and north, I will

allot a larger sharefte-myself, but the west I

will leave to Ravan In the svest there is the

bridge, and who knoivs~ the cushing waves of

the sea may make the bridge collapse any

moment? Of this let Ravana take the risk.’

Then he busied himseif in calenlating how much

of gold and- precious stones there were in the

royal treasury. ‘ Surely I am entitled to half of

this treasure also.’ When he was lost in reveries

of this sort, Lo! there stood before him in all

his glorious majesty, the ape-god who had just

killed the crocodile and discovered the wiliness

of the false sage. Kalanemi was killed on the
spot. Kalanemi’s division of Lanka is a

familiar story which is often referred to by the
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country-people to mock at those who calculate

profits before the achievement of success.

In the middle of the 19th century Bengali

prose was rapidly developed under the influence

of English education. Iswar Gupta became

famous by his humorous sketches of Bengal

social life, both in his poetical and prose

writings. His witty sayings in epigrammatic

sentences were at onc time on every one’s lips,

though in the present.time we cannot relish

them, lacking ag they: (do refinement and

decency. Widowreniarriage vas the burning

question of the dayjandstlre orthodox commu-

nity bitterly oppose thisy erasure proposed by

the Ra Omniers. Iswar Gupta

agiethesAchampion of the

orthodox “community, wrote,

“ They have all becutt'to avhisper ‘Trying to save
young widows, let Hot the reformers show their

merciful spirit towards our granddames. Their

skin is wrinkled and hair all turned grey. What

reformer will dare put shell-bracelets on their

hands or make them renew the taste of fish ?”

The Hindu women when widowed give up fish

and meat of all kinds and do not wear shell-

bracelets, The last lines refer to this.

About this time Dr. Carey reduced some of

the old Bengali folk-tales to simple prose-form

in Bengali; these are enlivened by a spirit

of humour—at one time much enjoyed by

Iswara Chandra

Guptu’s satires,
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the country-people. I quote the following

one.

“A husbandman went with his plough to the

fislds one day, and got 24 fish

from a neighbouring canal.

He came back to his home and

after having made over the fish to his wife

returned to his duties. Tis wife prepared a

curry with the fish and wanting to know the

taste of her preparation,teok a sip from it. She

found that it tasted, wy ‘ell, aniihen she thought,
‘But I don’t kYoiw Siow (hefish tastes, let me
eat one.’ So she ate a fish and then she thought,
‘But still I don’t) R yew Now that one on the
dish would taste’ and) siieh\ ate the second fish
also. In this manner” she “proceeded till she
had finished all bifese,and yhen her husband

came home, she presented. him with a dish of

rice and a single fish | Thé husbandman wonder-

ingly said, ‘What is the matter? I got 24 fish,

what about the rest?’ His wife gave him the

following account of the fish.

*You brought 24 fish. A kite fell upon

them and took away eight; sixteen remained.

‘T took them to the tank to wash and eight

swam away in the water; eight remained.

“I got two bundles of fuel in exchange of

two fish.

‘Your good neighbours ought to have a

The story of fisher-

man’s wife,

share.

35
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‘I presented them with four; and then only

two remained.

‘IT ate one to see how it tastes; there

remains one for your share.

‘Look for that on the dish.

‘If you are a true man eat the boneand keep

the fish (for me).

‘ Because you have got such a wife as myself

you are furnished with a true account.’ !

ont
1 om aye ateabace fly Caraice colt bheacts yee

gfaat gee aifean ataige acer eas faa mate gata
piace cit Grete TRG a ate whan aca facapal
afar came Ne Sianie tea pe ais sisice oifan cafay
eal Sifani fetes cain EM dried & cia Ban BeRB, ICA

aaeta wifes wey feaetartel othe oteal aft) Bei wt at
aa3i nes ata, Asif Bal SR SS FAN eRaCE siete
BAS BH, Tifeal CHP ARSa eaters aise aa aig
same afi) Ut ee cg AVI AEA SrerA

sedi cad acai ais ay wleice aca sae ef Cafe?
pratt aa atfaife, aia fe eta p wan Slate Ml acy

fenya fra

are ai faal | stel, fora faa geapet

aray a8a cya |

BE SCS GIBB Gea aaTEA |

wea ater ob, getia fetaaia oF wf 15,

wea afiea ay, eifeataice sifeb facw za,

Sta atfem ge, Sty ato) orfaal CHITA BB,
wea afer ae, @ mS mca BtfeRt cra,

ata UH Ut AACAT cal, GLA

Sibiala asa wSata cat,
ara cae cara, coe fants fran aca)
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{shall here quote another Bengali folk-tale

from Carcy’s celebrated work itihts Mala or the

Garland of Stories published from the Scrampur

Press in 1811. ‘he following is a literal transla-

tion of the original Bengali text, by Dr. William

Carey’s great grandson 8. Pearce Carey, M.A.,

given in his book “ William Carey” (p. 125).

“Onee a gander Rakta Chanchu came to a

forest in Magadha, where lived a family of cranes,

‘Whence have you_come ?’ they asked,

‘From a delichttnk stigaan in the South.’

‘What attraction cowd/ifoffer such as us}?

‘Gh, the streatn His sweet as nectar ; the
lotuses look like weld the banks are bright

with peepetual blooms ithe steps of the ghats

are brilliant with preeions stone.’
* Any snails there?”

‘No, no snails”

At which they btrstinfo' derisive laughter.”

v

The poem Kaminikumar in which an inde-

cent love-story was related in the middle of the

18th century contains a few pages in simple

prose. ‘This is exceedingly humorous. A young

merchant fell in love with a princess who admit-

ted him into her harem in the guise of a maid

servant. Kamini, the wife of the merchant,

waited for a long time and despairing of his

return, disguised herself as a merchant

and arrived at the city of the king, whose



276 GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE

daughter had captivated the heart of her husband

and kept him in concealment in her harem.

Kamini got a clue to this love-affair and inter-

viewed the king who was so pleased with her

that taking her for a young merchant in whose

Kamin? Kuma, guise she had appeared, offered

her the hand of the princess.

Kamini, the merchant’s wife, readily agrced and

after duly marrying the king’s daughter, detect-

ed her intrigue with her husband and brought

the matter to the notte 6f the king. The king

pleaded for pardguytox'' hig Mahehter, but handed
over the husbandTMto the AY ie. ‘The former did
not know the latte 1 bo bis) wife but taking her
for the husband to the Pringess became a suppli-
cant for mercy. Kania) took him in a boat,

and her husband freithled ke an aspen leaf.
When she (in he S~tisguisevol the merchant)
referred to his intrigues width the princess, the

husband called her his God-father, his awabap,

and begged for pardon in the most humiliatingSse

manner. The young merchant’s name -was

Kumar, but Kamini would not call him’ by that

name, as it was held sacrilegious in those days to

call the husband by his name. She gave him

the name of Ramballava and ordered him to

prepare silims of tobacco for her. ‘This the

husband did, and as often as he approached her,

believing her to be his master, Kamini enjoyed

the situation, covertly smiling aud whispering
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some words of fun to her companion, Sona, who

had also come with her, disguised as a male

attendant. The whole situation is very humorous,

as the husband not knowing his wife, carries out

her least wishes, flatters her and does menial

service to her, for fear of some severe punishment,

which he suspects is inevitable, The fun was not

altogether light and gay as the wife, amid all

her jokes and merrymakings at the expense of

her husband, did not gora moment pardon the

husband who came for? trade: bit intrigued with
a princess dishonotteiagy the sae¥edness of nuptial
vow. There is thus S aseaiosdomic interest in the

description. Verh
In 1823 Babi Pediat, Nath Sarma pub-

lige & POOR, called the Babu
Vilasa in which the son of a

rich man spoilt by Indulsence and excesses, but
afterwards reclaimed by true penitence and

remorse for past folly has been depicted in a

very interesting manner. The author writes in

an unassuming style, but his work is undoubtedly

a masterpiece of satire. The tale is told with a

plain eloquence and the author conceals his art so

successfully that there is no attempt at saying

fine and witty things. He invests the story with

sparkling humour from the beginning to the

end. The Alaler Gharer Dalal and the Hutum

Pechar Naksha are known as the earliest models

of Bengali colloquial style, full of humour, but

The Babu Bilas.



278 GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE

the former in its subject matter and the latter in

its style are mere imitations of the Babu Vilasa.

