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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 abont theusniddle of the last year
when 1 took up Afhe work asain and not only
revised the lectures intafthotonich manner, but
in sonme cases added supplemaentary notes to make
them up-to-date. Theailust chapter on the
Karcha of Govindadas i3, an addition of this
kind.

‘When Pandit Idaygopal . (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 heen 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. For a
long time the hostile camp was silent, as the
evidence of some newly discovered old manus-
cripts was found to be conelusive 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 hiographies whieh they consider to
be their scriptures. iBag the historian may not
regard their * holyswrit?! as nnerring, and hence
they have taken umbrage ‘atl my historical find-
ings which are not jalwdys congeunial to their
orthodox conventions: v The Karcha is a simple
record of the emational felicitics and trances of
the divine man of Nadia and does not give that
sectarian character which the latter-day Vais-
nava theology has ohviously 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 harchi disagrees with the
latter, in the matter of details, 1 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 Karcha—for if they be not put
on record now, they .wenld surely be lost to
the after generatipfis, and- the orthodox element
might be rampant’ again ‘assailing on flimsy
grounds the authentieity- of a great work which
I consider to be the most’ reliable historical
account of the life of the Muster, though its scope
is limited to a period’of less:than two years.

These lecturesiot-niine, L presume, will throw
some light on many poinfs 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). 1 also draw attention to the 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 1

The Hindu Rajas of the 10th and 11th cen-
a period immediately

furies
Notes on adminis- .
tration. preceding the Muhammadan

iy asions—-were no doubt auto-
cratic, but an eleméntsof ‘popular voice in ad-
ministration was nets@itogather wanting. The
election of Gopal bo the threne of Gour by the
unanimous voice of the people, who were suffering
from anarchy and _lgppression, characterised in
copper plate inscriptions. as. *W/atsanyaye’ is an
event to which atbention haswichtly heen drawn
by recent scholars.;i-bng 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. In a Dharma-
mangal poem we find that the king sometimes
consulted his twelve sub-lords known as the
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“ Bara Bhuians,” when any political crisis dis-
turbed or threatened the safety of the kingdom.
In the songs of Gopi Chandra we find that
the »ayats did not tacitly submit to oppression,
but when it became intolerable they combined
under the guidance of the © Moral’ or the chief
rayal, and devised plans to remedy their grievan-
ces. When they dared not break into open
revolt, they performed the ¢ ablichora’ rites in
order to upset the rulg vhich pressed heavily on
them." In the cGropit Chandra songs when
Khetu was appoimted toprulefhe kingdom during
the absence of thi/Raja tar twelve years, the
rayals strongly opposed’ the arrangement, and
many declamatory speeches were made in the
spirit of stubborn yesistanee: One of the assembly
abused Khetu asja_jow-boini upstart and said
that he would keep=the” payment of twelve
vears’ rent in abéyanceand pay the sum to

! In * Manik Chandra Rajar gan,” published by Grierson in the Asiatic
Socicty’s Journal (1878 A. D) the abhichara, 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 cage. These with
some goats carried on a bamboo-pole, were bronght to the banks of the
Ganges. On a ceriain Sunday the rayats fasted, They worshipped
Dharma before whom the goats were sacrificed ; the chickens and the
geese were dedicated to the (Ganges. The incense and vermilion were
burut on her bank. A loug rced, pressed by a stick, by mystic rites
turned into a snake which stung the king.  On Monday he got fever,
ou Tuesday he beeame 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 (Sarat 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 eourse under gravely
provoking circumstantes:. '\ Fhere was, therefore,
undoubtedly a demioeraticelement in the political
atmosphere of Bengal awhich is clearly in
evidence from these stray eases.

Mukundaram mentions ' the oppressions of
Muhamad Sharif, the:Collector, of Government re-
venues of Pergana Selimabad in the 16th century.
One may be prone toWelieve“that under Muham-
madan rale such oppresdian®éf 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 Raja 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 Mubammadan, and the high-
handedness of his officers. The prime minister
of Raja Manik Chandra is deseribed as a man
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who hailed from Eastern 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. The sovereign listened to
the counsel of the prithe irnimister with absolute
confidence, and was ever 16ady’ to spend money
for charity and foralgaedieadse, if only the man
in office brought matters to Iifs notice. Mubhamad
Sharit, the Dihidar, and thie | East Bengal minis-
ter of Raja Manik Chandinarénot the only figures
who appear in the old Bengali literature as op-
pressors of people. "“Wehave the familiar figure
of the Hindu minister, Malaniad, 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 innocent
Harihar Baiti for speaking the unvarnished

Lodaimg €361, cuiatd (asiy A9e IAGH Wﬁ_l
ST TS (519 209 gleata



GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE 5

treth 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 deseribed
in them. Through romance and exaggerations,
through unrestrained imagination and distortion
of facts, rustic literature never fails to create a
vivid impression ofcthe #dal-state of the country.
The people describetheieoys, their sorrows, their
ideas and their grigvancesiin unfailingly con-
vincing language, thewehithe incidents described
may be often incrediblcy ¥ idlence the picture of
administration depigbed=by-sthem has certainly
some elements of fritth and often gives a better
idea of the state of thingsthan the more reliable
evidence of. the copperplate insceriptions, full
of enthusiastic panegyvies 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.
1t is said that each rayaf *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 Mainamati 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 Otténeoxizgerated but they
give us a roughvidea’sef the wealth of the
people, though we imay o credit some points
as true. In the “desepipbions of aristocratic
houses in old Bengali/poems we often find that
rich men and women- tseédito sit on golden
couches, resting tlieir feet' onsilver foot-stools,
Bejoy Gupta, the celebyated poet who sang of
Manasd Devi and flourished'in 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 occa-
sion. Three thousand men were employed to
light bonfires alone.! In many other poems we

1 cqgifer 39 5iwa fo aq wifys )
fea = sfagng % afaw 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 trath, 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
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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 charagterised the festivities of
the merchants of thélgoed “old age, when they
carried on traddTivibiSthe  whole world and
earned immense wealbhi

The bane of the dcommulation of wealth by
trade is the ercation of thatinequality in commu-
nities which, whilg'raisingaitlass of people to
the summit of good fortune, thuows others intothe
very pit of want and pecuniary 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 poorin 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 rayafs are
described as selling their plonghing 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 bripg-them wnder cultivation.
The purity of tlie‘domestic-hfe of the Hindus is
a poirtavhich will at once strike
oty of domestic ¢} Upegdenof the old Bengali
literatureys | We need not speak
of the great virtuesiof womicn, described therein.
We cannot conceivie of any litgrature in which
the chastity of women—and the purity of their
lives have formed the“stthjeet 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? The Mymensing ballads are full of many
great figures of this type shewing the blossom-
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, thongh 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 borgandsbrogght up under luckier
circumstances, as desefbed i ordinary roman-
cos? Though shdidoes netihold a soliloquy on
love nor try to convineegsher/lover of her roman-
tic sentiments by Jenthusiastic speeches in the
best of style, yet hier briefswprds to her husband
when Chandi ia! dissuise fries to spot him
indirectly as unfatthtal=shew the depth and
profoundness of her'16v8, 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
rusties which is dear to us because they bhreathe
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 bhetween
gold and its dross. True, the sacredness of a
wife’s relation to her hushand 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

Truthfulness and
strength of character.

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 wotdd he led if he told the
truth, and in gactlthe éitlence of capital
punishment was MthiebedZon-Tiim by the wily
and infuriated minjster Maliulya for his giving
truthful evidence. | But hieédless of all conse-
quences, she, the truewile/dissuaded her husband
with all the earnestness [and Veloquence of her
tongus from giving false cvideace in the king’s
court. “The virtuerof truthiviness 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 die” 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
investization. These accounts show the rustie
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 Kianchan-
mala 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, Khulland 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 prestize 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 the inteorityof her character.
The weak merchant was: ready to make up
matters by paying:the-money demanded, but
Khullana insisted on hewleing allowed to fulfil
the conditions of the ! second alternative, wiz.,
passing through jheordeall proposed by the
kinsmen of her lhusband.. - She said that she
could by no means agree fo depend on the so-
called forbearance of "his greedy 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 11

In fact the rustic literaturc 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 1lindu community stood. Lau Sen, the hero
of the Dharmamangala-pesms, was made to leave
his kingdom of aipd-wid start for Hikanda
across the seas intordesr Lo perform an extraordi-
nary legendary féatiii3uf we need not dwell
here on the adventure off Lau Sen. His queen
Kalinga was a grdab hWikrior, whose hand he
had gained by fighting=“Buc at the time of
leaving Maina, helmade overgthe charge of his
kingdom to. Ialu, his faithful
gencral, who belonged to the
lowest 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 ariny
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 withouat bloodshed. According-
ly the services of the famous thief Inda were
called for. This man, by the black art he had
learned from the Goddess Kali, threw the whole
city of Maina injo.a protound slumber.! The

! Nara Sinha Vasu in e yedr 1987 oave this account of Inda’s
art ;—
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poet here shows considerable humour in deserib-
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 pat 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 thezremstorner who stretched
his hands to receive thém; hoth fell asleep; the
whole city thus lay dnepitand” motionless like a
painted thing unddgithe-spell of the wily thief,
Mahudya attacked the jeity in this condition and
it seemed doomed to/sre destruction. Laksya,
the wife of Kalu /Dom,; alone in the vast city
had no sleep in hekevelids bythe grace of Kali
and she saw that her husband’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, nut 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,
“Is this the way in which you keep the trust of
vour 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
retalinting the death of your sons. Did not the
king Dacaratha die, sorrowing over the separa-
tion from his sons? Did not Arjuna take the
vow to kill himself sheuld he fail to kill Jay-
dratha who had ldliéd ‘hisSot? What man is
there who, afraid of death fails to take vengeance
upon the murdereriof his ehildren ?  'What man
is there whom loyalty "andithe sacredness of a
vow made before his /lmaster fail to inspire?
Are you afraid of death 2 But death is every-
onc’s lot. Aect like- 2" 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 at a 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 with a
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 Kilu’s
approach, whom they had learnt to dread from
their cradle. Mahudya 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 younges-brother named Kamba.
He was a very wicked-mah;and envious of the
success of his eldey hrether "had joined the camp
of Mahudya. When' the “rinister was lost in
dismay owing to the defeatiof his army, Kamba
came forward and 8aid |addressing him :—
“Do not grieve, Jon=lord, 4 shall conquer the
great victor. I ami-his brother and know where
he is weak.” Saying so ho asked Mahudya to
employ a barber to "shave 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 Mahudya was angry and said he
eould 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 spyv of his elder hrother, and in
great rage turnedtliimrout-ofthe camp subject-
ing him to all those marks ' 6f disgrace.! Kamba
at this point in cdguse ofithe narration of his
story, clasped the feet of hig elder brother and
piteously begged him £d forgive his past wicked-
ness. Kalu’s mipd™avas=already softened by
grief and this appeal from his fyounger brother,
whom he really Ioved “nspite of his wicked
nature, deeply touchcd him. He raised his
seemingly repentant brother with his hands
and said, “Kambha, don’t be sorry, you are my
brother, my own blood. What is there that
I can’t give you? I fully pardon you.”:

L 9@ Ffe IfE R ©tF cwa
“Atcas g3 Ayl qoiRa caewi
M6 grar w3 oo firar catBi ooty
A4 F (I AF AG B By y
oficar el g =t
? Lakhya, the trme wife, had overheard the conversation and

cautioned her hushand agaiust the wily stratagem of his younger
brother, saying,—

“ (A T TG St 4R
T4 (STF AR NHE dGII 7
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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 he my head or all
my property.” Kamba inter-
posed and cried out, ‘ Hear,
holy mether Ganges, hear, ye
sun and earth, hear; woh ye *sods that are in
heaven, my eldet brother iss0 pleased with me
that he promises it/ yourshearing to give me
whatever I may seek Tofithmm.” ¢ Is it all true,
brother ?” and as Kalw sttetched his hands to
bless him and sord;  “¥esl verily do T say,
solemnly do I takeg #he vow of ©iving you what-
ever you may ask of me™ "~ Kamba said, ¢ Stop
brother, let your enthusiasm ' bear out, I want
yolir head. Mahudya, the minister, has promised
me a half of this kingdom if I can produce
your head before him; g¢give me your head.”
For a moment Kalu lost all power of specch 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 cscape 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 subjeets. T will not kill you,
dog as you are ; thevetake, the sword and cut
off my head. Word s word; inviolable and
sacred.” Kamba foek “the sword and Kalu
stretched his neck“forward, murmuring his
prayers. In the twihkling of an eye the head
was severed from sthe! trunk. Kamba trium-
phantly caught lold of the head and was about
to march off, whenmdiakhyasthe infuriated wife
of the murdered masn;iguickly 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
fultilling his word. Hence I waited so long.”!

' Kalu in bis usuﬂ rustic language 'uhrnomshed the wife for this

counsel saying,—
“ gy 74 goiE fRard 7% 79 )
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So saying she embraced the dead hody of her hus-
band and carried it to the 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 weghsive already given a rough
idea, but details willedollofiain the present
narrative. Lau Senjithe prince of Maina, was
called upon by the Empettr of Gour at the
instigation of Mahudy@ to make the sun rise from
the west. Lau Sen pratested sayving that it was
an impossible featgwhicliawasnot in the power of
any man to accomplish: ~Heo was neither a Yogi
nor a magician to-bg ableto createan illusion,

nor were the gods obedient to
prhe tegend of Hari- 45 will. Yet the Emperor of

Gour persisted and declared that
unless he accomplished the feat, he would be
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
by 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 prinee 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/slowly-from the western
horizon. The ploughman was about to start for
the field and the shepherd-tor his pasture, when
the wonderful phernamenon siruck them mute with
awe. They bowed low before the sun and could
not divine the meaning of ithis freak of Nature.

Lau Sen, overjoyed at his'success, now return-
ed to the capital affdebtaining an interview with
the king related theloieat 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 achiecvement of the prince. The first witness
was one Prahlad. He was a potter by caste and
profession, and was known to be a religious man.
Prahlad declared before the court that he had
seen with his own eyes the astonishing phenome-
non on a certain day at early dawn. 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 he bhelieved. 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 hut in the_eveiing of the preceding day,
the minister himgekf-hid paid-a visit to Harihar
Baiti and offered him 42 ¢altl and 200 silver
coins and entreated:himinot to bear testimony to
the fact of the sun msing from the west. Mahu-
dya held out a threafiand promise that should he
speak out the trugh, We would, be a ruined man,
but if he would comply with his wishes, the reward
now offered was butpa 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 prosents 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 Harihai, 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,



24 GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE

lamented were unseen beings. They said, “ We
are all going into hell and there will rof for ages.
Help us, oh virtuous soul.” Bimala 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, you ~¢ayi; -obh.~dear one, alleviate
fate and persuade: youy_hushand to speak the
truth.”

Bimala forgot toitake wp the golden pitcher
that floated in the stréam jand with tresses all
dishevelled returned/honmeland clasping the feet
of her husband, wept like o 'little girl, saying,
“ Return the moneysand=de not care for the
consequences, speakitligtriith : save me from be-
ing called in all future times a liar’s wife and your
ancestors from going to hell.” IHarihar 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 rcfused 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 theggolden rays of the sun, the
stream of the Gangesknovnés.the Bhairava that
ran by the west,“hecame crested with golden
ripples and the sun¥isésvas simply wonderful, for
the sun, contrary to what had been seen since
the dawn of creation/for.the first time rose from
the west and not froni'the east.” The minister’s
head hung downlinsbame and disappointment,
and the prince Lau, Sen 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 che 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 silentlyberethe, soyerest punishment
inflicted on himiby-the Beantiful harlot, who,

with a reed for pen IOfHFIAEdTat  his  repeated
und blood for ink. refusal had fdopted some harsh
measures to gain | hig Leonsent.  Gopichand’s
character stands beforesusduall the loftiness of a
true Yogi. Twelve years® persecution could not
make him break hisswew=+=On the expiry of the
term, he was sent#ithéTGanges 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 quecen. This he entrusted to a

Gopichand  writes
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trained bird. Lau Sen faced similar teraptations,
though, he was uot subjected
to similar persecutions. 1In 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, “ T am an ascetic from the
cradle. [ never e/ fo: the house of a man
when he is absenitzfrom iom@-and the female in-
mates all dwell aloners Tha pleasures you talk of
are not for me. I'amibomi@ servant of the God
Dharma. My life is pne, of| austerity and self-
denial, dedicated fo/dii8 hvership.” In the Kavi
Kankan Chandi, sve find the hanter Kalu, born
and brought up in thedowest stratum of society,
bursting into savage'indighation, when his wife
made unjust allegations against his character.
In one of my lectures I have dwelt upon the
wonderful self-denial of Goroknath who overcame
temptations which none else perhaps among the
mortals conld do.

So we {ind 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 for.thesake of a virtuous life are
not mere tales heia told by animaginative people.
The people from thetime of the Buddha and
Mahavira have passed throngh great austerities
and sacrifices for thelsake of relicion and morality
and the whole atmagphere here is charged with
the loftiest idealsy” Wwhich 'to) foreign peoples,
may appear as unrealised dreams or figments
of imagination. The;renstig people had those
ideals before them. They constantly read these
poems. Hundreds of copies of the small poem
of Data Xarna 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
c}.laracters, 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 producedra rd¢woralizing effect on
their character. “#Fox spedhitude, truthfulness,
sexual purity angdevofeédness, some of the
characters referred to'in the foregoing pages are
like precious pearls,’ thov.gh the shells that
contain them, the languazeiet, the people—may
be sometimes coarsg andiinelegant.



CHAPTER III

In the accounts given by our early poets of
the courts of kings we certainly

mlea“‘g‘i‘lffgng; old  find cld traditions, rustic ideas,
truth and fanecy 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 hecame the heritage of people
and it was impossible/fortairistic poet not to be
influenced by old ‘maemeties, while describing a
prince of humbler glafiiss 286 we find on every
occasion, when a Rajaisito be extolled he is
given the title of Pancha |Gaureswar, a title
which was no doubfielaimed by the great Emper-
ors of Magadha, whi lorded 9ver Pancha Gours,
comprising the whole®ef=Aryavarta. The boun-
davy of the PanchaGodrs! is defined in the
following sloka, which is no doubt known to

most of you:

“Aramsl: sPFT NGERCAITA |
spprG B Aot arwienali#as

Skanda- Puran.

Beal translates 7%t as five Indies. We find
many old Bengali poets mentioning their own
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pa,t.rons, the Rajas, as Pancha Goureswar. ‘Fhis
was merely by traditional courtesy, as some of
the Rajas might claim descent {rom the great
emperors of old. Another familiar phrase is a3a%
¢ 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.tawards the later ruling
chiefs, big or small,. “4he-yilldse poets often con-
founded great things Arith sivill and described
kings in a manneriwhich makes their ignorance
conspicuous to a degrees A ereat king whose
army consists of ninel Iatkhs, is said to have a
kingdom which extended ovepa space that could
be traversed on ifeat’ in tweuty-two dandas, or
about 10 hours. Intheimagination of the rustic
poet, a space traversed in' twenty-two dandas
might be really a hig thing, hut rouchly speak-
ing such a space covers only twenty five square
miles. Raja Gopichandra is deseribed 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 chiefe 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 notlose 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 infernal administration of their
countries were coneerned, having only to pay
specified amounts (of tevenne to the Imperial
Moslem Governuent; . genotally realised their
position as “wmabeptiotithe people, who had
free access to the covvtand ¢ould directly lodge
complaints against | maladministration.  These
complaints the Rajasinereialways ready to listen
to and to redress. [, We find in, the Chandikavya
that one Bharu Butta beeame the minister of
the king of Guzrat 4Rl Gppressed the people
grievously. He was however severely punished
when the people acquainted the king with his
wicked ways.
In the 18th century, a system of espionage
way developed on a comprehen-
Erpionage. 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. 1Inthe 18th century theft and dacoity
prevailed in the country and the Rajas absolutely
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depgnded 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 deseribed by the old Bengali
poets, have always led 'fg flie-detoction of crimes,
and this is certamly bhéiv justification though
they caused temporary eopsternation in the
country. The Rajas’whila treating the police as
menials, vested them with gnlimited powers when
any occasion for detgotion ofiserious crimes arose.
The Police oppressed'the innoeant and the wicked
without discriminations—W?o find extensive
accounts of Police measiiresjadopted to detect a
crime in the Burdwan DPalace 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 guiv:s 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 handcufted and
thrown into prison on the slightest suspicion. If
a school-boy walked in the street with books and
paper, or a gay-tempered youth strolled in the
city, scenting himself with sandal perfume and
wearing flower-garlands, he was at once arrested
on suspicion. The.wlicle sity was terror-struck.”
The account given hv Rani Prasad Sen, a con-
temporary of Bharatehandrs, is very much on
the same lines.