We find Afr, Long praising the book in enthusias-

tic language in his catalogue of Bengali works.

“New editions of the book are continually

issuing from the press,” writes Mr. Long and

further “ One of the ablest satires of the Caleutta

Babu as he was thirty years ago.” “It is a kind

of Hogarth’s Rake’s Prayers.” An elaborate

review of the book Appeared in the Quarterly

Friend of India, 1826),4. quote, below an extract

from the book at Fandow, aay

“After a long Semel. Made for a Persian
teacher for the young” “boys, Dhar, the officer of

the Babu, at last sudadenl¥a i in securing one from
Jessore. The Babu said J Listen to me, Munshi;
you are to teach myc boys Persian. You will

pat up in the outermttparements of my house.
When my boys have “oetision to go abroad, you

should accompany them in their carriage. You

will have free board and lodging besides a pay

of Rs. 3 a month.” The Munshi of Jessore

heard the above and departed without saying

anything. ‘Then many a Munshi was called in

from Natore, Faridpur, Sylhet, Dacca, Comilla,

Backergunj and other places. For full two

months this coming and going went on, but no

selection could be made. The Babu was not

pleased with their pronuneiation and dismissed

them all on that ground. Finally a sweet-
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tongued Munshi of the Chittagong side was

appointed. He produced a certificate, showing

that he had worked as a boatman. We have

already indicated the extent of the knowtedge

the Babu possessed in languages. Ie glanced

at the certifieate that was written in’ English

and affecting a full knowledge of its contents

said, ‘Yes this certificate says that you worked

for a long time as tutor of Persian, the reason

why your serviccseayéne ‘\Lispe snsed with have

also been stated Gn biszcetfificate. Then he
looked at the teacher vod dake, ‘Tiow long did
you serve under thise Emmapean gentleman ?’

The Munshi said, Aybiyy (hat is also written in
the certificate. Y ogame g hindly read it again
and see.” ‘the Bahu said, Yes, it is all right,

it is written hefmectnder whom did you
serve ?? The boatnialitaeplted, ‘Sir, I served

under the Balabar Company.’ The Baku was

very much pleased to learn that he had heen a

servant in the office cf a European cons pany.

The boatman was thus appointed to teavh the

boys Persian on the pay and conditions stated

above.

After this there is a very humorous account

of the young Babus, learning English, but we

have no space to give further extracts from the

Babu Vilasa. There is tauch wit in some of

the stories written by Mrityunjaya Vidyalankar

in his celebrated hook the Provodha Chandrika
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written in the year 1813. J. C. Marshman

speaks of Mrityunjaya in his History of the

Serampur Mission as “ One of the most profound

scholars of the age.” It is interesting to sec

how with his huge learning he attempts to

amuse his readers with humour. This reminds

us of the attempts of the elephant to please

Adam and Eve in the garden of Paradise :—

“The unwieldy clephant,

‘Yo make them eae us sed all his might

A ‘and wreathed

Hlis lithe prose
aa

In regard to Mivifetajiyay Marshman further
observes that he “hore A strong resemblance to our
great lexicographer “iohnson) not only by his
stupendous acquitements and the soundness of

his critical judgment °° by his rough
features and unwieldy “Wette. It is really

amusing to see this great scholar giving a

humorous sketch of a Brahmin scholar who

sells his cow in the market, telling his cus-

tomers that it isa very old cow, thinking that

people will take it to be an experienced animal

and he eager to purchase it.

But perhaps it is in amorous fopies that the

genius ofa Bengali humorist shows itself at its

best. Five hundred years ago Chandidas showed

in a conversation of Krisna with Radha’s maids,

who complain of his wicked indifference to her,
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how fine words spoken with tender affection, may

prove a dagger to the soul. The words are

dignified but they carry the soul of wit in them ;

nothing indeed can be more charmingly witty

than these attacks of the

Oindra and women of the Vrinda Groves

on Krisna. In the earlier

parts of the 19th century, Krisna Kamal

Goswami enlivens his ‘Divine Frenzy’ (the

Dibyan mad) with scenes in which Chandra-

vali, goes to Muthfayard\deliyers her message

to Krisna. Her Spetichei ‘is @bribusly on the line
of Chandidas. THEE: pirih’ o! Radha inspired

by a deep sense of wrong’ prompts her words

which cut Krisna to tile quick. I shall close

this lecture with auex feioty from the Divine

Frenzy. The bord weleed. to in it, relates to
the one executed by= Terigwia, during his first
enthusiasm of love, promising to be a life-long

slave of Radha in order to be entitled to atten-

tions from the princess.

The scene.—A room in the inner palace.

Krisna seated on a throne.

hnters Chandra.

Krisna—My poor woman, you look so sad.

What is your name. Where is your home and

whercfore do you come to me?

36
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Chandra—I once knew, but now remember

not my name. Ob, where is my native village?

That too I have forgotten. And also the name

of my king—the mission that brings me to this

palace—all—all I seem to have forgotten. Let

me recall. No, my memory isso bad. But I

am a poor woman and thou art a monarch.

Trouble not yourself about me.

Krisna—So strange, my poor woman, that

you have forgotten everything on coming to this

palace. If one goes from jore place to another,

does one forget th about-oneselt ?

Chandra—Y es$ Opkmng this is but too true.

The town of Muthra hagsuyly some oblivious

effect on one’s memopy, ane forgets everything

about one’s formengel&byeoming here.

Krisna—Let thatipass. Twill ask you one

question. Why didyourepeat the name of

Radha? How could*you know her ?

Chandra—Thou must know, O king, that

we are all worshippers of Radha.

Krisna—-Very well, good woman, I am pleased

with you. Ask some reward of me. What you

seek will bo yours.

Chandra—What gifts would Your Majesty

want to offer me?

Krisna—Why, I can reward you with gold,

silver and precious stones.

Chandra—People of the place where I live

count not gold, silver or stones as precious at all.
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The Tree of Plenty grows in my native place.

There things, highly valued elsewhere, are

obtained at the mere asking ; we are not wont to

seek wealth, save one very precious jewel of

ours that is lost, and about this I have come to

appeal to thee, O king.

Krisna—Say what it is.

Chandra—Our princess had purchased a

precious jewel. She wore it on her bosom, and

valued it above her liféP\A. man from Kansa’s

court went one/diyand robled her of it. The

princess is almost'‘madwith grief. She has sent

me tothee that thow/mayset help to bring the

thief to justice.

Krisna—If the thief isthuny kingdom and the

article is proved to.be;yours, surely you will get it.

Chandra—W knows not or certain, where

the thief is now, but-yhe ayas once caught and

executed a bond that is with me. The maker of

this bond is probably here. If I can find him

out, what help may I expect from thee, O king ?

Krisna—Forsooth, I shall extract the value

of the loss from him even if I am bound to sell

all his goods by public auction.

Chandra—But by selling his property, if the

value be not secured, what then P

Krisna—Why ? he shall be sent to prison.

Chandra—I pray, O king, for pardon that I

have troubled thee so much. If the thief

belongs to a royal house, what then?
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Krisna—Mind it not, good woman, even if

it be my own self, the Law of the country must

take its course.

Chandra—One word more. From behind the

door I saw thee shedding tears at the mention of

Radha’s name. Why, may I ask, why didst

thou do so?

Krisna—'Tis very strange that you should

question thus. Famillarsyorr face seems to me.

But I cannot aa. veesllect who you
may be.

Chandra—Why SHedhist Pou know me now?
That happy day is garey Some charmer here,

probably Kubza, may have thgown magic dust in

thine eyes. It may be strenige | that thou knowest
not us—poor women=soncethy, favourites. (ere
she produces the boutt:)’' My gracious sovereign,

see here this bond. Canst thou tell whose signa-

ture this is ?

The signature was of Krishna himself who

had declared himself to be her slave for life and

executed a bond to that effect !







THE KARCHA BY GOVINDADAS

A few Vaishnavas of the orthodox school have been,

for a long time, trying to assail the authenticity of the

famous Karcha or notes by Govinda Das,—a blacksmith

by birth, who accompanied Chaitanya in his tour in the

Deccan and faithfully recorded tine incidents of the

Master's journey from 1510 to 1512 A.D.

As the Karcha is free from miraculous tales,

socommon in other biographical works, accepted as

standard authorities on Chaitanya's life,—being, as it is,

asimple and unassuming record without much regard

for orthodoxy or sectarian conyentions,—a section of the
Vaishnavas has been disposed 16 think that it is by no
means a fitting skefell SePrthe great apostle, whom

they identify with Vishnaret the Hindu triad.
In some other biographies, Chaitanya has been

described to have talked willl \Advaiticharyya from his
mother’s womb. Hg has sometiines been represented

as manifesting six (arms, to prove that He, who had

been Rama and Krshn®in= previous incarnations, came

down as Chaitanya in’ the’ Kaliyuga. The two arms

of each of the three incarnations, making a_ total

of six, are said to have been shown by him to

Vasudeva Saérvabhaum at Puri. This sign of divinity,

it is alleged, more than all his arguments and devotional

fervour, overthrew the great scholar and turned him

into his devoted follower. It is also related in some

of the other biographies that when Jagai and Madhai,

ihe two great ruffians, had assaulted Nityénanda,

Chaitanya came to the rescue and cried for the
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Sudarshan, the great disc of Vishnu, which came

whirling in the air at his call and strack the villains

with terror. It is also said of him that he sowed a

seed of mango, and like a magician, made it in no

time grow into a large tree, with ripe fruits hanging

from its boughs, and that while touring in the north-

western provinces of India, he made tigers and elephants

dance and recite the name of Hari,—an incident which

was witnessed by no less a personage than Baladev

Bhattacharyya. In the Chaitanya Bhagavata he is repre-

sented to have assumed the form of a boar and terrorised

Sribas. It is also said that be turned himself into a tiger

and left the mark of Ars claws ¢ on the breast of the Kaji
of Nadia. 1 do not nropose® to give herea full catalogue
of these marvellous eventsy: which, to use the poet's

words, are “ thick aS autummal leaves that strow the

brooks in Vellombrosa "Ji those) works on Chaitanya,

accepted as his standard biogtaphies. The orthodox
Vaishnavas look upod the Karcha By Murari, Chaitanya
Charitamrta by Krshdadas Kaviray/Chaitanya Bhagavata

by Vrndaéban Das andey@haitanya Mangal by Lochan

Das almost in the same light as the Bible is regarded

by the devout Christians, and the Lalita Vistaéra by the

orthodox Buddhists. That all these above-named works

on Vaishnavism have great value and merits, no one

will gainsay. In all my treatises on the subject, I have

bestowed high encomiums on those authorities for the

great merits of their respective works.

But Govinda Das, who was a constant companion of

Chaitanya, at least for the two years that he toured in

the Deccan, gives a version of the Master’s career for

this short period in a way, which fundamentally differs

from the accounts given in some of the other biographies,

his narrative containing none of the maryels attributed
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to Chaitanya. In it there are many instances of

reformation of great sinners, but these marvellous

teformations were effected without any miraculous

power, excepting the power of simple faith. He cries

for no divine disc or Sudarshan Chakra, to overawe

the ruffians, but his musical voice, ringing with praises

of God, his tears and trances were the great charm

with which he conquered even the most inveterate

ruffians. Some of the orthodox Vaishnavas, accustomed

to regard the Master as God, endowed with super-

natural powers, seem to think that he has been deprived

of his divine attributés fimthe staple narrative, being

merely described asga oan. Bit those, who do not

labour under age-long: uonteRbONs of orthodoxy, feel
in these artless and viviee statements the very life-giving
breath of the divine man oi Rane all the more.

Before I revert to the fof galpents advanced by some
of the orthodox Vaishnavas” (Srtetiol ish the Karchaé by
Govinda Das, I will |giva abrief-a¢count as to how
the Karcha was recovéréd=andTM published by Pundit

Jaygopal Goswami of Santipar] 7

Fifty years ago, Pundit Kalidas Nath, whose

original researches in the field of Vaishnava literature

will always be gratefully remembered, handed over to

Pundit Jaygopal Goswami, the veteran Vaishnava of

Santipur and a direct descendant of Advaitacharyya,

the revered friend of Chaitanya and one of the

three great Vaishnava apostles in Bengal, some old

Bengali manuscripts, of which Govinda Das’s Karcha

was one.

Late Babu Matilal Ghose of the Amrita Bazar

Patrika, stated in the Visuupriya Patrika in 1896 A.D.

that he had seen a very old MS. of the Karcha with

Pundit Joygopal Goswami, a fact latterly corroborated

37
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by another writer in the Nabyabharat Patrika about

that time. The manuscript was with our illustrious

countryman late Babu Sisirkumar Ghose for some time;

and as the Karcha was held in high admiration by

all who saw it, it was taken by Dr. Sambhuchandra

Mookerjee, Editor of ‘Reis and Rayat’ for a perusal.

A few pages of the MS. was somehow lost while in

the custody of Dr. Mookerjee. Babu Sisirkumar Ghose

used some materials from the Karcha in his celebrated

work, the “Amiya Nimai Charit.” But relying on

memory, he gave a resumé of the narrative he had

read in the lost pages andmentioned Govinda Das, as

a Kayastha. Babu Sisivlenipary Ghose, who was himself
a Kayastha, was notfaceurate is)” this statement ; his
memory had evidently Brown) Ahsty when he wrote
an account, given in those" pages. ‘The lost portion

covers fifty pages of the printed edition of Govinda

Das’s Karcha, which atuns “over227 pages. Pandit
Jaygopal Goswami, after a-laborious tesearch, discovered

another MS. of the wKarehaeen possession of late
Harinath Goswami and Jretovéred the matter of the

lost pages therefrom, Thus the whole of the Karcha,

as it now stands, was published by the learned Pandit

from the Sanskrit Press Depository of Calcutta in

Saka 1817 or 1895 A.D.

From the autobiographical account by Govinda Das,

as we find it in the printed edition, we know that

Govinda Das calls himself a blacksmith and mentions

Syama Das to be his father, Madhabi, his mother, and

Sashimukhi, his wife. As soon as the book was

published, Babu Matilal Ghose wrote an article in the

Vishnu Priya Partika (Kartic, 410 Gauranga Abda,

1896 A. D.), in which he said that the first fifty pages

of the book were forged by Pandit Jaygopal, that
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Govinda Das in the original MS. called himself a

Kayastha and could, by no means, be a blacksmith.

Pundit Jaygopal, a most- revered scholar and then

verging on fourscore, called at my place almost in a

crying condition, and refuted the allegation of forgery

brought against him, referring particularly to some

statements to which he had been unwittingly led to

subscribe. I do not like to say here all that he stated,

as these will be unplezsant. I shall only refer to the

fact that he strongly protested against the charge, saying

that no one could ever think that an old Brahmin scholar,

as he was, whose occupation, wast initiate his disciples

into the mysteries (f} Vetehiney a faith, could forge a
document, as he was / alle ed toghave done, especially
as there was no earthly =O ieeY, pwbich he might gain
from such an act-—a fat admitted by Mati Babu
himself in his article. | J) \\\)

Babu Matilal Ghosey ead as th the article referred
to, admitted the fact (that the res of the book (177

pages), that is, barrif@“tWefirst fifty pages, was

genuine, as many membels! of “his house had seen the

old MS. themselves.

Curiously enough, a few years after this article was

written, several MSS. of Jayananda’s Chaitanya Mangal

were brought to light and the book was published

by the Sahitya Parishat. Some of the MSS. of Jaya-

nanda’s Chaitanya Mangal, 200 to 250 years old, will

be found in the Manuscript Department of the Calcutta

University Library. In these MSS. as also in the

Jayananda’s Chaitanya Mangal published by the Sahitya

Parishat, it is clearly mentioned that “the blacksmith

Govinda ” was acompanion of Chaitanya when he became

a Sannyasi. As soon as this evidence was discovered,

the arguments of those who had chosen to call Govinda
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a Kayastha and declared the fifty pages to be forged,

fell flat like walls of gewgaw, though, for a time, the

adverse critics kept up a cry that Jayananda’s Chaitanya

Mangal was itself not genuine. But the old MSS. were

there, and a crushing reply to the assailants, published

in the Sahitya Parishat Patrika, silenced all who

held a contrary opinion.

In the first edition of my ‘ Banga Bhasha O Sahitya,’

referred to the objections and met them. Nobody

challenged my arguments at that time; so in the

subsequent editions of my history, 1 dropped that

portion, thinking that thems Was no more any contention

over the matter. Fof@:pariod 6L28 years the assailants

were silent. But my Ogreatstegand ‘and admiration for
Govinda Das’s Karchay expressed in all my Chaitanya-

topics, seems to havé) foused their activities again.