“Five hundred spies| yere employed. Some
of them disguisedthemselyes as boatmen and
employed ferry-boatsfor their ise. Some became
tax-collectors and ‘mixed=with the shepherds in
the pastures. Ten-ofitwetity 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 hungbags containing books. Each of them
had two mistresses, they smoked gunje 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
hecame disguised as ascetics of the Ramananda
sect, others as Muhammadan Takirs. Some again
sat in the streets a8 heggars with their eyes shut
and looking morevdead than'alive. They scarcely
opened their mouthsto faiveireply if anyhody
asked anything of themy a7 The female informers
visited every house /in (various guises, and the
people had no sleep forfeayafpolice persecutions.
They bad no peage-6L mind fand were always
afraid lest some danger befell them. In the
evening people wereil 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 deseribing
an incident of a similar nature. Jaynarayan Sen,
who lived in the middle of the 15th 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 themsclves as
ascetics and wanderad in the streets. Foreigners,
travellers and pilgrims were thrown into prison
by thousands on the bharest suspicion. Peopls
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, not.-to “speak- of those who were
seen holding swotds or cther offensive weapons
in their hands. In‘/the morning house-search
commenced on an exfensive scale. The rich
merchants of the eity wwere all arrested and a
most thorongh search a3 to' what was stored in
their houses was raade by the police.  As soon as
this order was received;the‘police force marched
in all directions. “Phew dGdked like so many
followers of the king of Death. In the city
resided Budu Saha and Sadhu Saha, two rich
bankers, who weighed gold eoins by maunds, the
merchant, Dina Das and Nanu Das who traded in
golden wares, Nitya Brahma Das and Ramdas,
the foremost bankers, 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 accept=theéir accounts as an index
of the real state 6f things'that prevailed in the
time when the ‘peeti flontished. A system of
espionage was deveioped modndia in very early
times. Chanakya inithe fonrth century B. C. is
represented in thel drama | Mudra Raksasa as
having carried dt° to! perfection. The spies
appointed by him_vere ammatched for their
stratagem and suegeededin overthrowing the
most complicated plots of conspirators in a
marvellous manner. This is graphically des-
cribed in the drama.



CHAPTER 1V

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 throne..he often used to rest
his feet on full-blootied lotiises. It was also his
fashion to hold “in hifthand ‘a lotus bud with
its long stalk. Ife/used: fo wear a diamond
of high value on his tupban; and stringed pearls
of a large size round "his neck. The crown
he wore only ou/State-oegasions. This was
generally of a conieal shape Jike the Pyramid.
The earliest specimons of slich crowns are to be
found in the hcad-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 ocommonly found on the head
of old statues of Vasudeva, with which most

Costumes.



GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE 39

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 suunshine 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 king: Lhe Bhats also sat
near him chanting'his praiies.*A member of the
royal house used to'fan-His:Majesty. The fan
was generally made of lgwers’; one of the princes
waited with a plate of | scented betels. On the
east sat the rich meérehanis.and the bankers, on
the north the feudatory chiefs, on the west a
place was reserved forsgintly men and ascetics.
But facing the king'sat"his“veligious preceptor
and other scholarly Brahmins. The chief rayots
had a place in the court from which their
complaints were directly heard by the king.
During the Mubammadan times, the Hindu
courts became inevitably stamped with Moslem
intfluence, 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 forcheads. 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 Kojas middle of the court on a golden
stamped with Moslem throne, the royal umbrella was
inflaenco. 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
tripundrike 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 kanke waved @aily in the sunshine.
He wore a rich clupkei with sgold fringes and
a coat-of-mail ; over Bis-garments hung a string
of large pearls. Heworeround his waist a large
belt decorated with sparkling colden pendants.”
The dress was mugh?simpler in the fifteenth
century when Kirtivasa desceibed Ravan wearing
valuable stones ahdipearisisbut only a white
chadar to cover his Hiéd§i 40f course coats were
in use in other parts of India from the earliest
times. Even Raja Kaniska in the 1st 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
Ramnparayan 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 bijata, inlaid with stones of various colours.
He wore armour on his hreast and scented his
body with sandal perfumes. On his forehead
was a crescent-shaped mark-of sandal. He also
wore a large beltyifvomishichsflashed two swords
on the left and two seabbards on the right. On
his left hand was a-bewiof ‘great size and in the
right a long spear. | Allange shield made of the
skin of the rhinocergs hung on his back.” This
was of course when' /the king was going to the
battle-field. Lau Sen’s=gencral Kalu “ wore a
turban on his head in'& bénding position, from
the top of which appeared peacock feathers like a
broom. S8trong armour protected his hreast, 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 msthetic sense. The Vaisnavas avere
the creators of fashions in the country. There
is a 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 prineess’ hair, wet after
her bath, was dried~with ‘the smoke of burnt
dhupa and dhunazinéeusely her long curling
locks were scented: with-saft’ perfumed oil and
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See the author’s Typical Selections, Part 11,
pp. 1201.95.
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with agurn. 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 bakul
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._.The colour of this Sadi
was like that of £a*beesi-"15- was called the
meghumbur or theiclewd.cioth’” and was made
of very fine threadsiiix golden-threaded band
sorved Tor a waist-Delt;“to T which was attached
by golden threads small¥pendants of precious
stones. Bishaka applied the-periumes of sandal,
karpur and agura io- Radha’s person.  Chitra
and Indulekha, two expert _painters, drew the
picture ol flowers, foliage ant creseent moon and
of Cupid’s bows and arrows below her hreasts,
covered with ved silken cloths, edged with small
rubies ar.«’:’pearls. The colcured 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 werg small towards the
extremity, but gradually incrcased 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 gunje
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............On her amms she wore a pair of
angad of gold plagedon-a black band inter-
woven with goldthiedds. "She wore bracelets
of blue stones on ‘her hauds and a pair of
kankana with pendamts-ef sitk, carrying at their
ends small pearls and preeious stones.”

I do not venturg to'gnotethe whole passage, as
other ornaments arg sueéntioned some of which are
not known now and ofhersare 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 eritic.

Descriptions of ornaments and attire are to
be found in many places of old Bengali
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Literature. Some of these will he found in my
Typical Selections from old Bengali Literature
(pp. 210, 227, 260, 236, 334, 835, 372, 385, 486,
667,829,907, 1223, 1291, 1293, 1294, 1295, 1519,
1520, 1521 and 1794,

I have already mentioned that duoring 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 faghion“aménsst the Muham-
madan aristocraey, ‘dnds ‘5571 have already
stated, were distirignighed-as; Hindus by marks
of sandal and sagrifieial Yash on their fore-
heads. 1In their couefsfalso the only feature to
distinguish them from™ the M uhammadans was
the predominance’ pi’a “Brahminic element re-
presented in Brahmin 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  Mubammadan the officers-in-charge of royal
fushion, 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



46 GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE

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 Nakiby_br the court-herald, whose
duty it was to apneunce new arrivals and loudly
proclaim to them thel ways of Durbar-courtesy,
the Ujjak, the Kajjalhas; the Hafshis and the
Jahlads (executioners)) alsol stood in the places
attached to each.”

This is the deseription that Bharat Chandra
gives of a Hindu Geurtiin the 18th century, and
it will not require 7auydgredt pains to see how
much it was predominated by Moslem influence.

1t appears [rom a couplet of Bharat Chandra
that in the 1Sth 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-

Ol postry shows i ing accuracy the .ﬁowers. and
fucimate obscrvation plants tha‘t grow in particular
seasons. The indigenous cle-
ment is present throughout these descriptions,
which powerfully appeal to the popular mind.
This affords a steilinglcorfrast to writings of
our modern poefs;whowolten'” show in prolific
language a superfigial appreciation of Nature
without giving any’ proef of rcal observation of
country-life or a closg sbudy of Nature. There
are some set-phragesiwhichk imost of them use
while describing Nalure:  The Dakshina Malaya
or the Southern Breeze, the warblings of the
cuckoo and papic—rthe blooming Howers 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 particulsr species of birds are
heard. One of our modern poets whose poetical
primer has been read by at lsast 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 pouringincesssut.rain, Ram, dwell-
ing in his cottage onothesMalayavan Hills,
could not distinguish mightfrom day, but when
the Malati bloomed *ngaw is cot he could at
once conclude that it was gvening. We read in
Madan Mohan’s posficalprmer the familiar
lines deseribing the moraing!  gla A= g,
Girs oftm |  wfoEcareesfa wtfm o
“The Malati bloomed andspread 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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hads 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 centuryrspealkiotuthe fine array of
Kadamba flowers®andof wwhite and red lotuses
in the months of AsharwandSravan respectively.
In Bharat Chandra’§"tiwe, a1 even earlier, fans
made of Mallika flofars were used hy people of
taste specially by 6vess. " bhe poets knew well
the different species of hivd Whose gay notes were
heard in different "seasons™ (ovinda Chackra-
varty in the 17th century véfers to the notes of
Dahuki and Chatak in the wonth 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 rcad 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 ohjects presented
to our eyes every day by the country in which
we dwell ?

2. Stray notes on some of the Larly
Bengali ballads.

The Bengali Titerature, of which written
specimens, howevelfow,are found from the 9th
century A.D., offers niany ‘points to interest not
only those who ang-/€igaged. in exploring the
origin and developmontiofionr language, but
even those who concerny themselves merely with
its poetic and literagyifeatuiess The literature of
the Buddhist periad.is'mesfly eonfined to rustic
songs which have™an*Sessentially indigenous
character. In this"'respect it offers a striking
contrast to the later epoch 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 Cunya Purana, in the
aphorisms of Diak and Khana, in the poems on
Minanatha and Gorokshanatha, and last of all in
the flowering ballad-poetry of Eastern Beugal,
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
ficures of speech employed to embellish the
poems of the 15th and the 16th centuries,—the

age when the vernacular litera-
Bengali poetry before

the Ronaissance. 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 <Coniposed . Later poets and
writers did in ‘Matv ieases wecast them and
introduce some mgdgri=features therein. Yet
when one reads tho“poemy’ on Goraksanatha
by Faizulla, one canpeb 'hut be convinced
that the poet whofzetelisan old tale, has
preserved specimgns: of fhe rwritings of the
10th and the 11{h*eenturies in a consider-
able degree. The 'Tangnage and the ideas
almost wholly belong to a much earlier age
than the 14th or the 15th .century, when
Faizalla put the songs in their present form.
He simply narrated the old story with some
additions and alterations, but these de not seem
to be very many. He took pains only to regu-
late the metre, payar, 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
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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 Hindn
Renaissance, the chief characteristic of which is
an abundance of Sanskritic metaphors and
allusions. Thus we find the works on Maina-
mati strewn with indigenons similes and meta-
phors derived fromemnknoawledge of country-life.
Mainamati spealyof fhe figeiing nature of youth
and uses a numbérioiwetdphors to convince
her son of the trofhilof lér remarks. ¢ This
life,” she says, ©is unsteady, as water on the leaf
of the plant colocasial Ll wroiieis wel (7 +(3
Bawa ) If a poet ofi flie- Rendisgance were to des-
cribe it, howeverwilliterate’ and unassuming
he might have beeniyliéiavould have wused °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 te
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.”

“SEratsl SIBCA (7 (2R T witfa )
(S W% 507 A Coim cmhefa
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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.” (Sif# ot (F=t Fa
feerg wiwg 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 putftag oil in the lamp
when the light is outyof-making a ridge when
water has flowed away fromihe cornfield ?”

“oretet flqgarae) e afaca cota |
@37 qifHge fadl @e wo (oA )

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.

“fes 79 feata afa afr siga, & s33 W@ i |
I O it 3w @i, v w73 Afew oz

“If the water-lily fades away in the beams of
the winter-moon, what will it avail by the advent
of the spring season ? If the seed is burnt by
the sun, what will the clouds do by pouring
rain on its gravess’' 5 fiisfrue that the poets
of the earlier school sométines; lacked in what
we moderns, call arsenserof decency, but even
in this respect they were fess’ artificial and less
suggestively wicked. ! | shall presently quote
a passage from a;Mdinamati song, which may
not stand the test/of*a too anustére aesthetic taste,
but if we are a litélétolefant, we shall not fail
to appreciate in it thelgHatthing 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 8 My youth is not like a stock of corn
that 1 may store it in a granary, norisit like
the oil of a grocer, to be reserved for future
sale; it is not a heap of flowers which a flower-
woman daily wreathes into garlands, nor is it a
thing mortgaged to a moneylender to be reco-
vered by the owner on settlement of claim.
Teach me, my lord, how may T preserve the
youth, pledged to you alone in God’s name, from
its passing away, till your return ?”

“aEn) cilarl e e 3 |
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How familiar are -theymetaphors used here to
rastics, and appropriate to country life! Ad-
und says to her lord in the version of the song
collected by Sir George Griersun in 1878, “You
will be, Lord, the fig trce and I a creeper. 1
will cover thy feet with a loving embrace. low
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
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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 literatures ofithis-period has another
attractive feature. There is an
(Iho clevated moral  ofeyafed moral  tone in  the
poetnsiwhich we miss in the
more elegant poenis; ofy ghie later school. The
Buddhist religion lays -a'greql stress on the con-
quest of passions, ol truthfulness, integrity and
other moral virtues™=Fm"{hese songs though
couched in crude “language, distinet traces of a
high conception of morality are always observable.
1t 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 heen
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 he_read with tears. One
requires to be traipédiinshisedvering beauty in old
things; for just “ag gold’ often lies mixed with
inferior metals andidir i the mine and requires
trained eyes to be "disepvered, so the genuine
beauty of old writings/offen deceives untrained
eyes being blendedy as they-are, with fantastic
imagination and @rude “huraour. I recommend
to my readers the st6P¥ a6 Kanchanmala. Her
character is one of"'theIofficst order showing
resigned love in its kighest 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
deseribed. In Manick Chandra Rajar Gan, the
character ot 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 to a
8
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similar test in the village of Baruipara and game
out successful. The integrity of the character
of Kalu, the general of Laun 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 unmistalitblyabarsthe stamp of the
Buddhist ideal, “whishhas alwvays through the
various forms of [fherdahayana and Hinayana
sections, aimed at controlling the passions as the
first principle of 7% (frug veligion).  That these
stories were first goiieeivedidairing the Buddhist
times is apparenf: from: the fact that the Brah-
manic element is Wardly=préscnt in them. The
principal characters“'gefierally belong to the
lowest stratum of the Hindu society.
A large mass of poems bearing on the queen
Mainamati have come to light
Mainamati-songs and : : " :
the allegations. since Sir George Grierson dis-
covered one of its versions in
Rangpur in 1878. The Yogis wete the custo-
dians of these songs and during the age of the
Pal kings, who held sway over almost the whole
of Northern India, they ecarried these songs
throughout India in the 10th and 11th centuries,
till they beeame 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 couuntry. “In Benares, Faizabad,
Abmedagar 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 hundredsrot ‘only in Bombay but
even 1n Calcuttss ::We haveishewn elsewhere
that the songs foniiAanasa Devi and her
quarrel with Chand;#fhes mtrchant of Cham-
pak, also travelled ¥kopy ‘Dengal and found
appreciation in manyipldeey, of India. They
are even now repgoduded inthe popular dialects
of the country Amd“resdiind appreciated by
thousands of peopléioafsile 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 Bengal to different parts of India.
‘We have got a number of songs of Gopichand
written in Urdu and Hindi. Pundit Durga
Narayan Sastri collected some of these versions
from the Punjab and made a gift of them to
the Sahitya Parishat of Calcutta. 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 Deviin 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. T have mentioned
elsewhere that these.songsion Manasa Devi and
Gopichand, as provalént outside Bengal, shew
the crude stage in which they existed in Bengal
in the 10th, 11th and"12th ‘éénturies, and none
of the subsequent |embellishments introduced
by the later Bengalipoets are marked in them.
This shews that with fhe ¢loseof the sovereignty
of the Pal kings amditheins vast influence all
over India, Bengall"vdased |to 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. "This, T
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 becn its distinctive feature. In
the Sahitya Parishat Patrika of 1315 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 gelleelel from a yogi of that
place. The copy be:tovlofit was for sometime
with me and I puliisied-asportion of it in my
Typical Selectionsiifeoms Bougali Literature,
published by the University of Calcutta in 1914,
Another version of-fthep Mainamati song was
collected by DBabul Nagendra Nath Vasu,
Prachyavidyamahraavas=dedn  Orissa.  The
Bengali Yogis, owiiigitg 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.
It 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
Calcutta 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. 8. 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 bhis=bpol,the author of which
is one Bhawani{ Das S He considers that this
Bhawani Das is a hrofhicr of Ganga Das, son of
Sasthi Vara and helputsforth two arguments to
establish this theory s (1) The name of Ganga
Das’s father is Sasthi Mara, whieh is also the
name of Bhawani Das’s father (2) ; Bhawani Das
and Ganga Das havesboth-thetitle < Das’ suffixed
to their names. 'Lhermgument, 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 ic the 16th
century, referred to by me in detail in my
Vangavasa-O-Sahitya pp. 543-450). 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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Sangkritic 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 ot Mr. Bhattasali is subsfantiated by
more convinecing evidence, we are not prepared
to accept the statement that Bhawauoi Das and
Ganga Das were brothers and sons of Sasthivara
and grandsons of Kulapati. Kvidently follow-
ing my earlier statement Mr. Bhattasali consi-
ders Ganga Das to_‘hayé been a Vaidya by
caste, but [ have {oundit digtinctly mentioned
in an old manuscript/ of = Ganga Das’s Manasar
Bhasan that the pocfibelongedito the Bania caste.
Many other songs of Mainanmati are lying scatter-
ed in different partsof-Bengal and oatside it, and
though crude in form and ineltgant in style, they
are store-houses of“muiteh hiigtorical information.