They seem determined} nob toyrecognise the claims of

any book as authentign beyond the pale of those few

biographies they have \admitled) as standard ones. I

am told that a Sarhiti has beew established with a
view to purging the Vaishnava diterature of all elements,

which, according to orthodox Vaishnava opinion, may

be found to be objectionable. The object of this

Samiti, if such a one has been established, is, so far

as 1 may judge, to frustrate all historical research in

the field of Vaishnava literature and keep it open for the

simple and credulous people, who have evidently been

made to pay for the organisation.

Last year they held meetings all over Bengal to

denounce Govinda Das’s Karchaé as a forged work.

Iam not an exponent of Vaishnava orthodoxy but a

historian; this they seem to have forgotten. They

cannot expect me to care much for orthodox Vaishnava

conventions. They cannot find fault with me if I do
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give credit to the statement made in their ‘ standard

biographies ’ that Chaitanya held a theological discourse

with Advaita from his mother's womb or made the divine

disc of Vishnu appear in the sky or that the angels of

the heaven descended at every stage to sing his praises.

While these men have been trying to prove that

Cam no friend of the creed of Chaitanya, Dr. Sylvain

Levi, in his Foreword to my “Chaitanya and his Age,”

referred to “my fanatic love for Chaitanya.” The

Pioneer while praising in high terms my humble

services in the field of Bengali, Literature, found fault

with my extolling Chaitinya ‘beyond all measure. I

have also been Conder ned by: athe old historian
Mr. Beveridge in his? adele, ‘published in the Journal
of the Royal Asiatic a, Canny 1912) for the very
same reason.

it is, therefore, avid jtbat some of my own
countrymen should entertain: “@Opinion that I have
been harming the cats Oi Vaishnava religion by my
publications. I take thew hbereges quoting an extract
from an article by Mri UN aod, published in the
Calcutta Review, January, 1919, when the paper was

edited by Dr. Urquhart, to show that there are people

who hold a contrary opinion. “In 1go7 appeared

the second edition of the Lord Gauranga by that

fervid Vaishnava Shishirkumar Ghose. The work

purported to be a biography of Chaitanya, but for

historical and scientific purposes, it was almost

useless, ...... But the situation has greatly changed

since Rai Saheb Dineshchandra Sen began to publish

his patient and scholarly researches into the history

of Bengali Literature. The work of his painstaking

labours was immediately recognised in the West by

such well-known Orientalists as Barth and Senart,



294 THE KARCHA BY GOVINDADAS

Rhys Davids, Grierson, Barnett, Kern and Oldenberg.

The publication of this book did much to set in a

clearer light the importance of a thorough acquaintance

with this Vernacular Jiterature of India for any true

appreciation of her religious life .

Though the Rai Saheb is not himself a Vaishnava,

he brings to the interpretation of the Vaishnava

literature of his country a fine enthusiasm and a

sympathetic imagination. At the same time his

imagination and sympathy are controlled by his

historical sense........... ..Before the publication of

Mr. Sen's work, the Quits Way of getting anything

like an adequate imgeug og tie Vaishnava saint was

by reading some of AOE Eprolis biographies written
in old Bengali, such athe Chaieah va Charitamrita and
the Chaitanya Bhagaliai+a’ task from which most

foreigners naturally shrank.? 1

Let me now procegit-ttorntest-the arguments of my
critics. Those who (denounced (the fifty pages of the

Karcha as forged pointadsout Ayatiil is mentioned in the
Karcha that Chaitanya/]té6k]ailiffle food, at the house

of Kashi Mitra, and hearing that the rice was called

‘“‘Gopalbhog” (offerings to God) burst into tears. The

critics say that after his Sanyasa, Chaitanya lived upon

a little food, drawn by his nostrils and thus kept himself

alive. Ido not know where such a queer statement

was ever found. Even in the Charitamrita, the accepted

biography of the master, frequent references are to be

found about his taking solid food in the usual manner.

The opponents would not believe in the statement

of Govinda Das that when the latter was once attacked

with a disease, Chaitanya gently touched his body with

his hands to allay his pain. It is contended that i+

would be undignified on the part of such a divinity
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as Chaitanya to offer this kind of service to a

menial.

Objections have also been raised against the state-

ment that Chaitanya, in his trance, took a harlot in

his arms and asked her to recite the name of Hari. The

passage is one of the most wonderful instances of his

divine frenzy and felicitous spiritual emotion. It invests

him with the full glory of a great saint. It is alleged

that far from having talked with any woman Chaitanya

never looked at the face of any, after his Sannyas. But in

some of the biographies much esteemed by the orthodox

Vaisnavas, there are ocedsiofiabecter ences to Chaitanya’s
talking with womarand evens enjoying the sight of plays
performed by the sevg! dases SoiPuri. It will be seen
from the account 8 Bes found in the Karcha that
Chaitanya so far forgot higtselt in his trance and was
so absolutely unconscigus of) eetything outside, that he
trampled the body of* Pivthas ra, who had prostrated
himself before him, (under histeét. It was in such a

condition that he nae fouehed the harlot Satya’s
person with God’s name Un “his tips.

In some points, the account given in the Chaitanya

Charitamrita does not agree with that of the Karcha;

so they hold the Karcha to be unreliable. But I consider

the Karcha to be all the more reliable for it, having been

written by an eye-witness, The Charitamrita was

written 104 years after the Karché. In a country like

{ndia, one knows full well what monstrous fables grow

round a great apostle within a few years of his death.

The Chaitanya Charitamrita does not agree with the

Chaitanya Bhagavata also, in some points, But the

opponents do not assail either of these authorities on

chat ground. But if there are matters in which the

Karcha does not agree with the ‘ standard ’ biographies,
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I for myself, would, even at the risk of incurring the

umbrage of a section of the orthodox Vaishnavas, give

credit to the Karcha, written, as it was, by a man on the

spot, in preference to the later works, whatever sanctity

they may carry in popular Vaishnava opinion.

Renowned men like late Babus Shishirkumar Ghose

and Matilal Ghose had actually seen the old MS. of

the Karcha and had stated their doubts about the authen-

ticity of the first fifty pages only. But my opponents

would now seek to denounce the whole book as un-

authentic, by means of flimsy and puerile arguments.

Now it is quite trugy add Peoy ed by various authorities

that there were two anus ‘ripts of, the Karchi, the first

one of which, countin®’ “fr olny Eke present time, would be
about 300 years old. ‘The dccones given of the Deccan
are so faithful and minute, that if would be impossible

for a man to give sughy sonic information of the

various places without, travelling “ithe whole country
himself. Can it be belicyed that atleast 300 years ago

a man having visited alfiehe shrines of the Deccan, forged
a story like that ? The®{XISq itfShould be remembered,

was 300 years old. There was no Survey map at

the time to be of any help to him. A distinguished

Bengalee wrote a history the other day, in which he

incorporated the account of Chaitanya's travel in the

Deccan from the Karcha. He was approached by my

opponents with a request to expunge those passages

from his book; they even agreed to bear the cost of

recasting his book according to their suggestions. This,

of course, the historian refused to do, stating that he

would believe in the account of the Karché [ have

been receiving thundering letters, in which | am required

to believe in nothing except what is stated in the

Chaitanya Charitamrita. | will refer to one interesting



GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE 297

incident in this connection. Sometime ago, a Vaishnava

was writing a book on the tour of Chaitanya in the

southern countries. I chanced to see two or three

forms of the book when it was in the press. There

he was declaiming Govinda Das over the line, “ [t made

even the piece of burnt wood, as he was, swell in great

love” (cae cla] cartel BS Pita THe) Govinda Das

referred to a dark-coloured Sannyasi in the above line,

but the writer fancied that he had thus insultingly

referred to Chaitanya; so he indulged in long and

atrocious vituperations against Govinda. When I pointed

out his mistake the Vaishnaya.zealot had then to destroy

the two forms, whichdie had already got printed.

Such has been the fat cob Hovinda Das at the hand?
of some of his coun “professing the Vaishnava
creed. But yet no cage er) more attached to his
master than was he to Ol Re! { believe that it is not
possible for any man ofthe ib phesent day to write a book
like that. Its words aré “alt inspiréd, as he was near the
inspired presence of ottie great‘personality of a divine
man. His work is beidpread with tears by hundreds of
men, for there is the b*éath'@f{résh spiritual life blown

over his sentences—the inspiration imbibed from the

God-man of Nadia, For myself, { got the printed edition

and used the materials available in it; and I will

continue to believe that amongst the great biographies

of Chaitanya, it is the greatest in respect of accuracy

and wealth of historical details though the book isa small

one and refers to a short period of the Master’s life.

I believe, also, that the Sri Govinda of Chaitanya

Charitamrita, who was a constant companion of the

Master in his later life, is probably the same Govinda

Das, for reasons stated in my work “ Chaitanya and his

Companions (pp. 236-37).

38
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Govinda tried to hide his name and identity from the

public for the obvious reason of saving himself from

being discovered and caught hold of by his kinsmen,

particularly by his wife, who was so anxious to get

him back into the folds of family life once more ; hence

his notes were concealed ( #api efaai atfa afe aceriata

“T jot down the notes and keep them in great privacy”’).

It is for this reason that the Karcha was not widely

known in those days. Its discovery would have frustrated

the object of the writer’s ascetic vow. Hence he did not

give it out to the public. Krishna Das Kaviraj did

not get it in his hands .wlien he wrote a short account

of Chaitanya’s tour in the Dé oan? ,Hence he has not
fnentioned Govinda’s ‘name “ff He has mentioned the
name of Kala Krisha Das fihom, also, we find
mentioned in the Karcha. ‘Tha. fatter, for some reason
or other, abandoned his’ tuavel, vas appears to be the case
from the account of thé! “‘Karchan” a
Govinda Karmakafy asa companion of Chaitanya, is,

as we have stated before, mentioned in the Chaitanya

Mangal of Jayananda,mwhoybeing a contemporary of

Chaitanya, was the better-informed man. Govinda, as

the companion and attendant of Chaitanya in his travels

in Southern India, has also been mentioned by the great

poet Balaram Das of undisputed authority amongst the

orthodox Vaishnavas (Gaura Pada Tarangini). There are

also references to Govinda in the Chaitanya Bhagavata

itself. In a book called the Chaitanya Chandroday

Koumadi written by Prema Das in the seventeenth

century there is a clear reference to Govinda Das when

he was on his way to Santipur. It should be remembered

that the Karcha towards its close, refers to Govinda’s

trip toSantipur. One may trace the whole of the later

career of Govinda Das in the Chaitanya Charitamrita
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when, according to our opinion, he is said to have

appeared as Sri Govinda in the guise of a quondam

servant of Ishwar Puri. Jam shortly going to give a

full history of Govinda Das in my Introduction to a new

edition of the Karcha which | have proposed to edit

and publish.

One of the allegations against the Karché has been

that some months after the Sannyas, Chaitanya is des-

cribed as having worn matted locks on his head. His

head was clean-shaved at the time of Sannyas, so how

could he get matted locks-within five or six months from

the time? The custom vf wearin gpa: tificial matted locks

on the eve of a long) jouFne}p | is'prévalent amongst the
Sannyasis, for the purpost (8 protecting their heads fram
exposure. The custom/isy Poa) roary antiquity and |
may refer my readers to a trey from the Ramayana of
Valmiki, L i ‘ pM

a

“aay arent aa" ae) fear
gaint ae: afastan ciara vw?

(Let it be so. For the fullest of the king’s vow, I

shall depart hence wearing matted locks and bark-

garments, to dwell in the forest.)

The MS. was an old one, and it was difficult to grasp

the readings in some places. The veteran Pandits and

gurus, Jaygopal Goswami and Madan Gopal Goswami

deciphered the letters, where they presented any diffi-

culty, with great care. It should be stated here that the

Pandits of the old school, while editing these poems,

are found here and there, to substitute simple words in

places of archaic and antiauated forms, such for instance,

as aay for afaeet, eBat for s®ep{, etc. Such small

changes must have been effected by the editor. Butthe

simplicity of the language is not always atest for judging
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the age of a poem. That the Karcha is replete with

many old and archaic forms may be observed from such

phrases as c@lt afatea” any, fray, cafent, grata,
ateyfe, aif fare, etc. Rabindra Nath and Madhusudan

were almost contemporaries, but the language of the

two shows such a vast difference that they seem to

belong to widely different ages. Chandi Das’s more

familiar poems are much simpler in language than the

Karcha, though the former is more than a hundred years

older than the latter.!’ The fact is that when a man writes

without being actuated by pedantry but by a real craving

for expressing an ideaf ae a generally found to be

simple and unpreteutibas C ¢Ratvayana of Valmiki is
for this reason, much: sim the classical poems of a
much later age. They “ es thistale of these Vaisnabs
has been that they have aceepled ( Chaitanya Charitamrita
not only as a standard workli in regard to all historical
information about C ‘pailanlya) ~bat as the criterion of
language by which fo judge: of pe period in which
other books were written.suléisuin doubt a monumental
work on Vaisnab theology butyit is an impenetrable

2 Of. Chandidas—(a) “ gefaals fra gerazw ce |

gh & agais fay cy BIE

Qree nfes Beal Wa |

wiBal atBe oats Beat 4”

(8) “RE ce aca Afafs eta,

aii afin Afats shat, Fifer aay cote |

BAW) CAM, Hay Gat, cy ale AfalS ara

Qs Bet a MAE, Strife awa aca 1”

(ce) “ afe ceal wade oy apy)

ators fowa firnt, ware ofeey coy,

alga @faa ong aiy ”
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forest of legends which the historian should approach

with great caution for ascertaining historical facts, while

as a model of linguistic style it should no more be called

Bengali than Hindi. The author Krishna Das Kaviraj

had lived at Brindaban from his seventeenth till ninty-

third year, sothat his Bengali had got seriously entangled

with Hindi. It will therefore be absurd to suppose that

because the book was written in the 17th century, its

style is therefore the right specimen of Bengali style

of that period. My orthodox Vaisnab brethren will not

be credited for holding il 1g ees Charitamrita to be

the source from whieh)! gua hateS > light to clear up
historical and linguiStie piobiehi FORBengal. We revere
the book as a great sciptore ofthe Bengali Vaisnava:
but we shall not discredit’ the Kaseha when it disagrees
with the Charitamrita. Ayyarg of this fact, my opponents
are bent upon altogether Mem olibhiing the Karcha, alleg-
ing it to be a piece offerings forget.

Pandit Jaygopal Goswami is now dead. His eldest
woo

son, Pandit Banwari La, Goswamiis now one of the most

revered names amongst thé Gbswamis of Santipur. He

is about seventy years of age and is a renowned

Bengali poet himself, His Khichuri, Polao, and other

poems have won for him an abiding reputation in our

literature. I requested him sometime ago to give

me a history of the MS. from which the printed

edition of the Karcha was taken by his scholarly father.

I have the highest regard for Banwari Lal Goswami as

aman. He has given me the following account, which

will show the entire facts of the case and which may

be accepted as a true and accnrate statement.

“ Fifty years ago, Babu Katidas Nath, the writer of a

biographical account of the poet Jagadananda, brought

several old manuscripts to my father. One of these
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manuscripts was a Karchaé by Govinda Das, another

a life of Advaita and the rest were old works on

Vaishnavism. My father borrowed the Karcha and the

life of Advaita from Kalidas Nath for a perusal. He felt

these two works to be of great spiritual merit and

set about copying them. My revered father used to

write a very quick hand, so that in a few days, he

finished a copy of the Karcha.

“There were many errors in the Karchaé and in

some places the manuscript was worm-eaten. Pandit

Madan Gopal Goswami rendered considerable assistance

in deciphering the read af \the, text. Eight or nine
years later, the Karebat Sin print, when I

showed a portion of AN Darts oa the life of Advaita-
charyya to my tal ices Acie, Babu Akshaychandra
Sarkar. Babu Akshaycbattra | ‘reviewed the Advaita
Mangal by Haricharan| gnf Ufice successive issues of
the ‘ Sadharani,’ and feit inch interest and was greatly
delighted in going through a -portion of the Karcha

as well, “er ne

“ Father had given alféWopdes of the old MS. of the

Karcha to Sisir Babu for his perusal and Sisir Baba, again,

lent them to Dr. Sambhu Ch. Mookerjee from whose

custody, somehow or other, these pages were lost.