T think there is muely #4xuth 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 hut sufficient to indicate the actunal
facts about a dynasty preserved in rustic
memory with some errors and omissions which
are not unusuak wiiiasneln. cases.  Govinda
Chandra inherited - #haedistriots of Dacca and
Tippera from histifathesi 7and mother’s side
respectively. IHe “atpied” two daughters of
Raja Harish Chandpay of ‘Savar, who seems to
have left no male isSties LBy possessing a large
area of land, neat iGeur| leased out to him by
the emperor of Gour;=he acquired a great
influence in NorthetniBongal, 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 Eastern Bengal. The Tirimalaya
rock-inseriptions  mention that Raja Govinda
Chandra was defeated by Rajendra Chola and
that he beat a precipitous retreat on the bhack of
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his elephant. This may or may not be true, as it
is but an one-sided versinn 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 ftotally routed having killed
thousands of men, horses and elephants in the
battle. Seven hundred geunerals of the Oriya
king are said to have bggm killed in this battle
by the vietorious arryiot Govind: Chandra, A
treaty was concludetidafcrion by which the
defeated king securedithesednd will of his con-
queror by offering him Bis/daughter in marriage.
Some scholars have /sappesed that this Oriya
king of the Bengali songs is none other
than Rajendra Cholahimsslfy He came from
the Orissa side and henee he-has been called an
Oriya king by the Bengali rustic poets. This
is quite possible, for once the poot 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 as a
quite different foe, presumably shews that he
might have been an invader who came from the
Oriya side, not actually the king of Orissa,  The
time of Govinda Chandya who was o contewmn-
porary of Harish Chandra of Savar, also agrees
with that of Rajendra Chola. Thus there isa
zood 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 surwmise 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
oceur, and hence this does not offer any serious
hinderance to ows a¢cdplinG . the ¢Oriya king’
of the ballads as ¥ Rajendis Ohola’,

One may ask how s it-that we identify Gopi-
chandra with Govirdy'Chandra. In several ver-
sions of these songs,/as fey instance, in Durlava
Mullick’s one, thes panme-gccurs as Govinda
Chandra throughut: aud' nowhere is he called
Gopi Chandra. In'earlersengs 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 ohject of these songs seems to be
to extol the great occult powers acquired by
Mainamati, the queen of Raja Manick Chandra,
and to describe tuwe ascetic-life laidl by Raja
Govinda Chandra, her son, for twelve years. Bud
though Mainamati is raised to the level of a
voddess in popular estimation and her great
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loats are enthusiastieally 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 hushand 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 youhave at the instigation of
that cursed Hari pésclyedtd banish me from my
kingdom, so that the Aay. 6 ¥our lust may he
made perfectly frea fiontail obstruction.” ' The
Raja asked his mother,“whoivaunted her power
of restoring the daad ifof life and performing
other miracles. “How™isitiithat you did not
impart a little of Yyeuir knowledge to my father,
whereby my father would have been immortal
for ages and could have had many more sons

o

like me 2’ 2 The queen said, “ You fool of ason,

! The dowager queen governed the kingdom when Govinda Chandea
was & minor, bat jusk when the Istter atiained his majority, the
queen oxpressed n strange resolve that her som shounkl go fn the
forest as an ageetic and remain ug such for twelve years,
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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 secret of life and occult power, but
Le rejected the offer in disdain saying that he
could not condescend to be taught by his wife.”
Giovinda Chandra said, *“ All this is false, mother,
I can have no faith in all that yousay. 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, athy Jdid-9ou not ascend the
funeral pyre of iy dead figher and burn yourself
dead as a SatipliiAWhes the Raja said all
these things, the mesn Muinamati was naturally
shocked by her son’s oul spoken imputations. She
began to weep andieursé.“hér lot by saying that
her own son, whoin she. hsd borne in her womb
for tem months, "avas=eas cruel as to abuse
her thus and make false imputations against her-
self and the Hari, whom she regarded as her
brother, both being disciples of the same Guru
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Gorgkshanath.! In the song by Bhawani Dag,
brought out by the Dacea 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, hut that fire did not
burn her owing to her possessing occult
knowledge and miraculous powers,

Before we attempb=to discuss this serious
allegation of her sop-against-her character, leot
us give a brief histerwdfthe qucen Mainamati
as found in theseifsongas Mainamati was the
daughter of the king Milk Chandra, Raja of
Meherkul (Tippera). /'In her childhood she was
called by the namg'of-8ishtvmyti. While in her
father’s house, sheone day. et the great Yogi
Gorakshanath, who inifiatedher into the mystie
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
described as “Maina Bundar” or Maina, the
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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 (Tippera), 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 inserip-
tions of Cree Chandra Deva of Vikrampur as
also in these old Benegali sonos.

Manick Chandymavgorling to the prevailing
fashion of old origntatnicnnrehs had many wives,
these were 180 in nitmberiiifhe song says that
his desire for nevw i wives aas not abated even
by his marrying syuehy ajleautiful princess as
Mainamati.' He pextimanied five young girls
of Devapur. Wiher these virls attained woman-
hood and youthfiatteaetivencss, they hegan
to quarrel with Mamamati® Twelve years had
passed since the new wives had come tothe royal
harem, and Mainamafi had lost some of her
youthful charms. She was called a sorceress by
the young wives and the old Raja sided with his
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youthful queens and drove her from the palace.
After this she lived at a distance {rom 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 Haripy, who belonged to the lowest
caste in Hindu society and eavned his living by
doing a sweeper’s work. The government of Raja
Manick Chaundra hecame oppressive as he placed
a Bangal minister atrtliafisatul administration,
and his subjects"ali isembined and performed
some mystic rites abhicheiyiby which his life
was shortened. O Mg ideath it was discovered
that Mainamali way [eedienie. Sometime after
she was delivered ofadmaisehild, who was no other
than Raja Govindg Chandra o0 historic renown.
Mainamati married™tha=youns prince, a lad of
only seven, to Aduma] the princess of Savar,
who was only five vears 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 distriet of Dacea. Recently some old hricks
have been discovered in that place on which
Harish Chandra’s name is found inseribed.!

b We have been given to nnderstand that Lhe ingeription referred
t, I8 a forged one.  Another inseription the original of which ix lost,
tnh o transeripb of which is preserved, wag published in the Dacea

Review some time ago. Irgives detailed accounts of the ovedigree
G Marischapdra,
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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 Adund grew into womanhood.
Her sister Paduna, it should be stated, was also
given as a part of dowrey to the bridegroom at
the time of her marriage.! The song edited by
Nalini Babu and published by the Dacca
Sahitya Parishat says that bhesides Aduna
and Paduna, Govipdd “(howrdra had two more
wives one of whabysaas i daughter of the
Khandait chief whbjhvasidefeated by Govinda
Chandra in hattle, “aad theother, a daughter
of the ¢Oriya king? | who according to our
belief, as already stuted) was no other than the
Raja Rajendra Choly of the Tiramalya rock-
inseriptions. Thos8Wgwe=gicens were named
Ratnamaly and  Padimsmadi respectively. Pad-
mamala  was sometimes endearingly called
kancha Sona. But Adund was the most handsome
of all 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 aboeut {o take the administration of the
kingdom into his own hands, the dowager qucen

T gty fun R dmane e e
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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 of 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 youungw/ pringe remonstrated. He
was not like thé gesaw Buddha, inspired by
a spiritual ideal, nordiles & 8dze, who convinced
of the fleeting natugeiaf ithings, seeks a higher
life in the wilderness: | tie! had just stepped
into youth and thefworld.gitracted him with
all its charm of {power aud: enjoyment as it
does ordinary mertalsr is wives were
devotedly attached'to ‘him| particularly 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 disfigure
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, ¢iz., that the prince should become
a disciple of the Hari could not be easily
complied with. Ile was a pariah—a sweeper,
who earned his livelihood by a dirty occupation
in the public drains. IIow could a great prince
like Govinda Chandra stoop to become a disciple
of such a base-born mean fellow? Then came
the allegation to whieh, e bave already referred.
The son told histnwother Hiatly that she had
intrigued with thesHariidbd wanted to remove
her son from the paldee’with’the sole object of
gratifying her lust freelyy and without check.
We have already guotedian extract to show the
nature of this allegitioniin'detail. We, however,
hesitate to believe Thdtheallécation. For in all
the poems on Matwamali,! 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 determivation. The charge against her
was probably fabricated by them; there is
however no dcubt that it was circulated by
them. Adund said to her husband on the eve
of his sannyas, * Cursed be the person who thus
separates wife fromedusband, destroying the
happiness of botle’. The dgwdger queen whispers
her wishes to the ‘eni§td Alari and takes his
counsel. She is lgonstantly’ with him, taking
betels offered by him! ™ #"The¢ last line is full of
wicked and immoral sigdestions.  She continued,
“ At the words of sueb amother, will your head
turn, my lord? 1¥el are prpparing to turn an
ascetic.” The queens liter on made a conspi-
racy to kill their mother-in-law by poison.
They said, “ Old persons die everywhere in the
world save this wreteh.” (#1%a (vrsw Jul WA
cetatg W99 &%) They purchased five tolas
of poison and mixed it with sweetmeats. “In
golden cups they took with them sweet Ganges
water. TFine banian fruits and excellent rice
they took, besides, baskets full of oranges and
other fruits of the season. ''hey 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
sweetmeats 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 jomgdifhaxds, and bowing to
her with an ostensiblesdisplay of great respect
said, “ We respectiully- prag yvou te restore our
husband to as. WeThaye hrought these pre-
sents, mother, to pleaseiyyou.” The old queen
thought, “I am quiek-cnongh to see through
your motives—I {éan say how’ many crocodiles
and fishes there are inthé"s6a ;—in the dark I
can know whether 1t7Is'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 toock 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.’
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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. Thew.carried the body, which
they believed to be @ corpst,to the banks of the
river Goomty forgremation . “The popular belief

st aifirs PR gl B! ol
wg AR AT &3 9w G cplBl
AW o4 e AR T ha g % 1
aitFicT Ao Bl e 8

223 @l A B o |

e JwH I AL

£ ok QT 908 G 1T W9 e )
=1 {48 el 9% wifers aifie g
7w 77 42 79 F03 a3 |

ATF QT “ie AT, A 7I |
het3al sifs 7y czfEwl @ifea |
Wt 237 A 7 S |

% (stal fa ooty 4Bl 3l |
gigs woed sy g e We

fag Giigd =¥ itg T 5 |

RS Y AT SR (A
waifieorn vt wig opferd aifaal )

toe wfa qut (4l afza =ifsal
ot ez e 9w sifas) )

sfpa P st afza cafea o
29 T FiAI ATy SEA gwD 1

oxa ol v el @ 29 Ated)



GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE 79

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 funepat.-yyre like the fabulous
Pheenix and asserbifiyhevself yvith all the fury
of her tongue.

The wives hadiglse oiferéd a handsome bribe
to Brahmin Sandiliai Wishing him to give false
evidence against the/ doWsger queen, but the
Brahmin indignantly deeclined. the offer.

When the quegn-Ading agd her companicns
could proceed to do_such liorrible 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 trath, 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 sage
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 to the 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 nof
have been fabricated by the queens of Govinda
Chandra alone. The popular imagination
attempted to exalf-theJove hetween Haripa and
Mainamati by assectating it with a legend in
which the great godiand his consort are said to
have given it theirsanetion,

Raja Manick Chandra had no faith in the
miracles said to havel heen, performed by his
queen Mainamafl ‘and . Haripa. He had a
natural dislike for“the-Yegis; and this we observe
when the dowager §iiegn £oinplains 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 or presents, so mean and merciless
was his conduect.”
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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 inmithich she believed, to send
her son away frows the pal¥ce @8 an ascetic, fear-
ing that if she acted fo thecontrary, Govinda
Chandra’s life wonldbgs shortened; but her
quarrel with the qugebs jvas a constant source
of worry and vexation ito.frovinda Chandra.
And these queens"‘did ‘nof at all believe
the motive which aetuatedsMainamati to take
recourse to this cruedlistepliagainst her son as a
honufide one. For had Adund and the other
queens believed that their husband 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 sannyes, 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

11
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Chandra had four queens, as we have already
stated, but there were many more women in the
royal harem. 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
cuards and thirteen Police-officers to protect the
sanctity of their retirement, and no guest nor
even Vaisnava mendicants were allowed access
to their quartersi Qi this we read in the song
of Mainamati collggted by Sz George Grierson
from Rangpur.

" As I have already, mentioned, the scene of
parting and the importunitics,of Aduna are full
of pathos. Adund sags, You married me when
T was quite young. “ilieve-hat grown during all
these years. Whatld'pledsant occupation it
once seemed to you to comb my dishevelled
hair with your own hands! For braiding the
hair, T 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 sadi 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.” !
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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 26 'to-30 feet above the
surrounding landg of thedoeality. There are
occasionally to be soepigmalliplants or dwarfish
trees, but the wholestragtiis almost wholly level,
only presenting at timés, curvatures and sloping
undulations on the fringes s pleasant plateaun
is a fit dwelling plaee for-& peet—for a king, and
certainly for a recltsesin-dtsipresent forlorn con-
dition. One of the eleVatédispots 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
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debris, shewing that a powerful king once dwelt
in it. Welearn from the 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 théimeariyallihe songs collected
from different “pavts ol the country, from
Dinajpur, Nilpham=ey and dipperah, agree in
recording that Goyinda CGhandra reigned in
Tipperah, we can havahio! hesitation in believing
the same to be aidaeb. “AsiGovinda Chandra
possessed extensive landed 'ostdtes in Northern
Bengal, it is not improbable 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 eassentials 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
The story of Goralssn.  C1ASSES, 1t shows strikingly
nath. 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.
In fact devotion to a gwix can have no higher
illustration than is afforded by that of Goraksa-
nath to Minanath.

The story is worth telling, and I helieve very
few of our countrymmen-haveas yet read or heard
it related to themptisTt i isia: legendary tale
in which the histojeat ¢clament is not altogether
wanting.

Minanath was a ldisciple of the Great God
Siva, who had anofher disciple called Gavur.
Once Siva was gexplaining: the great mystic
truths of life and“deatii-teihis consort Parvati.

Minanath scquires o Theyrwerg teated in a heauti-
knowledge of mystic {ul house constructed on the
trahe: sea-side, and the solitude of the
place and the charming 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 by the god and his wife.
He was then at the hottom of the sea practising

' These lectures were delivered long ugo, when Goreksa Vijoy

was Jittle known, hut it has sinec been 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 listenad 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 eavesdropper, and had come in
possession of a pOweiikioh no mortals had
hitherto heen permittsdsiolagquire. The Great
God was wroth andjproncuneed a curse on Mina-
nath saying, “As yourhaye lictened to what was
spoken to my wife prigpately, vou will fall into
the snares of womeiand Jose: the knowledge.”
This curse Minanatht neveér’ heard, as he was
under deep waters.

Parvati asked ®iva] *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. Tt 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 became
smitten with the fire of love as they saw the
goddess in mortal charms, and offered their
whole-hearted service to her, if she wouald con-
descend to favour theiv prayers. The goddess
said to Minanath, “You want a woman as
beautiful as mysedfr Wells ™l grant you the
boon. Go to the'palacescfithe city of Kadali
Pattan and youlawill=tind) sixteen hundred
women there, whos& " qneen 18 as lovely as T am,
you will be loved and Yadored by all these
women.”  So Miuapath-proceeded towards
Kadali Pattan in quest of women. Haripa, the
sage, thought within“himsell at the sight of
the goddess in mortal fotin hefore his presence,
“If 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 oitained the love of a fair
woman as this one, that would not be nnwelcome
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 bndy 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. Tast of
all Parvati came before Goraksanath, a disciple
of Minanath, who said, ¢ TLovely art thou
beyond comparison. But I wish that my mother
were as beautifulwdsy you~are.  How do 1
wish to be a child-agaia to be nursed by such
a mother ! ”
The goddess thogfaiied 9 overcome Gorak-
Coraksanath alone  Sa0abil iyl her charms.  She
sbands the test. teied 24 8coond time, appear-
ing before him [in her ‘mudity. This time
also she failed. Noxb'she-tkicl to revenge her-
self on him and devidéd §8me wicked means to
punish him. But the sage who could resist the
greatest of all temptations, had also acquired a
knowledge of the wmystic 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, “T will try to tempt him again
in one of his weak moments and see how he can
12
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resist me.” Shiva only said, “Try, Parvati, in
whatever way you like, but I tell you, vou 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
n garden. They smiled and glanced at him and
talked with him with fsuch sweet familiarity as
if they were alteady. prepared to receive him.
Mangala, accompanisd by her sister Kamala,
approached him and said; #“Why is this ascetic’s

staffs in your hand, and why

have syveu \put shells in your
ears like a wretghed fakir?,’ So saying they
took away the tigois skiu and gave him rich
apparel to wear. /fhey teck away the incense
dhwna and the beggar’s bowl 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 mnot 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 accordingiy 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 a son by his chief queen
Mangala. The son.was cilled Vindunath.

Parvati contimued“to fry Goraksanath. A
very beautiful woman thad by a long course of
penances and austepifies-heen trying to please
Parvati. She wantedagood Nusband, and Parvati,
one day said to her, £/Fhenelis a very worthy man
for you. Tt is Geraksanatliiy Go to him. He
will marry you.” 'Sg fhe womwin came to Gorak-
sanath and said thatyits was ordained by fate
and by the will of the Great God that he should
be her husband. “8o 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 lagt trial and ti08.” * But I have chosen you
Goraksanath's vietory: o smy husband,” said the woman,
“ How can I choose another man? It will tarnish
the purity of my maidenhood, if T 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 howl 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.
It 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
> So the woman
was glad and did wiiat slie wis hidden. She thus
got a son, this soriwasicallédasKarputinath. The
Great God said to Pafvdati % e has stood your
last test. Trouble Wimipninore. Man can he

fortune of a woman, a baby’

higher than a god] by {his renunciation  and
Goraksanath is sucli-a mans aYou will add only
to your insult audishame¢/ if you continue in
your mean attemptStotresthat superior man.”
Thereupon Parvati ‘eeusad’her endeavours, con-
vinced that (roraksanath 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. How is it that he did not salute
me as he passed? MHe should be taught a lesson
in courtesy!” 8o he ordered his shoes to go and
beat him and bring him down to him. The
shoes obeyed the sage’s order, and forthwith
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brought Kanupa down covered with shame and
Goraksanath and  humility before his presence.
o Goraksanath  angrily asked,
“ How 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 mannpers. 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 with fuch-judifference. Ie is
bound in the snareésiofivomienat’ Kadali Pattan, I
saw him the othefdayr = Ex¢essive indulgence in
passions has brought’enhim o premature decay.
Isaw his hair all grey; higideeth all gone, his stout
and robust body reilieed 064 skeleton and deep
wrinkles imprinted ail over his forehead. I then
thought within myseH=hewone he could live in
the condition to which he'had been reduced.
Forthwith I visited the region ol Death and had
a look into his register. T found there that he
would live only three days wmore. Death has
already issued his orders to bring him to his
regions. What a dutiful disciple are you, O
Goraksanath ?  You are thinking of your own
salvation only, whereas your saviour from whom
you learned the mystic art of resisting Death, is
within his clutches. fow can 1 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 s+ has
been put into a subterranean dungeon by Raja
Govinda Chaudra, because he made love with
the widowed queen Mainamati, the Raja’s
mother.” They ecach 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
to-they city~of Kadali Pattan,
e saiy the stroets all washed
by liquid sandal andijegrii perfumes. The boys
played with golden“ballsi “Sandal perfumes were
so cheap that they! sold tor four cowries a fola.
Each man had a tapk 0/t his; own, and gold and
precious stones wenre i plenty in the city. Each
man had two or three=wives and the people
drank water from ‘géldenlcups. As the sage
looked around and saw the flourishing condition
of the city, he sat for a while under a Bakul
trece, 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 i 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

Comes to Kadali
Pattan.
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country, has passed orders to the effect that
ascetics as a class should not enter his
city. If they do, they are- to be sentenced
to death. If an old ascetic is found in the
streets of the city, the Police-officers have
been instructed to give sush severe slaps on his
cheeks that his teeth may break and his face
may become wry. If they come across a vouth-
ful ascetic, he is at once carried to the execution-
ground. If the asceticis.a mere lad, they put
him under a guidingsiehd-and crush him to
death. You arela: young ascéetic of attractive
looks and hence Iiffakespitss on you. If you
wish to save yourselfifrom the danger that
is imminent, come/ Wwith¥me, T will cover you
with my sadi and-hideyon from the notice
of~-the  roval officers. While
walkine in. the path, we will
talk freely on subjects’ tost engaging to
young men and women. I will lodge vou 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, 1 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 ? 1 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 1 help you: No man
is allowed to enter the palace. The chiet queen
receives strangers herself, but she will never
allow an ascetic like vou to enter the palace. If
you go alone, you axg M@ite-he taken to the exe-
cution ground. ¢f shatthide you and it is with
my help that youlean’oxpect to be led to the
palace.” Goralksauathsady’ 1 do not require
such help from you maiden, go to your home and
mind your work M hopworld's pleasures have
no attraction for mg. < lu’ gain, maiden, you
allure me with thespietares™>f worldly bappi-
ness.” ““But,” said-the maidlen, ©be not cruel,
ascotic. I am a woman. 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 tarned 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
vou, maiden, come back ? Your pitcher is broken,
here take one from me.” Saying so he opened
his bag, which by his great oceult power, gave
him whatever he wanted. The pitcher was of
dazzling gold. Budsthe, maid said, “T do not
want your ornaments,take them back. I do
not want the pitchérfakeatback. I want you
and nothing else.” “TAME Shevvept as she sat by
his side. Goraksanathy whom no women could
move, rose up and smuing suddenly disappeared
and the woman infevent siurprise regretted that
she had not pressedichieraequest by clasping
his feet.

So the ascetic eame to ths palace and stand-
ing at the gate sounded his born.'! The familiar
sound King Minanath heard and it created a
strange emotion in his mind. Tor a moment,
his desires were quelled and he lost all love for
things around him. Its sound remiunded him of
a life that he had loregone, a life that stood on
the firm rock of will-contro] and renunciation,

o oszare ©ifagl et fesins fral AR
BAF® 077 T MAA[CAAY Afef
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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,
pomorakia sounds his 5 oy from 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_any erdersto kill all ascetics
who come to myg Gapital?757The queen arose
and coming to fle  thieshold of the palace,
made enquiries. T Tthe Hneantime Goraksa-
nath had gone away.

When Goraksganath' “iperceived that his
attempts to get an interview with the king in
his own ascetic’s form=wonld all go in vain, he
changed it by his esoferié- 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 of & gdorned with diamonds, he
dancing girl.

wore round his waist. Giolden

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 fo play
upon, and Nanda took a pair of cymbals in his
hands.

The dauncing girl came to the palace-gate
and danced and sang. The sound of the tabor
was sweet and distinet. The music spread its
spell over the palace and the king asked his
chief queen, “ Why not order the fair damsel
to appear Dbefore wme.?, The music comes
floating from afaf, Fad--fitls*my mind with a
dreamy joy.” A¥ thesquesn’ approached, she
was surprised to seeithe Jeauiv of the dancing
woman and dared ‘Botihuing her to the royal
presence, lest the kingshould take a fancy for her,
The queen said, ‘‘Fake yonpueward, fair maid,
and leave the palage.at oncel JT will give you
fine apparel to wear andfill _your 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. 1 do not
take anything that I do not earn. Besides I have
enough of riches, I seek glory alone.” The
queen said, “No, you must at once leave the
place,” and while the ascetic
still persiséed, she ordered the
cuards 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.
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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 cleaimndidistinct, inspired by his
heavenly touch. It saids‘fAsvake, O my Guru,
Minanath, from the'gleep of illusion. You have
forgot yourself. Youaremishiy, you are great,
but how little have] youy ibecome, overpowered
by women’s chargisy sawalke, my Gurn, O my
adored, look at yotugelf,you/ te whom material
forces were obedientwhose"power of soul reach-
ed its climax masteringthe ' 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 powerss 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 tolossal pillars will not he able to resist his
approach. Know that vou ave Minanath, the
sage, the Guru of many disciples. You are
known as great Matsyendra, and T am your
humble disciple, your child, Gorakh. Call me

The fnterview and 0 Your chamber. By music
the gradual change. and dance I will restore you to
your former, to your truer self. I will save you
from the wretched condition, to which worman’s
charm has rveduced you.” The inspired tabor
had clearly and distinefly-this burden for its
music. The whole: patagewas filled with the
charm of the heavenly Zmusic, but none could
say what the taboy tmpliéd by its irresisrably
appealing sound. 1§ was only Minanath who
understood the music; though even to him its
import was half-disclosed and  half-concealed, as
is the sun in a November mcrning through the
thick mist of the Hast. ""The' tubor did not crase,
the divine musician continuing to inspire, by its
high note, the Guru of Gurus, fallen from his
arcat 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 fiv of
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strange emotion. The music was sweet as fectar
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 scarcely seemed to
touch the ground. The jingling sound of the
little gold bells from her belt added new charm
and the waving of Jhgr beauti{ul hands suggested
strange joys. ‘Dhetaborwads still played upon
and it seemed to suggest; #Oh my adored Guru,
you have ruined “yourseif by your weakness.
Listen to me, I bowl Ito, you as your humble
disciple.” The player: spoke not a word, but
implied the above hy the soundiof his instrument.

Then the king “said,~<-Eshave seen many a
woman, but none s6/1ovelyas you ; I have seen
many a dancing girl but none so skilful as you.
Many a sound of tahor have I heard, but none so
fascinatingly sweet with mystic suggestions as
yours. Tell me who you are. The calling vou have
adopted to earn your livelihood is not a fit avoca-
tion for you. I have 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 yourselt 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 hecame resonant
with the musical soundem=dihe king was ashamed
and stupefied. e said; < Tunderstand faintly
that the tabor hasi & waessaes for me, though
what it is I cannot Jdistinetly ¥ understand. But
it calls me ‘Guru,] tbis nihch T am perfectly
sure. Why should it/addrss me as ‘Gurw, 1
have only two disciples; “one, is Goraksanath
of unspotted fame wnid the other Gavar and a
third I have not. MWlhy, O dancing girl, do you
call me through your tabor ¢ Guru’? You want
to befool me by such a form of address. A
(ruru’s person is sacred and so you wish not to
love me and be loved by me. But T am not
what I seem to be. Don’t take me for an old
man unworthy of you. Though I look old, in
body 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 wile 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. Ie said, “ Well, it you are Gorak-
sa’s wife, tell me where he is now. A disciple
is dearer than a son. 1 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, “ YotEedannol recognise me, my
Guru, what a pify¥iFe-was from you that T
acquired my esoteric “knowledge, and what a
pity that falling ‘inte'the snares of women, you
have so far lost yourself that you cannot recog-
nise me, your disciple,your son, Be your old
self again and onge. niore sHow yourslf in all
your power to get rid of the entangling net
which the fair creatures;jhave 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
vet come to a certain conclusion and when the
sound of the tabor distinctly addressed him and
said, “ Know, dear Guru, that I am your disciple.
T am Goraksanath,” Minanath seemed to have
caught fully the sense of the music. He said,
“1If you are actually my own Gorakh, shew your
power,—first that by which a man can rise up
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in the air ns a bird and dance on the air,” and
the false dancing girl did as bidden. Minanath
again said, “Dance on the water as lightly as a
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, “ T have
knowa thee. Thou 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'snsnares.~/T'heir words, their
love have completély-averpowered me like wine.
But listen to me, déanehtld Perhaps it will be a
vain attempt, I am passedyedémption. You need
not care for my soull \Ga back to your place.
These women are gall“tacyie and I am happy
with them. T do noterave fopany higher joy.
In some future birtheFshalifearn how to control
the desires of the flesh™

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 beggzar.
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. He
has not renouvced the world and its pleasures.
Why should T doso?” 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’ embrage:™ Dost, not thou, O Guru,
see Him everywhergi-in_atl-men and in every
phenomenon of Natuve-vitile has no separate
existence, he is noparticular individual, but
all, not subject to ondinary laws of Nature.”

Minanath compiained of-his weakness ; he
had grown infirm' by aze and for a long time
had been accustomedstoaidife of ease. How
could he heg fromi-@ardta 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 ?”

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—rvich 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.”

“ T am your child. your disciple ; if you die in
three days, woe will be unto me. T cannot leave
you and will not leave you.” 8o 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 it ‘i DBy~ which life joins
the body and depattsi ffom Jit;; who it is that
awakes to consciolsness aftor sleep. What
is the link betweevinleap: @l awakening, be-
tween life and death ? | Where does the soul
go when one is in deep shiimber ? How one he-
comes manifest i upany 70 How sound rises
and where it is eternatlyopegsérved ? Who is it
that sleeps and whofsmtit gt awakes 7 What is
the law of heredity and what is the true relation

Dissomrees o the hetween father and son, between
problems of life aud  the thirsty and the drink, the
fleth 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 ision.
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 thisimaterial world as a
vehicle of his wills B¢ saw that self had blind-
ed him, clay now iu/the”shape of flesh and now
in the shape of gold had geduced him from the
perfect bliss which belongs to the unattached
soul. As a giant stddenly- rises breaking his
fetters and shackles, so did Minanath feel his
old strength. Women's —ehiarms and entreaties
he now counted sléndér 49 {mere 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 adwmire 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
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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 becging yvou will get coarse rice
and wretched vegetables. How can you live
upon them? DBshold your palace shines with
its gold pillars.  There in a milk-white bed you
are accusfomoed to sleep and we your queens are
always ready to serve your lzast wish. A bed
of leaves you will eer instead. Your guards
here with steel armouren wnd unsheathed bright
swords watch thef palace might and day, but if
you turn an ascebid Jrekalsiwill be your guards.
Accustomed to richiapparels how can you wear
rags? Worms and repéiles | will be your com-
panions and they wilbnotibe slow in stinging
youw.” & plaintive musie; the rburden of which
wera [nmentations likethese wose on all sides, but
Minanath had left the'palice] heedless of them,
bent on that life which dies nok, 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 encireling their lord
offered him resistance at every step. They abused
Gorakshanath and would not allow him to keep
company with their sovereign. But he told them,
“You know his lite 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  €8CVE 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 tuuglit®und redeemed by his
disciple.
This is the story which 8 related in detail in
aworlecalled the Mina Chetan,
g oo buk ghe trde name of the book
appeats, to. be Goraksha-vijay.
The date of copy ig 25th Chaitra, 1224 B.8. We
tind the name of the author in two places in the
colophon. He is Shyamdas $en. But [ am in-
clined to believe that this Shyamdas Sen never
wrote the book ; he deliberately suppressed the
name of the author and inscrted his own name in
the place. We have got an older manuscript of
this book, it 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 Calcutta
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 handling,
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 "Gawaksha, and Mainamati
were often sung hy the Mulizsimadans of Bengal
villages. The song/of: Mdinamati, published
by the Dacca Sahitya’ Pavishat, was collected
from two old manuseripts, both copied by
Muhammadans, They “wese discovered in
the houses of fwo illiferafe Muhammadan
villagers. Omne vePsion of Mainamati songs
was composed by 'Sukur "Muhammad.! This
manuseript is now in the possession of Babu
Nalinikanta Bhattashali, the editor of the song
of Mainamati, published by the Dacea 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 bhook. Just as.the

1 Bince thiz was written, Sukur Muwhammad's version has boen
published by the Calcubta University.
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Muhammadans have often puta cup-shaped cupola
or a minaret over a Hindu temple and eonverted
it into a Musjid, so leave Hindu anthors, 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 traditionn! amuse-
ments and hereditaf¥ “dallings. So Manasar
Bhasan, Mainamuti's sopgs’and works like
Goraksha-vijay, ‘Wiiéh= ot only gave them
amusements but Hormed i many cases ths
avocation of their|lives, lost favour with them,
as the subjects of these pokms breathing Hindu
and Buddhistic idors,” weta' gondemned by the
Mollas. The Hindu population gradually tnok
greater interest in:these subjects than did their
Muhammadan 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 als> 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 discuss the
question why the Muohammadans took an
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interest in the songs m olden times, even in a
far greater degree than the 1llindus. 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
hearing the insignia-ef' theCrescent Moon, they
could not foregothose amuzsimients, which had
from an early age @ivén them inspiration and
in many cases provided mezns for their liveli-
hood. In Java the nativg Muhammadans still
worship the agricultnkal deity Laksmi and in
Bengal a class of Muhammadans still earn their
living by singing songs-on—that goddess. 1t is
coertain that this hadjshesd 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 (iorakshanath throws on
contemporary history.

I believe the two songs, one on Mainamati
and the other on Minanath, were originally
composed for the followers of Kalipa and
Giorakshanath respectively. Whatever infamy

15
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might be attributed to queen Mainamati by
spite or even popular opinion, her character and
ber great occult power elicited the highest
encomiums from those wiio composed these songs,
chiefly because she was a great friend of the
Siddha. 1In 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
gpiritual guide. ‘Fhe™, #aligious leader Hari-
siddha is extolled by his dolloywers throughout
the song of Mainamati; = His powers formed the
constant theme of exaltediprdise of the writer
of the song. Mainamatisays that the Siddha’s
power was so great- that' 'the son of the god
Indra himsclf held'the royal mimbrella over his
head, that he rodc™the-great” tortoise and made
his hearth on the digkiof théhmoon.

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 Jin 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 tind him often called ‘Jalan-
dhari’ in the songs. Jalandhar is a noted place
in the Punjab.  Whercever he might have been
horn, there is no doubt-that he lived the greater
part of his life in Bengat.  Hewas, as described
in the song of Minanath; nidisciple of the latter.
There is certainly this small’ clement of truth
in the songs, that|he redecmed the soul of his
Guru from the pepdition Jof, lust and passion
to which it had/falienia préy, by his earnest
appeal and persuasiye eloguence.  This tradition
forms the very backbenegef 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 man was
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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. Gorakshanath was cer-
tainly an old man when he admitted the
child Mainamati as his disciple. So Goraksha-
nath lived nearly_afeenfury before that date.
We thus come 6. the-eonelusion that Gorak-
shanath lived in'/the fatter part of the 10th
century.' If the image-of Kali was established
by Gorakshanath, it} 15 also to be attributed
to that period. (iorakshunath was a Tantrik
Buddhist and ong ‘of  the illustrious leaders of
the Nath religion,'syliich seems to be an offshoot
of Mahayana Buddhigm 4%f 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

' The date of Gorakshanath is a disputed point and there are wild
legends that have gathored round hire some of which carry him to the

tith coutury and othees so varions dates ranging betweon the 9th und
the 14th.
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form s+of 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 East'to . West, halted for a
time in Tippera, hwhere heé tas struck by the
beauty and devotion /of’the ptincess Mainamati,
then only a girl Vil ts-alse/stated in the songs
that in order to initiate her into his mystic
religion, he took her e Vikrampur. There he
tounded the YogigiGhat. "This giaf is no longer
in existence, haviug “been ®wallowed by the
Dhaleswari. It ongesstoodyat 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
egenuine 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
accopt them as historical evidence. So long
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we do not get sach confirmation, all judgment
should be suspended and we should be contented
by merely recording the traditions of the peopls,
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 whiclis/belisyed-to have once been
his homestead, isf stipendaus ' heap of old bricks
and debris, shewing thatthere was once a large
building on the site’“Coing have heen recovered
from the mound, whighrare traced so far back
as the Gupta timess 'Tt.is evident that the
building of which . thé-mouud contains relies,
was the temple of*Wasali™Devi; Chandidas, as
befitting the positioir"of"a Brahmin scholar,
might have had a cottage near the temple and
The site at Namar. within its compound and the

whole site is now associated

with his name, becausc of the celebrity he

' That Gorakshanath was onve a very popular saint in Bengal is
illustrated hy the fuct that in the 16th ceninry, our celebrated poet
Govinda Das made his hero Krishna wppear before Radha in the atire
of & Yogi who sounded his born in the name of Gorakshanath. This
shews that eoven in the ssteenth century an ordinary ascetic when
beggring alms recited the name of Goraksha as in owr own times the
Vaisnava wmendivauts recite the name of Chaltanya or Krigshna while

begpging 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 poet, 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 scholarg 'engaged in research into
the vexed questigneof  Ghandidas’s birthplace
and other important! pointy: hearing on his life
has mentioned {6:2me the/lollowing tradition
about him eollected Jxam lthe village Nannur
itself.

Chandidas nof 'only @onipos-d songs but sang
them with a devotienalfedvour which made a
great impression. {-Ilel Gidanised 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 Nawal 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 che Begum Sahiha
herself. From that day forward wherever
Chandidas’s party sang songs on Radha-Krishna
love, the Nawab’s Begum went incognito in
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order to listen to the music of the party, and
above all, to hear Chandidas’s divine songs from
his own lips. This could not he 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 singiftg “dne of those songs, in
which Kbrishna's ‘#efirn  to ' Vrindavan was
presaged. ‘* Radhi kiew that he was coming,
nobody told her ofiif: " “Her good luck whispered
the glad tidings inte her| ears. The day had
dawned favourablyi/ At iwas not like other
days. The morning "air’ was sweet, and the
sun’s rays were pleasant and’ warm. She per-
ceived the approach; et the;divine 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 forbune. 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. DBut 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.sand dell en her hands. This
shewed that the diety was pleased and the flower
was his blessing.”

According to a tradition 'that I heard else-
where, this was the last sopg of Chandidas.

The audience /“felt  with, the singer that
some One was approaching, dearer to them
than every thing of this world. They were
absorbed in the devolioral 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

' =ifg Fw =few oo
%143 77 wiey gfae s44id ¥ 0zl oia
fsza gfite, a9 4fie, AT (37519
3ty uiF Aife Ana atforg, riowg Al ge)
ots AR FtE-cTatzia, st 2l am
foi3t wifiatm st wyiges Bfoal 3fAm sin
1043 2@ 4l Aifee, canaa wata g
5EINR T8, 73 yaxq f{fY cvq wygd
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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 Nawab’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: ®kaletons of men are now
and then found when pertiousief the mound are
dug, shewing thqt;thie: Hiadition rests on some
fact of the nature deseibediabove.

Hitherto all writers have deseribed the death
of Chandidas as océurring-mot at Nannur where

the ipoet carned his livelihood
ralitions of Niunmur ) S priest'ef the Vasuli Temple,

bat wtArnahar, 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 caunonade.
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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 creat career but died prema-
turely, travelled foi/ & awhile in the Bankura
district and gatherediSome s traditions ahout
Chandidas. He wroteito say.that it was believed
by the people of“@igertaan locality of that
district that Chandidag! was! born at the village
of Chattna within gdts jurisdiction and that he
subsequently settled'at Nannur as a priest of the
Vasuli temple. Thovesisatemple of Vasuli alsoat
Chattna, though theldéitlythere is not as famous
as that of Nannur. But Babu Nilratan Mulkherji,
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 complote.
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 issaid 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 Vasuli in the good old days
was a very popular deity and there was hardly
any village of importanes dn those days that had
not a temple dedicated to Vasuli, or its Vasuli-
taloe where people worshipped her. Owing to the
present flourishing conditionot the village Kirna-
har, where there are manyi rich and enlightened
men, the traditions¢urrent-inthat place have heen
made much of by soine of the modern writers, and
Babu Nilratan Mukherji=who lived for a long
time in that village in' todch'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 dcath 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 theni.

The people of Nannur say that Chandidas
died accidentally not at Kirnahar, hut 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 in a
tragic manner.