“Tt was at considerable pains that the lost treasure

could at last be recovered. Copies of some portions

of the two lost forms had been preserved ; and fortunately

enough a second MS. of the book was obtained from

Late Hari Nath Goswami, and thus the Karch& was

finally recovered... tcc eee c eer ne nee neeee ves

My esteemed father was well-known all over the

Vaishnava world. There may be trivial points of disparity

between the Chaitanya of Charitamrita and the Chaitanya

as described in the Karch&é But is it not known to



GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE 308

the controversialists that Pandit Jay Gopal and Madan

Gopal had, so to speak, churned the very ocean of

the Vaishnava lore? They were approached by 2 good

number of scholars for the interpretation of the

Ananda Vrindaban Champu and the elucidation of the

knotty texts of the Bhagavata, Every work has its

peculiar merits; the beauty of the Karch& lies in its

charming simplicity. The readers of this work must,

one and all, have to admit that it emanated from

the pen of a truly devoted soul, resembling, as it does, in

clearness and sanctity the sacred streams of the

Gomukhi.” ? Oa

We refrain from quoties Si B Bany ari Lal’s letter in
full, Evidently the audacious) ‘attempts on the part of
the biassed section of the sasthodos Vaishnavas, to cast
a slur on my humble biestay works, and what is worse
still, on the honesty off his Ropgrable father, the late
lamented Pandit Jay) Gopal “Goswami, have aroused
the righteous indignation of Pandit Banwari Lal, who
has given free vent to “his: “Brahmanic ire in his long

letter tome. But I am nof going to quote the letter

in full.

The Forward, in its issue of the 25th January,

1925, published a long article which took nearly two

columns of the paper. The writer sighs over the

lack of all historical sense of our countrymen. Orthodox

religious sentiments have always stood in the way of

faithfully recording all historical narratives in India.

He has clearly shown how ignorance and belief in the

supernatural have been great enemies to _ historical

research in this country. There are orthodox men

in the country who will try their level best to thwart

) Translated from Bengali,



304 THE KARCHA BY GOVINDADAS

all historical purpose and persuade their well-to-do

disciples to open their purse liberally in paying for

organisations started in defence of their ‘religious

cause,”

Happily, the number of those who are denouncing

this great work is very small. A large number of

orthodox Vaishnavas themselves, with open mind, believe

in its genuineness. I have referred to the fact that

Babu Sisirkumar Ghose, with whom the old manuscript

had been lying for a time, used its materials in his

‘Amiya Nimai Charit.’ Babn Rakhaldas Banerjee in

his history of Bengal, fas ¢ dawn largely from this

work in preparing Gs Bho »Chaitanya. Babu

Achyuta Charan Tattival cia famous litterateur,
whom _ the Governhignt/ 3 a has rewarded
with a literary pension, f8be me to say that he
believed the Karché to beja {gefuine work. His opinion

was quoted by me int ite ‘edition of my Banga
Bhasha O Sahitya.) Late Baby Haradhan Datta

Bhaktinidhi, whose sc ipin! Vaishnava literature

was unique and wonderfalj{tdokl a great help from

the Karcha in his valuable contributions to the leading

Bengali journals of his time. Pt. Jyotiprakasa Bhagavat-

bhusan has written a long article refuting the flimsy

arguments of the enemies of the Karcha. Babu Jagat

Bandhu Bhadra, a devout Vaishnava scholar used the

materials of the Karch& in the Introduction to his

famous “ Gour Pada Tarangini.” Babu Manamohan

Chakrabarty, the distinguished antiquarian of Bengal,

has believed in the genuineness of the Karcha.

One of the more important reasons, which, however,

the adverse critics dare not express, for their calling in

question the authenticity of the Karcha, is the fact that

Chaitanya is represented therein as paying his respects
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before all the temples in Southern India, whether it

was Saiva or Sakta. He was a divine man, who cared

for God and not for any sect. It would indeed be a

pity if he had entertained narrow sectarian views.

The letter of the venerable Pandit Banwari Lal

Goswami is sufficient to show the full history of the

case and we need hardly say anything more in defence

of the Karcha.

[ have explained the reason why Govinda Das should

have himself tried to suppress the Karcha. It was a fear

of being detected by his kith and kin that made him

keep these notes in strict Payal, Tt was also because

he wanted to serve 4he-Masté bik disguise i in his later

career. After Chaitdeya’selis pearance from the world
a theological school was chads ith the avowed object
of making Chaitanya af ipearharaon of Krishna. Those
writers who would not Gdn fogs to this propaganda,
received little esteeng “froin tne’ Vaisnab community.
Whatever incrediblef, legends might be recorded by a
biographer, it did not Standinctheiay of his book being
welcomed by the orthodoxyMaismabs provided Chaitanya

was deified, and the attributes of Krishna ascribed to him.

But any book not conforming to this essential doctrine

was not held as reliable whatever genuine merit it

might possess from the historical point of view.

While writing this, | have just received letters from

three eminent men, two of whom saw the old MS. of the

Karcha themselves, One is Rai Saratchandra Chatterjee

Bahadur, Government Pleader of Rungpur (brother of

Sir Atulchandra Chatterjee, I.C.S., High Commissioner).

He says “Iknew Pandit Joygopal Goswami rather

intimately in my young days, when | had the honour

and privilege of enjoying his confidence too. / then

saw an old MS. of Govinda Das's Karcha, which he was

39
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then engaged in making a copy of, for the purpose of

editing and publishing it. It is now over 40 years that

I saw it with him.” Pandit Laksminarayan Tarka-

ratna of Bakla, now residing in the District of Rangpur,

an aged scholar of great repute, also writes to say that

some 40 or 45 years ago he saw “a very old and warm-

eaten MS. of the Karchi” which Babu Gorachand

Chakrabarty was copying at the bidding of Pundit

Joygopal Goswami at Hughlee. Pundit Laksminarayan

adds that he was consulted by the copyist wherever

any difficulty presented itself in deciphering the letters

of the text, he was thas fhoroughly acquainted with the

book and when it was published fOyor 15 years later, he
found the publication true toy the) original. Mr. Nalini-

mohan Sanyal, M. Aye ‘eetited Inspector of Schools,
Rajshahi Division, an inhabitant: fof Santipur—the native
village of Pundit Joy goal | ‘Goswami—and now 64 years
of age, refutes some) of the charges brought against the
editor of the Karcha iii,aJetter to ne and says * | believe

the Karcha published byePundit! Joygopal Goswami to
be a genuine historical work! of'great merit.”

In the face of these overwhelming evidences, | need

not take further pains to prove the genuineness of the

Karchaé. I only wishto add that even if no external

proofs would be forthcoming, a careful, reader would, still

be convinced of the genuine character of this great work

of Govinda Das by the rich array of the details it gives

of Chaitanya’s career for two vears, and the freshness

af firsthand information breathed throughout the book,

which present a striking contrast to the somewhat

legendary and convention! character of some of the

more volumnous biographies of Chaitanya, in spite of

their many high qualifications.?

' Reprinted from the Calcutta Review of March 1925, with
additions and changes.

some
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OPINIONS

ON

THE EASTERN BENGAL BALLADS

With a Forewanrp BY THE Ricut Hon’ait LAwRENcE Jonn LUMLEY

Deunpas, Bart oF RoanupsHay,

From a Review in the Oriental List, London (Jan.—Mareh, 19:24),

“ Eastern Bengal Ballads: Mymensingh: Ramtanu Lahiri Research
Fellowship Lectures for 1922-24 in two parts,

In these two volumes Dr. Dineskehandra Sen has for the first time
made available, both for Epelish and foreBenvali readers, ten typical
ballads (gathas) sang by@prefessiofialidiiinstrela in the district of
Mymensingh. The wordghofo¥ peat e been taken down in
writing from the lips of these sing them by one Chandiakumar
De, who has travelled into Auanyiantiolithe:way places in East Bengal
for this purpose, It was anvextren iy di ich (t task to which he set him.
self; he often found the “profasionaléincers whom he approached
unwilling to disclose to a stranger’the text of these songs, which had
heen handed to them as erat family possession ; to recover the
whole of a ballad he often hadto ma

different places and to const nw of different singers; and
throughont his work he was handicapped by ill-health. It is to be

hoped that the collaborationsbetween him and Dr. Sen will continue

and result in the preserva mote of these ballads, which

are of immense value both fo The student of folk-lore and to the
philologist. Jha 3T4

The ballads mostly date from the 16th and 17th centuries, and

throw a flood of light on the social, religious and political condirion of
Eastern Bongal in those days. The first volume (Vol. I, Part }) con-
tains a valuable introduction by Dr. Sen, and an English translation
(or more strictly a paraphrase) of the ten ballads. There is also a
separate introduction to cach ballad. The second volume (Vol. I,
Part IT) contains a Bengali introduction, the full Bengali text of each
ballad, and a number of footnotes explaining obsolete words and pro-
vincialisms. There are eleven illustrations, and a literary map of

Eastern Mymensingh. Embodied in some of the ballads are several
interesting specimens of ‘baramasi’ poems—poems describing the

twelve months of the year in relatioe to the experiences of the hero
and heroine of the poem. The language throughout is the common

village speech of the Mymensingh district, and is in delightful contrast
to the artificial style of snch writers as Bharatchandra, with its far-
fetched conceits and high-sonnding Sanskrit expressions.

special journeys to several
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Great as Dr. Sen’s other services to the cause of Bengali literature

have been, it is doubtful whether any of his previons work is a more

valuable contribution to our knowledge of Bengali life and thought
than this collection of ballads, which, but for his enterprise and the

praiseworthy efforts of his collaborator, would in all probability in the

course of the next few years, have been lost beyond recovery.