The tradition of Nannur seems to be more
reliable, as the broken temple is now indicated
by the mound known gs:Chandidas’s bhite. About
five hundred years;-ago, Chandidas died, and
according to the tradifion theimage of the god-
dess Vasuli along“awith the poet, his party and
the audience lay buried|under the temple. This
is partially proved by/thoifact that Vasuli Devi
was recovered from the debris and old bricks of
the mound about Y50:yearsiaso by a man of the
Teli caste. His desceitian t9'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
it is 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 issuc of Sravan, 1309 B.S. If says that
Chandidas was born at the village Uchhait in
the Mazzaferpur district. A gentleman wrote in
the Someprakash, 10th Poush, 1280 B. S. that
Chandidas’s father was one Durgadas Bagchi,
a Varendra Brahmin, and that he was born in
1309 Saka and died in 1399 Saka; another
writer states that he found in an old manuseript
dated 1373 Baka, a_pagsagd in which it is written
that Chandidas’s" dather. s¥as’, Bhavani Charan
and her mother’s’ ianie yras Bhairavi Sundari.
Babu Shivaratan “Miteaevidently follows this
statement in his [Sahityal Sevaka. All such
informations, we st sag.'lare not worthy of
credence, so long as. definite proots are not forth-
coming to substanbiate:thems™ There is a refer-
ence in one of thepogmsyascribed to Chandidas
that he got his poectical 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
Nannur 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. Lo 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 Jocality. IIe 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
Luterview botween 0 t:h.e interview .betweex:l
Vidgapati and Chund- Chandidas  and  Vidyapati.
Theres cave~, 0 many songs
prevalent in theseogutiviisewme of which are
embodied in the [Hada-Kalpataru, dealing with
this interview, that-we have o doubt that the
tradition is founded 'on ‘fact.| The songs say that
Chandidas heard of the fanie, of Vidyapali and
the latter also heard'of the Yeputation enjoyed hy
his great contemporary==Nilyapati 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 cmotions of the hnman
heart. Chandidas asked Vidyapati, © Love in
some cases is induced by the passions of the flesh
and in others induces passions. Whica of the
two is the nobler and why * 7' It is certain that

v afs tErT oo, oo e 3fE, fern wiy wRA wfewi
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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 1360 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 Advaitg@hiizya and of his contem-
porary apostles of ¥Vaisnayisni, do we find any
mention of any of/theseapostles coming in a
personal contact with the giffed poet of Nannur.
Chaitanya himself |sang the songs of Chandidas
enthusiastically aided. byl a2 chorus in which
Svarup and Ramananda Roy) also played their
part, If the doubitfil meaning of the enigmatic
lines—¢ faga fass @ fiw sieqt | a9z a¥g 3 32
sifamta * 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 lived in 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 else. From Saktaism he hecame
a preacher of the Sahajiya cult and a poet of
Radha-Krishna songs. The Krishna-cult in the
Sahajiya form was assoeiated with Tantric rites
and it is not perhaps:correet to suppose that he
was an out-an-out/ ¥Vaisnava, for no Vaispava
would subscribe ‘himself ‘&5 a worshipper of
Vasuli in the colophon | of his poems as he did.
His Radha-Krishng-songs;lie says, were inspired
by the Mother asfwas his-loge for Rami, the
washer-woman. ¥oheaavas ™ Vaisnava, it was

Other legends.

a very peculiar formijolu¥aisnavism that he
preached, as we find it described in his Sahajiya
songs.

We recad 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

e pE R WA AE A (rE (F
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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 dinney; sve find in the poems, was
an exceedingly richioheyithe names of very
strange sweetmeats Suehias’  sitamisra,” © alfa’
etc., are mentioned| iv| the list. The Brahmins
assembled at the house' of- Chandidas in due
time, and Nakul!/was" busy- in receiving them.
Meantime Rami “heard=that Chandidas was
going to be taken|Buekitd hisx caste on the
promise of forsaking her for ever. She wept
for a long time and being unable to support her

Rami—the washer-
woman,

grief, came near the Bakul groves adjacent to
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 embraced 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 heheld 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 howed down to her,

Whatever this graditison.embodied in- the old
songs may signifyj itiisglearithat the faults of a
great genius, his edegnfricifios and excesses are
all excused in the'eyes of people, if not during
his life, at least immediately after he passes
away from the worlds Ana country like India,
where spiritual and religions ideas permeate all
human action, traditions -}ke the above are a
quite natural growth.'® Tul 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 facts and traditions
about Chandidas. There are
one or two more, which I
find it necessary to record here, in order tfo

Stories.
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render my account complete. It is stated that
Chandidas " as a 8akta 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 wership. 6L-Vasuli and turned
a Vaisnava. This legond seems to be quite
unreliable as Chandidasngver gave up the
worship of Vasuli, Swhich 3587 proved by the fact
that he never omitte dito\pay his respeets to that
goddesseveninhis RadlinsKyishnasongs, Another
tradition says thaf'befors h¢ fell in love with
Rami, he happentdsto-seione day to market
to buy fish. The fishiétwbman 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 ahsorbed 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 I have incorporated all
new and old materials in one place in this paper
since, as I have already stated, T want to give
completeness to this article on Chandidas.

The best exponent of the later form of the
Sahajiya cult was Chandidas.
What the ‘Sabaja Yana,” at
least the form it latterly took in Bengal, was, no
body has yet been able™do elearly define. It was
originally one of: theenlts of the Mahayana
Buddhism. In thediawvitings of the earlier
Sahajiyas, the thebpviief Void is sometimes met
with. Kanu Pad, L, Shanti Deva and other
writers of the cultavbol flourished in the 9th
century of the Christian ara,  seemed to imply
a form of non-dunlistie theory to be the first
principle of the Sabajiva €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.

It appears, howevei,\that love for women,
instead of beindfaniobischiof glory to these
writers, caused theitiremorge and they thought
that it bad impcdedifhew” spiritual progress.
Thus Bhusuku regugfs \that his love for the
Chandal woman has destioyed his fafa ( faar )
aeeal (T&lA), celestial wision, that the Tree of Void
has been uprooted, ¥hat-heknows not where he
can have a landing "placetnder 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 bheloved ones,
which seems to presage a future development
of love as a spiritual factor. The line
A wafy f6s cata @izl fim 031 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 wbich
one hears the distinct ring of later Vaisnava
songs. For instance the lines of Dhamma-
pada, in the collectigi By Mr. Shastri, cwtgf
g g2 fay =2 A SEY - Cap sl wwee frafa
“Oh, young lady, F eannot live for a moment
without thee. When T kiss'thy face, I feel as
if T were drinking homey {rom the lotus.” This,
as he says, is an_upmistakable precursor of
Vaisnava songs. Regret fov 16ss of spirituality
under the spell of oeman'sflove is not altoge-
ther absent in Chandidas’swritings.  He refers
in onc of his songs to his love for Rami and
savs, ®a &1 7q), ¢or wufa (Afe, fawm wwfa g
o f oA caemtfe FeE, 5T AL (1 (SR
“ Hear me, oh goddess (Vasuli), T worship
thee, but in vain. My virtues are all lost, and
my salvation is far off, I am not worthy of thy
fe;et.” In another song he says, ' “ Chandidas
does not possess true knowledge. How can he
cross the ocean of the world? He was born

1 gy GEIRIA A DA TS (FATH TEF A
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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, 1T was .treading as a student,
when one day 1 saty2limdidy;” she seemed to be the
image of sweetnéss: L Her ‘manners were full of
attraction such ag:eonld: eiarm even Cupid.
She occupied my wliblgithought and her merry
and playful disposition! stirred my imagination.
I thought it was a/simon myipart to think thus
of a woman and Jdeieérmined to drive her from
my mind, but lo, as T endeavoured to do so, my
love for her instead ol diniihiishing gradually.....

The dawn of love.
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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 I did
forego for her sake. 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, 1t is the dawn of love; under its impulse
though I am living, I am one as dead.” The
line of Bhusuku ‘szt #®7a aife fapes’ and
Chandidag’s line @W@ 327 w4’ seem to
convey the same spirit.

I make a fupther sxfract from Chandidas
to shew the gradualidevelopment of this love.
You will, gentlemen; seg how mundane love was
gradually spiritualisett andihow in the place of
regrot, absolute cobfidence in \the purity of his
cause, possessed him

"¢ The next dayjliz determined attitude, I sat
in the temple to worship the goddess (Vasuli).
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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 Isaw
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 I am nunfit for worshipping thy
feet.” Then the goddess seemed to speak to
me. 1 heard her order distinctly. She said,
‘ Do not worry yourselfy ichild, By the mystic
power of Yoga ‘“thatisinime; I prophesy, it is
a special piece of . good lugk that has brought
this love to your seulii*¥our life is blessed ;—
you are now above dgath and above all human
ills. You will acquire ‘atknowledge of those
higher truths by this Jove, which even the gods
Vishnu and Brahmashavemot attained by their
meditation. Culturé“'pusellove which never
decays unspotted by 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,
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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 bave already stated,
was a sort of non-dualism resting principally
on the theory of the Void. 'The link has not
vet been found to connect the worship of wo-
men with this system of Buddhistic theology.
Somehow or other it became associated with
sexual love verging ou.worship, which is found
so clearly and elaboratelv.in Chandidas’s peems.
We also find in] the earligrl writings of the
Sahajiya sect a [aintseho @l such love. This
became doveloped "fiiveourse of time and its
origin, as I have said/elsewhere, is to be traced
in the monastic life- ofthé Buddhists. The
Buddha was quitel unwilling to open the
portals of his monasteryto women. He was
however persuaded’ o7 do’ so in the case
of his aunt, Mahaprajapati, chiefly by the
importunities of his favourite disciple Ananda.
But when he gave final permission to admit
women into the monasteries, he was sad and said
to Ananda, *“Just as the worm Swvelustika
destroys crops, so will this admission of women
into my monasteries result in the destruction of
our 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 iu 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. Xven 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 Bhiksd pednibted. to walk with a
Bhiksuni alone, “or-gostora¥iver in a boat in

The Biksus and the
Biksunis,

the company of af ‘Biksuuiwhen others were
not present. TheSe “hardiand fast rules laid
down by the great Buddha himself are embodied
in the Pati Mokshyay €hulliy Bagga and other
works.

But nature takeshereonrse 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 sainty 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 sexusl 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 off¢i@~heart and soul to the
worship of the Guriiithe state of things chunged,
for there were many womeir wong his disciples
in the monastery Bven] as early as the
third century B. . ithe 'Buddhist monasteries
developed the ¢ Samavippyal-—a doctrine which
taught that men fand women should join for a
religious purpose. Those cf#'the Bhiksus and
Bhiksunis who follewed, 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 enligchtened an? inspired by the noble
desire of renunciation in the cause of religion.
Ience when some tender irotion first entered
their hearts, the lovers did nol 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 aandows and shutters in
a mundane cottage;fthrough which heaven’s
light was secn.

The language in Jwhigh the poems of the
Sahajiyd-cveed is couched has
been called by the early Saka-
jiyas “ Sandhya-Bhasa=o6r" the language of
the twilight, whichi-hiéa®s]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

“The Sandhyd Bhasa.”

reaches the pinnacle-glory of fine emotions,
but it gradually puasses into the mystic plane,
unknown t{o us, like Mount Everest or Kinchin-
jinga, passing out of view in the eternal snow
that surrounds them. Chandidas worships man
more than a god. He says, “ Love a man or
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love a woman, and the highest truths will be

revealed to you.” Here is an
lounandidass ido2 of oy tract from one of his Sahajiva

songs. “Ch man, oh my
brother, listen to me. Man is true and man is
real ahove 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 «ithin' bis» heart, he lacks
expression to conyey iitetoothers. He is his
own saviour. Who!h§i thete that can boast of
saving him ?”*  In"anotherplace he says, “He
first saves himself and then hecomes the saviour
of the world.” DBetween the-jover and the loved
in the spiritual world, the intéexvention of a third
party is not needed™aeeérding to him. A man
and a woman loving each'other 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

L SR FTE, %A (3 ARy ©°F,
#HA ©oA 133 7S] BE1A Toiea A%
(R3] T BT, T A1 40T @A HITA (A7 )
7 JiANTY w4, Sf3e (7R, Bi2ra TN ($T Y



144 GLIMPSES OIF BENGAL LIFE

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 rouch of the passion of
the flesh.! The poet moreover says, ‘He that
pervades the univessciutsean by mortals can
only be known“by eune whous an adept in this

o

mystic love,” *

In the region of Chandidas’s love, no divorce
is recognised, [He jsaysy  There are many
people of the naturesel-bees-deaving the flower
when it ceases fo..be -Swect,’ It is not in the
power of such a be¢™to taste of the heavenly
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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 bhe
reduced to a mere earthly transaction, where
people work for wages. 1In the spiritual
world love is a gift, an unconditional gift,
no retraction of jhe ‘hely-gift is permissible.
If for good, yeu:@cll#aiieburn in evil and
do not cease to love iaspite of it, you will
hecome a god. "SoriChandidas emphatically
enjoins that under ng circimstance a breach of
love is allowable. gfyouwihave given it, you
cannot retract 1t.) ‘The more you suffer, the
more elevated youtawill=hes” [f you cease to
love, because you hawvé'lgotiio return, you will
not be in a position to reach its higher phase,
it’s sadhana anga.
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Thus through his love for a woman Chandi-
das reaches his God. He says, “Do not think
it is easy. Every 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 suffering, 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 merelywith the-{lesh, is the secret
of this love andiChemndidassuys, « All people
are attracted by thsiSahaja love. They do
not know the secretiibpt attempt to practise
it. It is like the mad)atfempts of a crow to
reproduce by its erowing the great hymn of
the god Shiva; itiisdike the glow-worms vying
with the moonbeamsytheysparkle by thousands
and yet cannot be equali-“lke an ape aspiring
to secure the heavenly tlower Parijat or like
a ghost trying to imitate the dance of the great
god Shiva by his jumps which only makes the
angels laugh.”*
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“Those who follow the ordinary course of
love,” our poet says, “are like flies that are
attracted by a light and arve 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. logs .., to make them
completely passioalessiaWliere dove between man
and woman is mutualk s difficult to control
the flesh. But it is'the eontrolling of all desires
which originate in [fleshy ithat forms the secret
of Sahajiya loveilas-préached by Chandidas.
It is difficult to dg¢!so. = Onerout of a million ”
says Chandidas, “ ean=attain {o this height.”
Love for one who is"nof! hound in wedlock, is
the parakiye rasa. In wmediaeval Europe,
it was the prevailing fashion of the refined
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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 advoecating this love. To
attain spiritual blisswbydoving one other than
one’s wife, was ‘anadwvernture’ in the esthetic
world, upon which:few €oild embark with a
sense of security. “¥E¢ s ®ays the poet, *‘like
one attempting to: bindia mountain with a
thread, an elephantiwithia gobweb; it is like
putting a frog inty ithe wiouth of a serpent
and then getting it baekunbtirt from thence.” '
To control the desires,where there is mutual
love and wheye there is an opportunity, is an
almost impossible game, but Chandidas says,
“QOne 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
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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 for some time, refer to matters
which are mysterious. “ You are to inhale
the hreath after you have wholly emptied it.” !
says he, and then comes. a description of the
process, of whichOwe kaow nothing. But from
the loftiness of “fhe ideetrinel’of love that he
professes, we cannot' believe that the poet speaks
jargon. He refers to"¢hé] ‘details in enigmatic
writings in the lahgunee of twilight, which is
explicable even tosday by the adepts, but they
will never explain it fo outsidets.

Chandidas broks™to “picces all traditions of
sexual morality and’social’ prestige. He boldly
announced that he adored the feet of a washer-
woman. For a Brahmiu 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 cousort a mother isopprobrious in
Hindu society. Buat he says that the washer-
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woman is both a father and a mother to him. 1In
the highest plane of emotion, paternal affection
and affection for the heloved have but one
name. The distinetion hetween Vatsalya (paternal
affection), Sakhya /friendship), and Madhurya
(nuptial love) disappear in the highest stage
of emotional felicities. 'T'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. TFriendship,
affection and love gq by,one name. Tt is like the
rivers disappearingu thesea - GChandidas certain-
ly reached this seafof fender emotions, when,
contrary to usagegeontrary’ to past tradition,
conirary to the currentiidens in the environment
in which he lived;they a/frue Brahmin, avowed
that he adored a washer-woman and called her the
sacred hymn of theyrahinans and the light of
his eyes, nay fatherjjmootherand 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

Rejects the ordinary
metaphors in use,

used. He used very common
words and the simplest of
language and this led many people to suppose
that he was not a learned man. The discovery of
his juvenile writings, the Krisna-Kirtan, has
changed their belief. They are full of Sanskritic



GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE 151

words and metaphors and display great erudi-
tion in Sanskrit by some Sanskrit slokas of
his own composition interspersed among his
Bengali songs. His cousin Nakul calls him
a learned man in one of the songs. Iu 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 pist. 2 Thev might be far from
what is real, bub thesestiaditions are full of
poetry and imaginativeness; * The Asoka fiowers
bloom when a handseme wontan kicks them, the
sound of the anklets of \hew feet awake the petals
to a fresh life and ghey: blossom.” This is one
example. So out ' poets have sung of women
treading on the bwds=ia“erder to make them
bloom. Other traditions current in the country
supply stock-phrases to the poets. When a
flower blooms, the bee is sure to come to it, as
the bee is believed traditionally to be the lover
of flowers; when the moon rises, the hird
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 saochghi?!\~Chandidas indicates
that there cannofyexisbatiite. 16ve between the
great and the smalliiovelike death is all-
leveller, it must bring dawn the two to the same
level as it did in hig casé when he, a Brahmin,
adored a washer«womans dlove cannot exist
where one is happy and the ‘other miserable, nor
can it reach its Taldevelopment when one is
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eonstrained 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
comc. 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=0filoye. Tt was praised
in enthusiastic lameuage by Sir Rabindranath
in the monthly journal”“Bharati’ many years
ago. But the impart of the song is not clear.
It will certainly | remind one of Byron’s
celebrated lines in the €hilde. Harold, Canto IIT
beginning with ‘f1t is by crdating ete.”” The
song seems to Implythat“the mind when
it seeks its own idenld to7 worship 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 baflled in our
attempts to find out such a person, we become
as though dead, the call 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 ifself, " “The‘momentary charm of
glittering qualiticsido not . guarantee permanent
love. All of us wWant te dove thc man, who
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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 s, “If \requires time for a
great poet to bezunderstood, even by his own
people. For these five itndrad years his songs
have been sung i ithe ‘eountry and he has
received offerings of) Ladulatory verses from

some-ai the greatest poets that
Chanyapaty et bwvesnceocded him.  After the

lapseef=five centuries that
reputation is not on'the 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-
raries. As an 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, sbewing the advent,.of bashful youth. At
times her steps arelightland playful like those of
a girl and at otheps they di¢ Slow and cautious
like those of a yeuthfGglmaiden. She sees her
own rising charms andigols surprised at them
when alone. When|others talk of love, her ears
are there greedily followingeach word, but if any
body refers to herideing so," she suppresses her
smile with her fedrs”and Shows false anger.
When she is in Heér téilet-room, she privately
enquires of her maids, “ what is love P 7!
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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 colouy
of Krisna is an infatuation to her senses. Tn
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 her.of her Krisna.,! The
cloud specially fseinates heteyes, in its en-
chantingly dark bhie,"shesees the illusion of
Krishna ; and her €gesmovenot from the sight
till she falls into @ itrance, and with hands
raised up speaks mystically to the clouds. She
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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 Frarartfaa awa, like letter and
its import. What the poet wrote, the great
lover illustrated i Ais dife.