From a review in the Times Literary Supplement of 7th August, 1924,

A writer needs more than merit in himself if hig work is to attract

wide notice; his subject-matter must have » qnality of general appeal.
Probably no scholar alive in India to-day has sueh a record as Dr.

Dineschandra Sex, a record of patient, enthusiastic pioneer research,
whose results have been valuable and fall of interest. Fifty years
ago, very little was known, ovon by Bengalis, of old Bengali literature,
and if such ignorance uo longer prevails to-day, it is largely because
of one man who, in spite of poverty and obscure beginnings and ill-
health, hag toiled through many y6irs4o bring his own Iand’s history
and literature to light. HistjdAsneyings\should become a legend,

and the Bengali imagination, centuries heute, should see one figure
eternally traversing the ‘Gangéti iyymow beaten upon by the
fierce sun as he makes hig ¢yyayTMi@traksthe red, deeply fissured

fields of Vishnupir, now floating” du they rain-swept rivers of Kast
Bengal. He has coaxed ®yenutions jeasantry inte opening their
store of traditions and merporicsypeud he bas persuaded them to
part with hundreds of old mawtuscripts that were stuffed into palm-

leaf roofs or between bamboo rafters.’ Ti he has not made a nation’s
ballads he has discovered avgredt manyeof them. If a small part of

this service had been rendereditosa botter-Known literature it would
have made him famous. Bat Bengalis popularly supposed to have had
no history; and it hae cotta been without the dramatic or oataa-
trophic events which strike thélimagination’in the stery of many lands,

Plassey, despite Nabin Sen's song of Jamené over it, was not a disaster

to Bengali arms though fought in Bengal) Agra and Lahore, Delhi

and Seringapatam, evoke more romantic associations than Dacca or

Murshidabad. Aurangzeb and Akbar, Pratap Singh and Tipu Sultan,

mean a good deal even to a European; bat Lakshman Sen and Hambir

Singh mean nothing at all.

Yot the records brought to light by Dr. Sen concern a population of

fifty millions, who speak as expressive and beautiful a language as there

ig anywhere in India, and whose literature is a thing that Indians out-
side Bengal regard with pride, as an enrichment of their common
heritage. That literature has been flowering with amazing exuberance

for nearly a century now; and as the Bengali mind grows in con-

sciousness of itself and its achievement, it must incronsingly be inter-
ested in the beginnings of that achievement. In his latest book, Dr. Sen

has reclaimed a whole province for scholarship and study, the ballads
of the Mymensingh borderland. As we know, a debatable Iand, where

races aud interests meet and sometimes clash, has a vivid life which ofton

takes on spontancous and vigoroys expression. And the Mymensingh

swamps and spreading rivers, a refuge to fugitive kings and straggling
independences, a region where Bengal and Assam, Aryan and

Mongolian meet and merge, have sheltered through the centuries

much more than moving and beantiful stories, A great deal of Bengal's
forgotten and neglected history lies hidden in these ballads,

Bc
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Tn his introduction Dr. Sen tells how his notice was firat drawn to
the ballads, Nearly a dozen years ago he was interested by articles
in an obscure and local Magazine, and on inquiry found that they
were by one Chandra Kumar De, a young man of no English education,
in frail health and wretchedly poor. He had been employed by a
village grocer, on a salary of one rupee (sixteen pence) a month, “but
was dismissed on the plea of incompetence and inattention.” Probably
the employer had reason for his action, for the boy was dreaming
of his own country and her past. He got new work, this time muni-
ficently paid by two rupees a month, the work of a rent-collector;
he had to travel widely, and during his travels heard the old ballads.
Dr, Sen persuaded Calcutta University to employ him; and by an
expenditure of fifty rapees a month for three years over 17,000 lines
of Old Bengali poetry have been recovered. Dr. Sen exultantly
remarks:

“f would not have been more pleased if these lines were nll gold,
The songs perfectly artless, written mostly by Hindu and Mnhammadan
peasants, often show the real heart of poetry, and some of them at least,
i believe, will rank next only tothe most beautiful of the Vaisnava
songs in our Hterature.” is

oY. A,

He has found European Sarin oc Ishebatbis enthusiaem, If other
friends, both in England @and> wettew the charge that his
enthusiasm for what is old is oft ig uncritical joy of a man
madly in love, he is unmaveds 4% ree is familiar to him, and he
puts it by with o smile, Thenwaae ; ‘that he has now brought
forward ig too large for husky wyse t, and even on a ‘irst view
much of it is manifestly poorer’ than he thinke it. But among
these ballads are some tales /pa/ sittple and appealing that they
need only a more cunning bors prekentation to win recognition
outside Bengal. And Dr. Ser )throngho his long and successful
career as discoverer, has naverdone his Jaud \greater service than by
saving these stories that woult-se sodn have jaded out from the world,

* * * eT * * *

Paris, 10th April, 1924,

My pear Frienp,

Tam sorry I could not answer earlier your lovely letter, dated 10th
January, 1924. Tam growing more and mure busy day by day since
my coming back home. Still I cherished the hope of reading all your
Ballads before writing you, and I kept them faithfully on my desk all
the time. But I had to content myself with the first one and with your
learned Introduction. To-day I am on the eve of Haster vacations, and
T am confident I can now make time to enjoy a full reading of your
delectable work, But I have read enough of it to anticipate the pleasure
I can derive from it. Your enthusiasm at the discovery was fully justi-
fied. Your Eastern Berigal, you are so proud of, is positively an earthly
replica of India’s Nandan, a paradise of vegetation, sky, running water,
a sporting place of Apsarases and Gandharvas, and you are another
Narada coming to the world to repose above these celestial beauties,
and in a way how attractive! Thisis the wonder of art that, owing
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to you, I could in the sad, dull, dim days of winter dream of a blue

aky, of lovely rivers, of evergreen woods, of conples of lovers wandering
amidst the wild beasts, indifferent to all dangers, raptured by their
mutual love,

There is one dark side, the news you give me about your bad health.

It may be that after sach an unceasing strain of labour you had to

suffer from a nervous depression. Even before I could mect you, I

could guess that you are working in a constant strain of imagination

and passion which overtaxes your bodily strength. I know that no

sacrifice is of account to you for the love of your country. But India

has not such a plenty of worthy worshippers that the loss of one of
them may be indifferent. The work that you can do no one else can

do or will do, Think of it and keep yourself ready for more work,

This is a friend’s wish and prayer.

But do not miss to send me a word that you are feeling better, and

stronger, that you are recovering after this tremendous shock,

c .
x

Boliéve mey My dear friend,
pM Syed Fy 4

Ora ‘ope Ever yours,

, , Sytvain Levs.

Dear Sir,
|

Thank you very much for |ydar! Yid@ness in sending me the firat
volume of your MymensinghyPallads.) My'sister and myself (she is my
interpreter in English) have readwit: with a interest. The subject
it deals with tonches all mankind; the difercaces with European stories
are due to reasons which aremitch more social than racial. The good
wsthetic taste that is fell Swwodstof these ballads is also one of the
characteristics of popular imagivationin many of our Western

conntries: “ Womeder Wehmith®’ asia beautiful song of Goethe’s, put
into music by Beethoven, expresses it ‘‘ The Pleasare of Tears,”

It is true that with us French people, the people of Gaul, it reacts

against this with our bold and boisterous joyful legends. Is there none

of this kind of thing in Indian literature? I was specially delighted

with the touching story of Madina which although only two centuries
old, is an antique beauty and a purity of sentiment which art has

rendered faithfully without changing it, Chandravati is a very noble

story and Mahua, Kanka and Lila are charming (to mention only
these ones).

The patient researches of Mr. Chandra Kumar De and your precious

collaboration with him have brought to the historical science a valuable
contribution to its efforts to solve the problems of popular literary

creations. From where have these great primitive epics and ballads
come? It seems very likely that they have always come from some

poetic genius whose invention has struck the popular imagination.

But the question is how much people deform his idea in putting
it into the shape in which we find it? Which is the part of the

collaboration of the multitude in this work of re-casting, which is
continuous and spontaneous? Rarely has any one had the happy

opportunity to seize an epic as one might say on the lips of the people
who have given birth to it before writing had fixed it insome shape as
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youand Mr. Chandra Kumar have sueceeded in doing in this case.

I congratulate you sincerely for this beautiful work and { ask you,

dear Sir, to believe in my high esteem and admiration.*

4th March, 1924, Romain Ronanrn,

¢ * * * & *

From a review by Mr. F. B, Oaten, LL.B., M.A., published in the

Englishman, dated the 7th of February, 1924.

¥é is not easy for an Englishman to hazard an opinion as to the

reception which the ballad poetry of Eastern Bengal, recently rescued

from oblivion by Dr. Sen, and now given by him to the world in

the form of an English translation, will receive at the hands of

literary Bengal, But oue thing igcextiain. The measure of Bengal’s

appreciation of these ballads, mob mere historical or literary
curiosities, but as living literature) willy _fome index of the extent
to which her spirit is sping fro the trammels of artificiality
in its effort to express itse!f nef, Gnliterainre but in life. To the
western critic, stumbling by Zood for: ‘upon Dr. Sen’s Book, these
ballads, straight from the ‘a isticatedy people's heart, come fresh
and stimulant as the breezey ‘eevives’ the jaded traveller from
Calcutta as he sits in steamer and ploughs across the monsoon gusts
of Eastern Bengal. In them we asi eyes regards the subject-matter
almost entirely from the priesb, as regards language, entirely from
cultured artificiality, and agi ‘3, post universal of human
passions, altogether from that ideal of Ghastity which caused a poet

of an earlier age to place the following words in the mouth of Sita,
as a defence to her chara¢ter: \‘ Even when I was a mere child, I
never came too close to a male play-fellow.”

In the introduction which Dr ]Sé pYeikes to his translation, we
learn that these ballads cover a period of 800 years from the sixteenth
century onward, that they were known onfy and that orally ouly,
solely to the class, rapidly decreasing, of professional village-singers or
rhapsodists ; and that he collected the ballads through the agency of a
poverty-stricken and uneducated literary enthusiast, named Chandra
Kumar De, to whom the real credit for first bringing these ballads to
literary notice must be ascribed, though Dr: Sen’s work in introducing
them to a wider literary world, and inspiring the discovery of others,
has been infinitely vaiuable.

Briefly stated, these ballads contain a picture of the state of

society and the conditions of life, prevailing in Kastern Mymensing in
the 16th century and onward. ‘The area in which the ballads rose and
flourished was one into which the Sen Rajas with the Brahminic
canons and arbitrary conventions were unable to penstrate; it was

therefore for generations ruled by a different society and a different
standard of moral and communal life; its culture was indigenous,
natoral, fresh, unartificial, in shert, true original Bengali. Tt was a
society not of dogmas, but of real life.

* Translated from French by Captain J. W. Peiavel.



vi OPINIONS

There are a dozen aspects from which these ballads, thus redeemed

from rapidly approaching oblivion, are important. Lord Ronaldshay in
his introduction emphasises their importance as the seed from which

modern Bengali has sprung, They will certainly also prove valuable as

a source of historical information. But one cannot but dwell here

on their intrinsic value as literature, since it is to be hoped th t

Bengal will eventually valne them most as such. As Dr, Sen writes,

“these songs have features in them which have a universal appeal.”

Their language is that of a despised “ patois,” they describe Bengali

men and women acting in ways that are not now conventional and are in

some cases regarded as immoral; but they describe the great human

passions, and chiefly the passions of love, working in social conditions

that were, as compared with conditions to-day, strangely unrestricted

by conventions. In these ballads women fall m love, and in no case

blindly follow the selection of the guardian. They go through fire and

water for the sake of the man they choose, They devise stratagems and
slay his foes. Tkey converse with strange youngmen at the ghat and

arrange fature meetings, They receive love-letters. Yet ever they prefer

death to dishonour, properly so yegarded. Maiua’s scorn of the Kazi’s

overtures to her through ygo-betweepmin her husband’s absence,

is characteristic, “ The wicked Mazi hhs nob the worth of my husband’s
toe. Take this insnlt fronifige, Wt poo Kazi and tell bim all,
Ltake him to be my foe ant tolls iaen dog. I hit his face with
a broom from here.” RSS Se a

\ 5 ‘J ,

In fact it may be said thet wi iia Bengali woman, is the
general hero of these ballads, sovfar as those hitherto published are
concerned. By the side of her deyotion, heroism and self-renun-

ciation, the male characters avg somefinies poor creatures, devoid of

personality. In Mahta, Moleok Stnaivand several others, not solely
Hindu, the literature of Bengal-peceiveson its roll many names of
which it may be prond. isl therefore) distressing to learn from
Dr, Sen that these songs are dosing prblic devour every day, Bengal
needs these literary heroinésyleven though, or even possibly because

their conventions are not those of to-day. Possibly Dr. Sen’s book,
and especially his enthusiasti¢and trfamphant introduction to them,
will restore them to public favour, and give them wider currency.

It is clear at least from Dr. Sen’s enthusiasm for the uncoventionality of

the characters of the ballads, that it is not without meaning thot he

prefaces to his book the quotation that ‘if a man were permitted to
make all the ballads, he need not care who should make the laws
of a nation.”

Lord Ronaldshay im an article entitled “ What is it Nationalist
India wants ” published in “the Nineteenth Century and After" (July
1924) refers to Dr. Dineshchandra Sen’s, “ Eastern Bengal Ballads ”
in terms of high praise, with copious extracts from the hook,

From a review by Mr. F, E. Pargiter, (L.C.S, retired) in the
Royal Asiatic Society’s Journal (October, 1924):

Songs and ballads have been handed down orally and recited

among the peasantry in the district of Mymensingh in North-East

Bengal, and Chandra Kumar De, a poor man who had been fascinated

by them during his local visits as rent-collector, began writing about

them in the local Journal Sourabha in 1912. His notices attracted

Dr. Dineshchandra Sen, who then helped him and engaged him in 1919
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D recover all the ballads that could be discovered there. This was

done, often with great difficulty, because reciters did not always

know the whole of a ballad, so that the portions were discovered

piecemeal and sometimes confusedly. Dr. Sen has now edited ten

ballads asa first instalment in this work, the ballads (Maimansinh

Gitiks) in Pt. IT and English translations in Pt. 1.

The Bengali of the ballads is the peculiar dialect of Hast Bengal,

which differs from that of Calcutta in various respects, and is of

real interest and value in phonology and vocabulary, as the reviewer

ean vouch from personal knowledge, some results of which are shown

in his Vocabulary of Peculiar Vernacular Bengali Works, published]
by ghe Bengal Asiatic Society. Tha English version is not a close

translation, but a free rendering which gives the matter and spirit of

the origina;. The ballads belong to the last three or four centuries
The dramatis persone are Hindu and Mohammedan, chiefly Hindu

yet not Hindu of the orthodox type, for the conditions are those of

freer country life, and youth au@maiden meet in true love episodes,

The stories are charming, pOth/happy ‘audviragic, and are told generally

in simple language, fresh with; ify stdues and feelings, and illus.

trated with pretty sketeHes) ariist. The characters are

finely and often nobly deliheatedyand bbe heroines display the highest
ideals of Bengali womanhdoth) DraSen has discussed each ballad in
a preface, and has prefixed to @ @-whele b long introduction investi-
gating their origin, variety; ‘atnre, witation and value, and the
political condition of that ree he ballads should stimulate
interest among stndenis of en gal, find the English version will
charm all readers, be-A MS

b. Fagha.

4 > ¥. §. Paraiter
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