We shall conclide” otr! brief review of
Chandidas’s poems: by -atluding to a song in
which he gives his ¢oicaption of spiritual love. -~

Radha says she will haye nothing to do with
those who pose as yeligtousiteachers but have no
teelings for othery. .She'says'tiat the outer doors
of her soul, her external scises, are closed. She
sees Krisna within her, but'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 shonld 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. FEarthly
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..(848 in number) have
been lately publishedi by the Sahitya-Parishat of
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Calcutta. This is the latest and the hest edition
that has yet appeared. Tt 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 Jess
an imitation of the Bhagavata and of Jaydeva's
Gita Govinda. Chandidas’s edition referred to
above has been edited by Babu Nilratan
Mukherjee, B.A., and owes a considerable
number of new songs embodied in it to an old
manuscript of Chemdidas’s-poems, which is now
in the possessions ofi s Gnployee in the estate
of the Zeminders gf Kivnaliaiiin the district of
Birbhum. Curiousty Babu Nilratan Mukherjee,
while giving us other defails, has not informed us
of the name of the @wuerofthe precious manus-
cript evidently withfhe object of protecting
him from the grésd=ef=seholars engaged in
research work in theifield 6F Bengali Literature.
There are altogether 605 songs in the manus-
cript, of which 500 are declared to be new. Tt
would be, however, wise if the owner were to sell
or make a gift of the manuseript to the Calcutta
University or the Sahitya-Parishat. Otherwise
the copy will be doomed to inevitable destruc-
tion. TFor 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 heen publish-
ed by the Sahitya-Parisat of Caleutta,
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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 caregr,“ptabably hinting at the
persecution he guffered. loifhis love and his
tragic death. He mnoreover Speaks of the mystic -
import of his love,which people were likely to
misunderstand. Narahari| §ays that Chandidas
was mnot only a greati schelar, but a singer of
uncommon powers, that in thewillage of Nannur
the goddess Vasuli'sanetioned’ his love for the
washerwoman, whieh+hegame 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.
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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 her name is both Rami and Tara.

From the poem of Narahari, referred to, we
find that Chandidas’s poems were already very
popular througbout Bengal during Narahari’s
time, which was less than a century from the
time the post flourished.

The next adwirer,bf Chandidas, recording
his praises in a poem, APrasad Das (1496-1533),
a contemporary of [Chattanyar  When we read
his poems, the heartimelts,” —he writes and
refers to the order of/ Vasuli, which served as
an inspiration to thepoet.2We have in the next
century (the 17th) the gredt poet Govinda Das,
writing adulatory vérses on Chandidas. Govinda
calls Chandidas “rich'in'"'the wealth of love ”
and the ¢ jewel in the crown of those who are
adepts in tender emotions.”' TIn 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
aponymous writer says that one might call
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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 greatest diadem
of the crown of the princes of poets.”
The praises are siomdfieant.  Vidyapaty has
exhausted the sgoukief atl that constitutes the
true essence of Tyriespoeiry “iccording to the
canons of RhetorieiiThesatiributes of a nayika
or chief female charactoriinilove are illustrated
with a skill and heautyithat really entitle him
to be ranked with7the foidmost poets of the
age. But Chandidas. cared ot for the canons
of poetry laid down in_the “Sastras, which Mr.
Jacobi calls “ poeties 7 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. Ttis 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
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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 affer his
death,—from Narahari Sarkar down to Sir
Rabindranath,—Chandidas has all through
received the greatest respect from his country-
men. We find hiia/igritated thy a host of writers
of whom Jnan Das and' Balagam Das of the 17th
century are the most'prominént. Govinda Das
tried to imitate the)sbyle of Vidyapaty, as Jnan
Das that of Chandidas.” Ta.other countries the
greatest poets are appreciated by scholars and
literary men, and thesmass-has hardly any chance
of realising the beaufiesi"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 =27 ¢reyl. 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 mr€handidas, which scem
to prognosticate e eomin & adyent of Chaitanya.
When describin Radhat as Tearning  to play
upon Sri Krisna'sifutes €handidas makes her
wear Krisna’s apparelsfand for all intents and
purposes she is magg! fo ook like Krisna. The
indelible differenes] howevesl, is that of colour,
Sri Krisna being @urk and Radha fair. In con-
cluding the song describing 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 he
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

DD
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, _wag to have a fair colour.

Chandidas’s poims are ndt.only the most ex-
quisitely sweet of Vaisuava #ongs, not only do
they give a clearertelugidation of spiritual love
and its philosophy than the works of other Vais-
nava poets, not only are thewv mystical and fnlly
suggestive of the' apiritual loye that underlies
the human, but they-are held sacred by the
Vaisnavas, because ;jofjgtheir 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 T 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 heauty, so far as the

stage before the last, the Bhava
Oghx?i?f;ﬁif{?_mﬁue”c" Sammilan or the wunion in

spirit, is concerned. In the
Bhava Sammilan, however, the language sudden-
ly throws off its sensuous garb in Vidyapaty’s
writings, and becomes hichly spiritual. I[n the
last chapter, the somgsiare-sxtremely mystical
and approach, nay:matchfhe' subtle spiritual
beauty of Chandidas’s Songs. The tradition
referred to says thatagreat 'change came over
the spirit of Vidyapaty’sipoetry after his inter-
view with Chandidag; whe duterpreted love from
a higher plain miking “a | grent impression on
the poet of Mithili



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 to .the, Sahitya Parishat of
Calcutta. I have.tuidted thefull texts of these
two pages in my latestiadition of “ Banga-Bhasa
O-Sahitya.”

The contents or| the"twol pages substantially
confirm the facts of the tradition about Chandi-
das’s death to whigh T' referred in the body of
these lectures, though; hiowever, there is a slight
discrepancy in the details ol the two accounts.
The pages under review are supposed to he
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 (FE 9%€). 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 in the palace. The whole
people of Gour asiedibled to hear his songs.
So charming were hizi songa  that the audience
bacame spell-bound-and i1ll of admiration for the
poet of Nannur, Bat nene appreciated the poet’s
power so warmly a4 ydid 'the Begum of the
Emperor. Who this-Empereriof Gour was, Rami
does not tell us, T yeply to a’ query of mine on
the point, Mr. Stapleten-diseussed the history of
the Gour Emperors vt 'this'period and came to
the conclusion that it was probably Jelaluddin
(1417-1431 A.D.) who slew Chandidas.! Tt is not

1}« Ag regards your gumeries as to who could have been the Badehd of
Gour, who caunsed Chandidas to be slain, it is necessary to exercise grenat
caution in taking Stewart for authority in Mediaeval Bengali history,
as the works of Blochman and recent numismatists have led to the
chronology being completely revised. The real name of Shamsuddin
was Sihabuddin Dayazid Shah and the only coins of his known (with
one excepiion) are dated 816 and 817 A, H. (1418.1414 A. D), The
exception is dated 812 A. H., and this, together with other facts,
suggests that probably with the connivance of Raja Ganeshw of
Bhaturia, he made an attempt, four years earlier, when Ghiyasuddin
Azam was on the throne, to scize the kingdom of Bengal, but was

22
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unlikely that the Begum Sahiba might have
originally been a Hindu, which would bhetter
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 sHianeesIn greater number
of cases, however, the "Mahomedan chiefs
forcibly took posséssign-ofbeautiful Hindu dam-
sels, as Isa Khan"Masnadali of Jangal Bari did
in Sripur. I say thaf it\is 'simply a conjecture
of mine that the NiwabSaligha might have been
a convert to Iskwm: | “Fhé" assumption that a

unsuccessful. When three or {onr years later, he resumed hostilities
against Ghiyasuddia’s son, Saifuddin, the latter was probably slain, and
not only did Sahibuddin come to the throne, but was also suceeeded
by » son Alwuddin in 817 A, Il  Raja Ganesh seers to have ejocted
the latter in favour of his son Jadu, who had been converted to
Muhammadanism after the invasion of Bengal by Sultau Themhim of
Juwunpur and placed on the throne under the name of Jelaluddin in 818
A, 1. Bub after Thrahim had withdrawn and Ganesh had failed to
recopvert Jelnlauddin to Hinduism, Ganesh probably seized the throne
under the name of Danuja-mardan. He and another Hiadu, called
Mahendrs, retained the throne for two years (Saka 1339 and 1340=-
1417-1418 A, D) but Jelaloddin then regained power and probably
continwed te rule Bengal tillat lenst 835 A, H. (1481 A, D.). He was
strongly anti-Hindu and [ agree with Nulini Babu that ic was probably
he who also slew Chandidas, and not Sahibuddin.”

Letter, Dated Dacen, the Lith Septomber, 1920,
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Moghul or Pathan woman would feel such warm
love for the Hindu songs is rather hold 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. Sherhwas ealled before her lord
to explain her conduebs’ A woman of chaste
character and full:ofl straightforwardness, she
did not conceal anvthimg fyom her lord. She
said that the songy of ¥@handidas had really
charmed her : it wasmo buman being, she said,
who could composs_sueh pogms and sing so
sweetly. She was siféere-ant open-hearted and
saw no fault in admiring'a poct. 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
poet of Bengal, cxpired 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 Chandidasg’s'leath—that her indis-
cretion caused thiscruet tragedy. She swooned
away, as she saw! Chandidas dying. Alas, she
never arose from thatdweon hut quietly passed
away !

Rami says in the-last dine-that tull of horror
at the sight andiadmiring loye for the Begum
Sahebd, she ran “e.the-spot wherc she lay
dead, cold as ice, andjprestrated 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 hy Rami.

We belicve the account given by Rami to be
true, as it is a4 contemporary piece of evidence
by one who kuew 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 bave 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 alsobe.acespied as; historically true.
It may be a fact thafsomesxelics of Chandidas’s
body might have beenibrought to Kirnahar and
buried where his tomh stands to the present day.

Another importaut pointiin regard to Chandi-
das’s career has hegn'discovered in an old Bengali
MS., which we fotthdoatin” the heaps of old
MSS., presented ta-7thediCaleatta  University
Library by Babu Sanat Kumar Mukherjee.
The name of the poet is Tarani Raman and
he gives us an account of the Sahajiya cult,
as inculeated by Chandidas. The poem says
that & 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 sogiaty as heformerly was.

The Raja calfed on Rami' accordingly and
was so greatly impressed by the account given
by her of the lofty Orderta wvhich she belonged
that instead of converting them, he himself
became a Sahajiyaicenvert.

I will briefly gefer to some points explained
by Rami, who said*that“thc Sahajiya was the
highest form of humanove; that could he 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. Tovers 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 outsot, they might be overpowered by each
other's personality ; and in that case it would be
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difficult to test il 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. 1If 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 wake up the whole night, lay-
ing his hands on thé-/tedh jefrthe object of his
love. But the hands willZbe” only on the feet.
Learning thus how:te  restvain cnesell for six
months, one should“praceed on in this manner
to the next stage, so that ho or she will, in an
advanced stage, feelthat-thesbody is merely like
a dry log and whatly subservient to the spirit.

In one of the poems 6 “Chandidas, as I have
already stated, he d1ys that'bDody must be turned
into a dry 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 Sahajiyd
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 in the 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 is a god. Let six months pass, and you
will find him, it not a devil, not a god either.
Sahajiyi-love teaches you to stick to yvour lover.
Even 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 Chan<idas, “I do not know
any good except what pleases you,”

I have already, nwluded, to the fact that
Chandidas does (not i ¥ecogitise: divoree in love,
He, who divorces:his: love, svhatever the cause
may be, isnot privileged o taste the spiritual joy
of this love. It is not althing for men of society.
It is a message from h&ayveu:, Divorce is neces-
sary for the sociallman and gecial woman. But if
vour heart is to ‘besinitiatéd into the highest
spiritual joy of love] ¥é6u #ire 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,

“ Afgs =g otwa @
Atgq =7 | LA (A7 1”7

Many sects tried to attain the end pursued by
the ‘ Samavippyaists” mentioned Lafore, as the
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creed was apparently attraetive 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 cave
his warning to young meniof-his age by saying
as already rveferréd o F“¥ou ull want to be a
Sahajiya, but onémgiamillion can attaiu its
soal.”

Chaitanya saw that |whiat meant ruin fo a
million, less one, sibounld net be tolerated as a
spiritual system. [Chandidas gave a mere warn-
ing, but Chaitanyvaabsolute!y prohibited such
sexual romance. HWeysaidy9They are all mad
after love. Who knows what love is? Isit
love to offer services to woment¥ When you will
forget all difference betwcen 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 paraliyd sadhan and its highest felicitous
end, one will not be able to do justice to this
literature. It is the preduct of a special enltare
for centuries and the resultioi g spiritual system
practised by saintly wmien for'long ages. The
Nava-Rasiks or the ninesinitiated souls of this
path, viz., Abhiram [Syami (fvith his lady-love,
Malini, Jaydeva with! Padmivati, Chandidas
with Rami, Billa Mangal®hakur with Chinta-
mani, and others tgok-the vow of an expedition to
conquer flesh in this path, and made their ascent
to the steep height of thieir spiritual ambition by
united purpose #Asfegita 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 NADIA.

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 _Das, Chaitanya Chandrodaya
and Chaitanya [Oharit by Iavi Karnapur,
Chaitanya Mangall by "Jayapanda and Lochan
Das and, last though ‘netleast, the Chaitanya

Charitamrita by the venerable
P Slj,i,fg:ical e K rishadas) Kaviraj of Jhamat-

pnn (Burdwan), for the mate-
rials of his life. ““But: up to'now the songs of
Vaisnava poets which giveralmost 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 hy historians. Reading
them carefully in the light of history, one will
be struck with the faithful account they often
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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 Senayas, 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 indifterence with which these
songs have been treated by -modern historians,
they have been alk along wery: popular among
the lay Vaisnavas. [ ‘The Tiferate classes among
this sect may ignoreithe walue of the songs,
and prefer the standard | biographies of the
Master, in which Sansdkriti tekxts and authorities
have been quoted and great leatning displayed to
prove Chaitanya as“am:incarnation 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 1 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
thf;ﬁ‘)'fi "0 of the companions of Chaitanya
and a native of Agradvipa.
The story is well known how Chaitanya lis-
suaded him from turning a Sannyasi. He had
already joined the Tloly Order. One day he
produced a bit i Harffald iruit belore the
Master after he had takenhissmeals, and when
Chaitanya asked himids ta’where he got it, he
said it was a remnantiaf the fruit taken the day
hefore. Whereupon Jthe | Mastor looked grave
and said, “ Dear Govindojyou store things for
the morrow, which asca’ Sannyasi, you should
not, depending entively“on-6hc Lord. You have
vet a little worldlinesk Hnlyou and you should
return to your house-hold life ”  Grovinda 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

B !
sang,
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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'his head bent down, a
tear rolled down his-eheek. “He looked pale, we
asked him the reason,;Hut he did not say any
thing for sometimie."{Fhen: he told us of his
intention. Gadadhar | after delivering this,
became like one paralysed/and Mukunda’s heart
seemed to break 43 he looked at the pale face of
his friend.” This“is the fizst song relating to
Chaitanya’s SannyasyiiWedfind 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 tweuty-two years of age at this
time. His spiritual ecstacies had already drawn
round him a large multitude who helieved him to
be agod. He hadja young beautiful wife at home,
who adored him. His mother Sachi, who had
already sustained severe bereavements, doted

The Vaignava Vandand.
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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 1 thought, how I can remove the
sorrows of the world. ‘How canI doit?’ has
been the questiomwfhat ‘has again and again
struck me. Ther healing babin is in the love
of God, but this adviee-they, would not accept
from me as 1 am‘a houscholder. Even my
own pupils in the foa/l think that my head
has gone wrong. MWhéniIibegin to preach God’s
love to them [with -anrdeur, they seem to
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doubt my sanity. 'The world will not aceept
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 T 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 deoor audiif may be that they will
not dismiss one whoswilt-prove by his life that he
cares for his fellow-suiterers and for God alone.’
The poet says in“théisalophon, ‘Forbear my
friend, my god, this idea and do not close the
work you have so happily hegun at Navadvip.’
In the third’ song written by the same
writer, Govinda, theré s amappeal to the people
of Navadvip.! °O:jpeoplerof 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,
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“ It would he well and good, it hefore the unlucky
hour came, I could die.’

'The fourth song is by Vasudeva (thosh. He
was, as I have already stated, a hrother 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 oi ‘fier hsband’s resolution,
but her mind i falk ofi-presentiments. She
softly murmurs tofhexicompanions, * Why is it,
dear friends, my heart/istovercome by a sudden
sorrow ? 1 do notlkhéw vhat it is, but nothing
gives me joy. Logkiat the bank of the Ganges,
the green leaves of ivees:have 4 pale hue. The
hee does not hummorsition” the flower. The
velfylfewitent 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

Vispupriya's  fears
and sorrows.
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is mad with grief. Shehas heard the whispers
of a report, but not yet distinetly vealised
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. The-mether-in-law is amazed.
She asks, ¢ what s it7that Jails thee, child ?’
She warmly erabragesihier in"deep sympathy.
Bisnupriya slowly déliversdierself, < What shall
I say mother? I cannotexipress my fecling, it is
the cruelest thing thaf I have heard. TLook at
the inauspicious sighg around.  She could speak
no more, but fell at-her mother-in-law’s feet in
the deep agony of her heart.. Vase Ghosh, the
poet, says, ‘ How shall 1 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 Srikbanda in the
district of Burdwan. He was a Vaidya and a
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friend of Chaitanya. He must have passed the
prime of his lite, when Chaitanya was born.
Yet this clderly man was devoted to Chaitanya
like a child. Even before Chaitanya reached
his youth, Narahari had been distinguished as
a great poet of Radba-Krisna songs.  How
dearly Chaitanya loved him, will he understood
from the fact that while the former wandered,
steeped in ecstacies of his spiritual felicities, in
the Deccan, forgetinl of all his kith and kin, he
once uttered the nawme-of Nayahari, calling him
in his trances ieares than life and wishing to
hear God’s namepdrom: him again.' Narahari
says, “To-day Cheitanya Jeaves Nadia. The
current of the Ganges| ssems to have stopped.
The very statues offthé gods;of Shiva, Ganapati
and others, worshipped - the temples, seem
pale and Nature'sablesseins suddenly wither.
The buds do not JBloshidthe 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.’” ”
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“ Chaitanya left his bed-chamber hefore
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 control over herself. She came near
the door of her mother-in-law’s room, and
gently murmured“intta-tene, choked with
tears. ‘He wasitheresin thé " room, all night,
but just heforelsdaybreak: has gone away
where T know nof; T eanfot bear the grief,
() mother.” The mother’s anxieties all night
through had notjallowed-her « moment’s sleep.
As she caught tha gentle bewailing tone of the
wife, Sachi rose from herhed with a start, with
her tresses all dishevellet " 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 strects 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
wayvfarer told them, Yes I 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.
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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? We do not know who shot us from
the dark. What a cruel man must he he, 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, thas forlorn ®’  Vasudeva, the
poet, says, ‘ Sachi~lpoked Jbile one dead after
this short speechiand dshan, the servant of the
house, showed by awaveof his hand that the
dear one had left Nadia:”

He, the youthful goul, in whom there was no
other thought thausthat lof his Beloved, and of
how to redeem pist delleowtdn from sin and
sorrow, walked quittigbothebank of the Ganges,
says Lochan Das GfiHthe716th 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
tar 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 ot the Sannyas-
life, for which he wag 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 divioe,
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 avt thou hound for?’  Chaitanya’s eyes
were full of tenrs. He 8aid), < Accept me as your
disciple and give wa & place it your Holy Order.
I want to be a Sangyast!t? {The people there’
says o Vasudeva, ¢ exclaimed,
‘Venarable Bharati, do not take
him info the Holy Qrder. , flis mother and wife
will not be able to hear 3t we shall not be
able to bear it. Tig has just stepped into his
youth.! Then somerefthem quoted slokas, in
which it is laid down that a man can turn an
ascotic only after be had passed his fiftieth
year, and not before. The divine young man
who had so long appealed to Bharati by shedding
tears of joy suddeuvly grew calm, while he
saw that they tried to baffle his aim hy
Sastric authority, and said in deep emotion,
to Bbarati, <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? TYou are my
master, I have nothing more to say to you.’

The vow of Sannyds,
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Then Bharati, moved by the youth’s ardour
of love, said, ‘ Do not fear, child, T 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 ansferity, which would
require him to depmatisapon, what food chance
would bring him,4o5tesp inder a tree on the
bare ground, and nét/fe seshis wife any more in
life. But when he rose’from his seat atter he
was shaven, they wepe \sirprised to see his
person, surrounded fwithia halo of light.
The narrow worldl iywas ‘given ;up for a wider
world, petty love Wassmerged in universal love,
the fish of the tank wadletlloose 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 bowed, says Vasu Ghosh, to all
present. Ie 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 T 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 when.thé day broke, they thought it
dawned too early s Thetewereallustrious scholars
among his followars eyen before he had adopted
Sannyas, one of “whomihad once exclaimed,
“If my head be crushed by @& thunder-bolt or my
only son dies, I gmay ihear it, but not any one
abusing our Master” . He wad only 22 at this
time. In Navadvipsbhienews of his renunciation
spread like wild #8714 Flielfollowers lay sunk
in a gulf of woe. Vasudeva Ghosh describes
their condition in some songs. One of them
runs thns, * Why has he taken the staif 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
gilent 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



P04 GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE

deep uriel.  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.” ‘HEven those who are Chaitanya’s
abusers,” says Vrindavan Das, the author of
the Chaitanya Bhagvats, ina song, * feel great
sorrow and say, * If he comes hack to Nadia,
we will apologise this time.””  Thus Chaitanya’s
object of Sannyas wagedully achieved ; for none
was now in the orgal efty 6l Nadia, who did not
adore him because oi Bi§ exeat renunciation.
Sachi and Vismjidga hsoffered  intensely.
One night Sachi had notiawWink of sleep owing
to her agouny of griel) ! She rose up at midnight
and went to the “eeurtvard, of Srivas, where
Chaitanya speul days andnights in his emotional
jovs and trances. There on the bare ground she
lay like & poor thing, weeping the vest of the
night. About dawn, Malini, wife of Srivas, came
out and discovered Sachi in that plight. They
were hosom-friends and Malini could ill control
her grief at the sight of bereaved Sachi!
"This we learn from a song hy Premdas, jo oauo
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Chaitanya’s contemporaries. The same writer
says in another song that Visnupriva practically
gave up her usual meals. Day and night she
spent alone, and scarcely cared to look at the
faces of her dearest friends. 1t 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 4hesexternal world, The
vision of Krisna whs the-onlyrenlity, and an illu-
sion of Vrinda Grovegd-atnfronted his sight from
every landscape thuthovisitéd. He wept for joy
when the vision wag ¢léat, wnd wept in sorrow
when the vision faded. ' Nityinanda at this stage
led him by a pfuiek to-Saptipur. He gave
Chaitanya to undenrstand that gt was the Vrinda
Groves, towards which tliey iwere journeying.
Chaitanya followed Nityananda in a state of
trance. Keaching Santipur, Nityanda left
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Chaitanya at the house of the saintly Advaita-
charya, and himself started for Nadia.
Nityananda could not bear the 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 Santipuratid Wished to see her there,
“ Sachi could nag sdpport-ber grief. She said,
Is it true then thathe Bas il pted the life of an
ascetic and shall nevarfivewith us?  Is it true
that he has cut olf hiseutly hair and wears vags ?

_ Iy frueithat he has taken a

Ab Santipur bergar’s howlin hishand and the
ascetic’s staff ?  Itsejphewishall I he able to see
him in such a conditidi® 7 Becar 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 song composed by Murari Gupta
who was present when' 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. Chaltanya was no more what he
had been in the past, he was now a Sannyasi,



GLIMPAES OF BENGAL LIFE 197

he wore the ochre-coloured rags and had the
ascetic’s staff anu bowl in his hand. 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. The divine youth was al-
together different from others and looked like
a messenger from heaven. Bachi cried aloud in
grief and said, “ Why have you shaven your
head, child ? Is it a sign of your resolution to
leave your mothep@and, wile” Alas, how can 1
live without you *_ Nibyanands is your friend,
dear as life, there ave youe coimpanions, Advaita
Gadadbar and Srivag. v ¥owused to spend time
with them in religiot§ 'discourses, in spiribual
songs and musigi. " Wihy-wot do the same
in your own ecityi-You arg a great teacher,
they say. Is it a Tight thing to desert one’s
mother and wife, when' they arve 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
1 gave you education? Your
learning is admired everywhere. Does all your
scholarship teach you to thrust a dagger into the

Moiker’s appeal.
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heart of your mother and of your loyal wite ?”
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 renuneciation.- He was a mere lad, yet his
mother did not stand in his way. Ram left
Ayodhya and weuns to forests for the sake of
a sacred pledge. Kausalya, his mother gave
permission, thouzh shewsyept all the while and
led a miserable life. t¥rispa himselt left Nanda
and Jasoda, his paventss B04ulft) his great mission
at Mathura Pari. [A ereat object in life must be
attained by great sdcrifieestand I wish that my
mother should not gtadd tw' the way, for if you
do object, it is not AW Wy Power to act against
your wish. Knowmmother, God’s love alone can
heal the bruised heart, I shall be for a good
many vears abt 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. In an 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 rvequested 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 Santipar, Chaitanya
in great humility requested his friends to
continne their kindness towards him, “7 have
worn rags and left heme for good. 1 have
cruelly given up iy mether awd my wife. The
latter told me o tligieve 6Ly sannyas, ‘ The
catting off of yourtgofnsetion with home means
leaving me, who #iivghedchiet tie of home.
Stand there my lord, I aibl drink poison and die.
So your ties of homenyouldibe severed, bul do
not leave your nafiweleity.’ 611 her, my friends,
that I shall be at POrifront which place mother
and she will always' Teceive ' 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 rever
saw again during her long remaining life. In
one of these songs she says to her friend, Malini,
wife of Crivasa, “Oh, my friend, 1 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. AsT
heard his voice, forthwith I ran from my room
to meet him. He touched the dust of my feet
and said, ¢ I could not bear to live without you,
mother. 1 wandered from place to place and
left Puri for your sake. T 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 suddeulyvanished: 5 My mind is since
ill at ease, T cantiot éeatain’ my grief.”' This
song was composed: byl Vasudeva Ghosh,
Numerous poeff, | tAostly contemporaries of
Chaitanya, have deyaribed the sorrows of Visnu-
priya, during eagh™ef the“twelve months that
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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

The twelve monthg’
8OITOWS,

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
longed for a sight of Lifif;"who was now the god
of millions. They Ghservedtiie anniversary of
the birthday of herlord with fast and vigil, but
the poor wife pined ‘i sepdration and wept,
recollecting the happy days of February and
March in the past.

In April, the gardens’ presented a sight of
blooming flowers, and the cuckoo sang. Poor
Visnupriya sighed andy#ledyfrom the sight of
Nature’s blooming things, as they reminded her
of the sweet days passed in her husband’s
company.

In May, she remembered how handsome her
husband looked, putting on the fine Krisna-keli
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.

+ I have roughly given the Bengali monrhs their corresponcing

tnglish 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-
cast with clouds, she sighed and wept. In
September, naraberless hoats came and went by
the river, how ecagerly she longed, poor fond
soul, that ons of thegenmight bring the treasure
of ber heart hackito‘hontes xOctober was the
month of relizious festivities: Chaitanya’s party
used to sing spivitual'songs in that month ; they
enlivencd the whole eifw hy their religious musie ;
and the recollectiontof ‘these pained poor Visnu-
priva. In November-the sky became clear, the
clouds dispersed likasa=brol¢n army, here and
there was seen in thelsky some remnants of them
like a run-away and unarmed enemy. The lotus
bloomed and the °¢shewali,” lowers that looked
like a lady’s nose-ornaments, fell profusely on the
earth. She sizhed remembering those sweet
days, when she wreathed garlands with those
flowers to present them to her hushand. Decem-
ber’s cold brought on again a fresh longing and
memories that 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 sireak of lightning. This
view of the pompdtts-ensich, of the Temple
brought on a tranée; it.geemed as if he had seen
the very attire ofi'his=fiod: The flag was red
and lined with gold,/i¥ hrought on the vision of
Krishna’s purple cloghed.’, 'He was a scholar of
scholars, Descending “fromithe plane of his
emotional joy, heltisconrsed on scholarly sub-
jects in such a fashion thal the veterans of the
age dared not meet his arguumients, 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 in a 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 man. Welishall not discourse here
on the historic interview befireen Chaitanya and
Rama Ray and the religionsinstructions the latter
received from the Wasterynor shall we here try
to give an account of thoy/ Baghunath Das, the
illustrious scion of ‘the Saptagram Das family,
joined the Holy [Order. | TTese are incidents
which are wristen ulettersiof*zold on the pages
of the various biographiesiof 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 wus 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 fto them some of the spiritual
felicities, which will create a craving for
the higher life. The sfudents of Nadia, who
only care for _<cholarshif,- the sophists and
abusers who scoff-afyreligion, should not be
abandoned to theigfate, but do all, to all iadis-
criminately, should [You| “preach. Among all
should you distribute thie frensure of God’s love.
The scholars of Nadizn aredlways hostile to the
religion of sweet dmeolion. To'them also should
you open the portalsofonr new heaven.” We
have two songs of this hatdre {rom 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 atteation and I know

Advee w0 NI you to be pre-eminently fit for
this work, for by your nature

you are kind to them.” And Nityananda respect-
tully 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 meltod with pity at the sight of the
fallen and the destitute. The cruel orthodox
society had made them outcasts. Religion in
the Hindu comnmunity 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 cewerytivine, before him in his
majestic march. e embraced the sinners with
tears in his eves andigattedthom brothoers.  His
vast love sough{#nof sapetity by exclusion.
Even those that | Deat [him and abused him
received his mereys Sothat many a ruffian
tarned remorseful, inspired by his uanbounded
piety.

When from “Pityil INityananda came to
Nadia he, first of all, paid a visit to Sachi, who
burst into tears at the sisht of him. For Nitya-
nanda and Chaitanya were always seen together.
She could not speak. The grief caused by this
meeting, is powerfally described in the songs by
Kanudas and Premdas, two contemporary posts.

The ecitizens of Nadia lay under the
shadow of a great grief. Even the abusers of
the Master lecame remorseful. For Chaitanya
had harmed none in the world. He was steeped
in felicities, which everyone now realised, were
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of a 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 Tndia 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'eontemporary poet, thus
describes the conditiin ©f Nadivw in a song :-—

“The citizens of Nadiatearnestly inquired of
every ascetic and Yogithat piassed by the city,
‘Have you seen alyoung Sannyasin named
Chaitanya ¥ You anighti!haye an opportunity
of doing so, for yon wandenfrom place to place.
He is young and hindsomesan.d sheds tears as
one utters the nameélof K risna 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 not a 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 wmother. The poets
Madhavi Das and Chandra Sekhar have composed
songs to describe the incident.!
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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 houghs of the trees and the
cows stared with unmeaning looks. The scholar
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was deeply moved to see the city under the
shadow of a great griel. IHe sat for a while
at a spot on its outskirts, and had not the heart
to enter it.

“ After a 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 enfer the house of Chaitanya.
Sachi lay there as hidifdéad-and close by her sat
Visnupriya, the trite-ivife; WWith'closed eves from
which dropped tears/ | 'Fhair: chief and trusted
attendant, Ishan, wipediaway his own tears with
one hand, and with tha other ministered to the
needs of the poor mother andy wife. The other
servants and maid-servants gilently did their
duties and seeing a Stranserthey asked, “ From
where hast thou conie, Ol Brahmin ?” and he
replied, “1I have come from Puri. Your dear
Chaitanya has sent me to enquire 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 deseription 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 in a
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state of stupor. She said to them, * Look hers,
your Chaitanya has sent tidings through a young
scholar. Sachi rose with a start and saw Jagada-
nanda before bher. 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 fell-frora the~scholar’s lips and
felt their sorrows ‘partly- demoved by his words.
He stayed in the feity -for 8ome time at the
earnest request of the'peopla there.”

This song was composad by Chandra Sekhar
about 350 years ago. Helwas not a contem-
porary of Chaitanya; but!‘sndonbtedly heard
stories about hiniWdrem—=those who were
Chaitanya’s friends and'é8mpanions.



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 of-ayieedle. Indian humour
is sometimes segiitoliverselan the grotesque.
The Court-fool’s hutioenery  finds its inexhaus-
tible source of mixfh ‘in-eulinary subjects, and
even the great Kalidas "who is all refinement,
becomes dull, if nat/cgarse, when he introduces
the Court-buffoon & The tawwolines of Valmiki,
in which Rama addresses Laksman, pointing to
the slow steps by which, the 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 a saint. ° Look there, O
Lakshman, the crane, virtuous soul, moves in
slow steps on the bank of the Pampa, fearing lest
it should trample any living thing under its feet.’’
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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,._ Butas my business is not to
deal with any epotir of Samskyit I.iterature T must
come down to the Meérnasulay of this province.
Humour in thethands nfl European writers
has often been a powerftil means of exposing the
vices and weaknesses.of @apolitical seet. It has
also been directtd. fo expose the flaws and
foibles of individwals,=to dower them in the
public opinion. Eobetty Buiins 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
10112? 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 is a plain, pathetic
story, which shows a spirit of high resignation
on the part of the pegtbut nowhere that bitter-
ness of the soul; -which rspeks expression in
pointed remarks andiyituperations. In one of
the earliest of our poems; Manik Chandra Rajar
Gan, we find the oppressor, whose name is not
given, described as 2/ Bangal,’ with a flowing
beard who came from.the south.! The way in
which this referencaigimadeto the hearded man,
is pungent, and the‘meatiofi-of his long flowing
beard is mervely to hold him up to ridicule, but
beyvond 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 “ifs 2ere wiBa awta ag) wat A ) 7
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about the Mollas, Khonkars 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 Maak,; whesefather’s avocation
was to wipe the feet of lis master after the mud
was washed off, and swho was’s brother of Tunia
Jola, suggested thatvit wauld be cruel to kill
the Hindus, but theiy housés should be burnt,
so that they mightbe killed:by fire and not by
human hands.” ' [ /Ihe Smixture of Urda in the
lines, the word ¥i=Teiand=the contempt indicated
in #il C*l{e1® add to'iths™ Wimour of the passage.
Even the archaic form sifee 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 hareni.
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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? I must go to pay my Salam first.’
The old lady, surrounded by her female attend-
ants, appeared there and the cry went ouf, ¢ Stop
ye, who are talking. There comes the venerable
lady.” B8he was sgroldithalrshe could hardly
see things even “Wwith “her ‘spectacles on. Some
of the party said;/* Howisit? What makes
you come here, grand:dame® The two brothers
came in and salamed| her”” Ttis difficult to
convey an idea of jthe hamewr, which is hidden
in the quaint archaic words with a sparkling of
Urdu, that we find in"the“original, by translating
the passage into English! Not only the Moham-
madans but the Hindu poets sometimes do not
spare the people of their own community, but
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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 KEast 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, Oh papa,
Oh papa, lost are we in this foreign country.’
One said, ‘ Behold, wg.auq entirely helpless now.
The dry fish and. Gbher sfores, in fact all that
we had, have gong tosthe hottom of the sea.’
Another said, ¢ My storé-of turmeric is gone, my
youthful wife I left/ ot "home in a rage. What
is the good of this cqursed 'existence?’ Another
boatman said, I{f3s-thestars, brethren, that
have brought on this-evil day,/my heart longs to
see my kith and Lkin’  The last of them said
‘It will be soon over. I'shall no more see my
wife and children.” The reader may wonder

“The Bangils.”
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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
A%, where the Bengali of Western districts
says ©i%, and ¥iL-ig ihe place of Sifam. The
Eastern rvustics in fhe bagkwaid districts cannot
or do not pronoungg; A/ and they invariably pro-
nounce it as 2. tnithéplace of 2 they often
use the softer =; fthess are illustrated by the
words 3R, ¥afr ah@ ©%$(-, The word W@ is
also a slang word, idenoting) wife. Reference
to @F® or gofs, “dey fishialso is a sneer on
the Bangals of the Cliittaganz side, who relish
this food, abhorred by most people of other
districts. Words like (a5} 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 Eastern 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 Beagal
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 depicts:thiel country-physician as
busy with rare heybs and medicinal plants in the
chamber of the patiend. but beating a retreat
unnoticed by others’by mseans of the back-door
when he finds the case hopeless.

The Shaiva songs are choracterised by much
witty writing and .many Aumorous sketches.
They are mostly of“aniindecent nature. Shiva’s
agricultural operationyim theifield, his marriage

in old age, his drug-eating
Shatrs songe ™ 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
bumouar 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 thevilliterate, multitudes. The
Shaiva songs are‘full ofadmiration and love for
the Great God, thoiigh he I8 ocvcasionally held up
to ridicule. An utter’eareleggness and neglect for
worldly prosperity, antd,the embracing of a life
of abject poverty, ate the.eliaracteristic traits of
the Great God, offering vulierable points on which
all these humorous Sketchesdre based. But the
poets tease and exposefiim very much in the same
manuner 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 holpelss in abode of her father. Shiva tried
bie asarel with  to apologise, but to no avail.
He even attempted to push her
back, but the fair wifc was strong enough to
return the push with. force, which made the
Great God very mtchiikeia ship, tossed on one
side by a gust of ‘wiids' ' 8he really carried out
her threat and passed ot of sigcht; it was no
joke. When actually "things came to such a pass,
‘Shiva was surprisedyherhelplessly looked on all
sides * and lookingjat the sazel Narada, who stood
near, said with o sigh, “What are you thinking
of, Oh sage? Dont"your=es 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 Shivs and show the poetrv and
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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 hung-thesacred threads. He was
a hunchback, his‘neek was bent, his eyes and
mouth, arms and ‘feeti -had 8imilar deformities,
which at once struck®™the  observer. His voice
was unnaturally shrill.’, \He approached Kartik,
the reputed generalof ‘the dxmy of gods, limping
and with slow steps. ' Hie bent a little over his
staff and thus addressed-the young god Kartik,
‘Tell me, Parvati’s soni'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 eould 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 Bage 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, atripl-
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.’ .s he said so, Jayanta
ran away in fear and! KuritkX hirself tried to hide
himself behind other ghds.”!’
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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 ©f liis \house to evade his
creditor. Murarvs wile-ineects’' the hunter and
tells him pointblank ‘that hér husband is not at
home, he has gone t6 “eolteet interest from his
debtors. The wife | agks Kalketu to get for her
some fuel and forest plums;- promising that the
next day ' hig new and old bills
willhothhe paid. But Kalketu
says that he has mot '"conie 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. 'Che 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 th&iing without paying any-
thing at all to Kalketbo /s price is lakhs, but
Murari putting it ia/the seate notes the weight
to its last grain. The weight' is 16 rafis and 2
dhans. Murari after patistying himself as regards
the weight, purses higfbrowyand says with an air
of indifference, ° No. gold ot silver is this, my
friend, it is bell-mebal polished™vith care, hence it
looks bright !’ Thewtikeadaniel he sits in judg-
ment and calculates its price minutely. ¢ Per rati
you may have ten gendas 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 I owe vou for game one bHoori
and a half. The total, therefore, is eight pans
and two and a half boories 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 datus more. You
won’t tind any dishonesty in me. I had money
transactions with your father Dharmaketu. 1
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 give.you two and a half boories
more. You need.ngt take wige,dust, all will be
paid in cowries. [ This'Kpavery has been un-
doubtedly the causegof -the fall of the Bengali
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merchants’ trade. The character of Bharu Datta,
drawn by Kavi Kankan, is another instance of
the craftiness of a Bengali, and T am afraid, the
species is not extinct like the Dodo of Madagas-
car Island. 'The huwmour with which Kavi
Kaunkan 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 huuter, by
the grace of Chandil,Bhaiw- Datta approaches
the hunter-king ou-theriollowing day, with a
basket full of unripe bananpa; fruits for presen-
tation *uto “fhe king, with his
brother-inklaw behind him as his
companion. Bharyg Dattaeomes to the court,—
on his forehead aré sene proud/ marks indicative
of the religious sect to whith he helongs. His
outer cout is torn in places, but his cocha 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 und sitting
on it, stretches his arm enthusiastically and scates
his qualifications. ¢ Behold, Oh monarch, I am
here, T wish to settle in your kingdom. Among
the Kayasthas in point of social honour, put my
name first. I belong to a reputed Datta family
of the village Amalhara. I have two wives, both
are kulins, one of the Ghosh and the other of the

Bharu Datta.
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Bose family, and my daughter has been married
to a 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. XKalketu, the hunter-
king belongs to one of the lowest castes of the
Hindu society. Bharu,.a Kayastha, wants to
glorify the king Dyiieallinghim wuncle. The
import of the last Huevisithat no kulin of any
community would eat food ‘cooked by even his
fellow castemen of a'distant village, but would
cook his food himselfiy, This was the custom
even fifty years age.s=Bharuivants to prove that
his prestige in sotiety is 80 high that all Kayas-
thas, the Kulins 1ot excepted, 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,
drivon avay %" does not 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
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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. 'l'he
humour of the tale-ehiafly rests in the fact that
the poet himself ig 2 “Bralimin:
Towards the latierend ot the 17th century,
an ‘auimated quarrel between
volke Qaktas avd the g kthd 4nd | Vaisnavas was the
most: “strikine feature of the
Hindu society. There iis o, record of actual
bloodshed in the strife;“but-we find Saktas some-
times following the éo¥pse of 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
call it by its Persian name of Shehai; Java
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flowers with which Saktas usually worship Kalj,
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 remapks)-on the prevailing
manners and customs el the Vaisnavas will be
found in his Pravas ‘Milan. He says, ‘The
lay Vaisnavas indisevimninatély sit to dine to-
gether; the washerman,the pariah, the grocer and
the Bagdi form bufyOnescasteiin the dinner hall.
They can take a waman: with ;children, as wife,
paying Re 1-4-0 to theéirreligious preceptor, and a
Muhammadan convertenjoysas high a prestige in
their community as a kulin. They exhort pcople
to follow the creed of their leaders and poets,
Srinivas, Vidyapaty and Nityananda Das, and
the portals of learning become open to them by

! Java flower seems to have been brought to Tndia from the island
of Java, though in the latter-day Sanskrit works the word finds a place
as in the line q1HgHYG “but this hymn cannot be earlier than
the time when Java was firste known to the lndians. 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 zo 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
Saktas 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,
hiey had on their
back fine blankets,fhe héceinie howls they held

and turhbaus of purple cloth. T

in hand were of ipictivesjueschape. On their
necks were strinei o Runi seeds and all over
theiv persons marks”bearing’ (iod’s name. The
manners of the brothers) were curious.  Each of
them carried on higibaek w-bag containing seven
or cight books on!.the ~doctrines of the sect.
They knew well the'a¥t6f-deceiving 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_sxcited with respect that they
entreated the brothérsitoe aniests at their houses
and tried all meany o please them. All the
inmates of the house“staed waiting to carry out
the least wish of theselbrothers, the host always
feeling a reverential fear; lesti he should commit
any transgression in.showing hespitality and thus
become a sinner.”” '

Bharat Chandra’ Ray ' “himself, though he
occasionally wrote cxquisite verses in praise of
Krisna, seemed at times to be hostile towards the
people who professed the Krisna-cult. While

ewsfy Afaaiy, faatstis fasis win
1 221 Sesipe Aifz fog )
«® 0Faq {73 fa9iaw A 73l (Aete

WIAFNF P FRA Fp |
i BYel afzdia 2w oral A
t5Fq wafz M7 3t (FleF 20 0
I3 @a w91 o 513 5% 2t
58 ©f o5 43l FE 5re| ©tq |



GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE 233

speaking with some outward respect about Puri,
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 on our heads, and
sing and dance in joy.”' In theholy city of Puri,
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=¢ustom of dispensing with
washing which isingdispensabie . olsewhere after a
meal. The singingand-dancinc of the Vaisnavas
in emotional felicify also forins a subject of the
poet’s ill-disguised humour.
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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. Shiyva.s ot slow in teasing his
young wife with “pongent ‘remarks. But when
Parvati is really fangry. ‘Shiva is swept away
before her anger like afiold boat against a strong
current. Bharat Chandya’s sketch of old Shiva
after he has susfained’ a xush from his young
consort is humorous And intevesting. Shivain an
unlucky moment nmade-avemark that it was due
to the luck of a wife thatthe 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.
It was past noon, and the old fellow had not taken
anything yet. His throat had become hitter with

Shiva’s marriage,
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gastric juice. An old mau 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 T shall procesd to the streets for begging.
Bring my horn, the string of bones which 1 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 tabetsdnd cover their bodies with
ashes. So therszis=nothing slo comment upon
the above but the figinourief the passage lies in
the beggar’s comntand to i attendant to robe
him in right royall fdsbion. This element of
humour is very promriiontiin the original, how-
ever ill-preserved’ i{ may be in my English
translation. Theréwiscanethor sketch of Shiva
which is full of o quidgtihddiasour, It is when he
has taken a profuse quantity of Bhang. His
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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 hLe, makes.-improper love pro-
posals to a Kochiwoman, semetimes as receiving
food from the hands ofhiswife, and as a certificate
of approval of the“good ‘guality of the dish
dancing in joy in heripresence and sounding her
praises by his horn andsometimes as delirious
with the drugs prepaxed by Nandi.

All these have many-points of humour which
at one time were mudhienjoyed 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
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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. The 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 feliow.c  *Who will call them
hair? Beautifulis/the face of Parvati like the
moon in full gloryisibatitiehold the beard of
the old man, it is likeaUstiekiot raw jute. There
the fine teeth of Parvuti, they are beautiful as
pearls, but the very widdiseemns to shake the old

tellow’s teeth that look like arptten fence.” !
We shall now passcen=testinother serio-comic
pidhirel ftitroduced by Bharat

Serio-comic. N N
Chandra in his character of

the sage Vyasa.

He is represented as a Brahmin scholar and
ascetic, proud of his learning
and wisdom, one who believes
himself to be the defender of a religion and
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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 thai.qther forms of religions
have any grain of-“silith-in-thgm. All over his
person are sacred paaekg duiivhich the name of
Visnu is inscribed; “Phese dook like so many
tiger’s claws to tear 0fftha stag of sins, which
prevail in this iron/ agé ' of ours. What is
his work? The/“peet “entimerates them as
follows. ¢ He is Tsneg to present himself before
others, whenever__ pious . people distribute
charity or praclise souie religious funetion 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
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happened to visit Naimisaranya one day, there
he found many sages who were chiefly Shivaits.
ile found them engaged in worshipping the
Great God and collecting Bel-leaves in which that
cod 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. VYyasa [lorthwith appeared in
their midst and quoted Sastric texts to prove
that Shiva-worship was.ol no good and that they
should give it uplLindfagescto Visnu-worship.
These sages werd notiso’ easily to be dissuaded
from their course, iwhich tiiex had followed from
chiftdheed, i but not daring to
assuil | Bhe | great scholar then
and there, they siniply saidthat it would be well
for him to preach.the  Visuu-cult and attack
Saivaism at Benares, the centre of the latter
creed. Vyasa accepted 'thé '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 scene. 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 with< Kirtan\and hymns of Visnu
at Benares, but not stopping there, commenced
to abuse Shiva. [#Sbiva ‘i and other gods,” he
declared, ‘ ean give 'one;material prosperity but
emancipation of thesoul ¢an be attained only
by one’s devotion t6-Visnutalone.” Then Shiva
was wroth. At his hint Nandi, his servant, cast
his angry look on Wyasar"This caused a com-
plete paralysis of Viyasa’silimbs. 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 hLumour of the description
does not end here.
Vyasa sang the glories of Shiva and of his
~ city of Benares. Thus the
:uc\oyé}:l?l a0 oreat Purana  Kashi Khanda
was produced. Nandi, Shiva’s
attendant, was pleased, . By the boon granted
by him, Vyasa’s milady.svas completely cured.
Vyasa went “fyom ‘ene oxtreme to the other,
he turned a Shivitei  'Phe sacred marks on his
forehead, helonging” teithe Order of Vaisnavas,
he forthwith wiped jayway, and in their place
wore the mark of thé erdséent moon, the symbol
of the Shivites. 1/ The Jdong garlands of Tulsi
leaves, sacred to tha™sworshippers of Visnu, that
had adorned his breast,"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, watched all this with
interest, and smiling said to Nandi,  Look, here
Nandi, he 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 eazern«ss he goes to and fro, mad
after collecting thef=B2klewves. The sacred
Salgram stone, ha Hiassthrawn away in a rage.
But this I eannot™tolerate, One wio wears the
signs sacred both tosthe:Vaisnavas and Shivites,
is entitled to our merciful consideration. We
are but one. Visnwand Sliva are not two. He
that tries to pleasc'the one, By abusing the other,
should not be algwed to Jive in this holy
city of mine. But:L-am netjgoing 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
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plates full of food for such a great sage as
Vyasa, but evervwhere the food
Presents to Vyusa . .
and his followers for- mysteriously disappeared from
bidden in Benazes. the plates by the wilil 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 /theyiceyld not secure any-
thing, so they fastad/that’day +/The next day he
staved at home, but higitaliowers went as usual
in quest of food. O thatiday too no food could
be had. Then Vyasa was wiath and cursed the
people of Benares in“the falloying manner :

* Ye citizens, piffed -up with pride, are confi-
dent that you ardufiéedzém sin, living in this
holy city. T curse ¥oiiltotddy, which will be
fulfilled if the Vedas are true. 'True, if you
commit any sin elsewhere, that sin will bhe re-
moved by your visiting Benares, but from to-day,
if you commit any sin in the city, it will not he
in the power of even Shiva to remove it. For
three generations together, you will not he 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 refurned 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 stazyation| or famine. Within
the holy ecity, none should remain without food.
So she assumed the guisg efg fair woman, and
coming to Vyasa, ‘requested him to dine at
her house with his followers. To Vyasa the
invitation was a god-sendy Land forthwith he
went to the house’ of the fair woman with his
disciples. They weve sumptuotsly ted, but atter
wishing all good toj-the qhpstess, 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 tospeal 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 and a diamond are of
the same value.’* This and many more things
of supreme wisdom he_preached. The old man
interrupted and saigy “Bug; ssir, which of the
great virtues you ‘spealCei /da you possess ? You
profess to be an ascetie. = Ehedessons of kindness
and forbearance that yiou;preach you have hest
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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
Shive’s anger and prevented from doing so. But
Vyasa expelled from inaTneédiatelysthe mandate was
Benaree. passecthatithe ascetic with his
followers should ati.onesJedve the holy city.
Driven from Benares: Vvasa felt greatly
humiliated. e, the) ¢opapiler of the eighteen
Puranas, the greatestscholar and sage living in
the world, was disgraced being turned away
from the city like®a®street’ beggar. This was
unbearable. ¢ The'ldrug-eating god has done
me this wrong: I will retaliate upon him.
Here in this opem 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
PBenares of Vyasa. In this
way will T immortalise myself
and do good to the people at the same time.”
“The Ganges should be brought near the
new city, I am going to build. For the Ganges
alone can purges the nioetil soul of all sin.”
So he sat with¥¢losed= eyesiand invoked the
goddess presidingiioverstheisacred river. The
invocation of the 7same’ was irresistible. The
goddess appeared andiVyasa said, “You have
no doubt heard ity grdat disgrace at the
hands of that dewg-eating ‘villain, the god
Shiva. Ghosts are™his™Companions, and a
bullock on whom hé rides 1s his sole property.,
He adorns his breast with a
garland of skulls and bones.
It is hecause 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 ? ”

Building up of a
second Benares.

The Ganges invoked.
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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...You want to build a
second Benares. “SHiys’s City rests upon his
spear, the vices'of -thovrearth! cannot touch it.
The city seems to: beinthe earth, but that is
just like a drop of ‘water lon the lotus-leaf, it
rests on it without being atfached to it. If you
want to be on thesafeside,don’t quarrel with
the Great God. TIfisridicolous on your part to
attempt to measure your lance with Him. Go
and apologise to Him, and give up the idea of
this unequal and foolish rivalry.”

Vyasa was angry at the words of the
Ganges and abused her in a 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 bheen revered as a goddess with power
to save the sinner, had I not eulogised you
and given you a high place in my Puranas.
You are an ungratetul wreteh to treat me in this
way, your benefactcr. You speak lightly of my
powers. Know that if T curse you, your waters
will dry up in a moment.” The river-goddess’s
retort was equally mgverc,—~She said, “ Foolish
Brahmin, you knéw fiais Fican save even the
murderer of a Bralhmum),I€ate not a jot for your
curse.” With the gareulityicf woman’s tongue,
she abused him in; hery furn, not sparing his
character and lingage; ‘andy then disappeared
throwing the humiliated scholar into a paroxism
of rage and disappointment:

Then did Vyasa invokethe heavenly architect
Visvakarmd He had built the city of Shiva,
Vievakamis nou.com. and Vyasa wanted him to
pliance with Vyas's re- build another Benares for
(et 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 Visvakarmng,
the architect would be raised to the dignity
of a god. Visvakarma veplied 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 Brahmé, the
creator of the universe. His great humiliation
and rage he could no longer suppress. Tears
rolled down his ehetks. aud. he cried, ¢ Alas,
alas, fie on myJ#leagningand wisdom.” And
when Brahmd camer responded to his call,
he wept like a child@hefort him and related
the story as to how |he/was turned out of the
city of Benares bysthe abttendants of Shiva,
how they refused ihim ' and his followers
presents, which madethem¥ast for three days.
Brahmd took compasdsionion him and showed
sympathy which had a healing effect on his

bruised heart. But when re-
g orahmd is afaid of - qyested 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 suach a spiteful glare of his
third eye, 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 Brahm4 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. Thew.call her the mother
of the universe, ahd thisfitpe.] will see if She
can be the mother gt évary hiaman child, though
he may be an erfing/¢hid? So thinking he
fasted and kept viell“jpassing through great
austerities and invoked the'presence of Parvati.
Now at that moment “Papvati was serving
food to her husband, the Gréat 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 wmany
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 T mark a momentary gloom on 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 hushand’

Shiva said, ‘Theyileall wyou the merciful
Mother of the Umivarse, and® 1 am afraid, if a
child is in distress tyowwill ‘think lightly of all
nuptial claims.’

Parvati—¢ Wretched 'fellow, he wants to over-
throw my husband/s-eapital-with my help. Weak
is the mother that does ‘tolerate the wickedness
of a child. This foolish*sage™will he caught in his
own snare.” ¢ But hig'invocation is irresistible
and T must go to meet him at once.’

Then did Parvati turn herself into an old
woman hending 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 swo]leﬁn. She was
stone-deaf, so that one had to cry oneself hoarse
to make her understand what one said. Her cloth

Parvati in disguise.
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was torn, and she walked a few paces and then
sat to take rest and then procceded again. In
this guise, who could recognise her to be the
beautiful goddess-—the iistress 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 » goddess she was. She threw her
staff on the ground and sitting near the sage
made this query, ‘siwe youithe sage Vyasa ? 1
hear that you ave:bent on huilding a second
Benares. Will youiiitelltime if that will
be a hetter abode ‘than~ the already existing
one? If its promisey ot the hereafter are
better, T propose tofstayvaitd die here, so that,
though my life Jou this '¢arth has not been
a happy one, dying ¥may=atfain bliss in a future
lite.’

Vyasa was right glad that at least oune soul

was draivn by the prospects of
own ity C%°° M the sanctity of the city he had

proposed to build. Eloquently
did he speak to 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, T 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 mortialaitellme again.’ Vyasa
said, ¢ If any one dies Were, heswill be entitled
to immediate mokskie{salyation) and pass on to
heaven, everlastinglvifrag from the cycles of birth
and death.” The old awohian seemed to under-
stand him fully thigfime,aud thanking him for
the information, ptogeeded homeward, but being
drawn back by the fereesof“VWyasa’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 cried out, ¢ Old hag, know it for certain
that if any one dies in ghis spot, that person will
turn an ass in the next 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 tligréhe might turn into an
ass in his next fifes “Forthivith he fled from
the place, which siigeithen ias been known as
Vyasa’s Benares. ‘No dindd will go there and
stay for any lengthl of time, for they believe
that if one dies there, his inevitable fate will be
to be born an ass in his next life.

Thus ended the: guarrel between the great
god and his misguidediopponent Vyasa. Parvati
felt compassion for the latter and granted him
this boon that though forbidden 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

nd pperor Jehangir  the Emperor Jehangir’s dispute
with Bhabananda as regards the

superiority claimed by each for his own religion
over that of the other. The Emperor attacked
not only the raligion of the Hindus, but
also their customs and mauners, and though
Bhabananda, the champion of Hinduism, spoke
before a great [Emperor, whose displeasure
could put an eudtothis lexistence on the spot,
the Brahmin held hissgpoind with unswerving
tenacity. He couldinotusethe force and careless
ness, which characterised the Emperor’s sneech
for obvious reasons| 6f! personal safety, but his
words were by fap ‘wittier ‘and cut his powerful
opponent with the'thin endyof his arguments
which flashed brightly. like 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 Dby their respective maid servants,
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fhadhiand Madhi. And Bhabananda was really
placed on the horns of a dilerama 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 Benuali 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 tha audience. Tt
should be stated herc.that the higher classes of
people revelled igy Shaaskrit tterature and, later
on, in Arabic dnd Bersiui introduced by the
Moslem rulers. Thisdditerature of ours sprang
from the counfry and7its andience were mostly
illiterate. They hnd Wery few of them any
knowledge of the alphabet; bat when singers sang
with acting, every-line, nayevery word, made
an impression on them:; ind 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-
calarly those of the spiritual philosophy embodied
in the 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 ¥fw, Aratee, gu-
"@, JAFH, wfy, =ue, witew, siwgaEs and lots
of words, which only Sanskrit seholars 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 poet of the 16th century
whose poem on Manasa Devi is justly admired
for its elegance and intrinsic poetic merits,
gives us scenes ol humioar,. which apparently
have something of.a /eoarse and grotesque nature.
Such humorous writiugswe hind more or less in
all early poems. They wesd indispensable. For
songs on the Ramayana, the Mahabharata, Chandi
and Manasa-cults were: sung, cenerally in the
night time, one whole song eallad 4 pala generally
took one night. The dudienee used to sit on a
large carpet in wintrymightsind hear these for
seven or eight hours. The rainy season was not
the fit time for these performances. For often
the audience were two or three thousands in
number and the singer had to hold his perfor-
mance in large compounds, shaded over by a
canopy which could ill protect the gathering
from rain. To listen to long discourses for
such a length of time would be tedious, it 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 De.
I 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. Last-year Ldwelt upon the high
merits of the poems 6l sy giited daughter
Chandravati, whose melaneholy death from dis-
appointed love, forms‘asuhject of tragic interest,
but we are not concerbed to-day with the tale of
the poetess.
Vanshivadan [deseribes’ Chandradhar, the
Chandradbar’s visic primeely==Smerchant, visiting
to Sinhal and anac.  Sinhalid “This Sinhal or Ceylon
count of the Ceylonese. . e
was one of the most familiar
places which Hindu merchants visited even after
the Mohammudan conquest of Bengal. Buat
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. So in 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 1s a curious fact in these days
of railway-communieation), prevail even up to
this time. Alr. 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 cathered to see him, believing
that a Rakshasa, a fellower of DBibhisan, had
come from Lankas 3 Wi ‘even in these days of
enlightenment and/ ¢uitiire, " ¢uch ideas are pos-
sible in this countrylwegannot blame the poet
Vanshivadan for aftuibdting to the Ceylonese,
manners and custolus, some of which are false
and imaginary.

The poet says thiat thie Ceylonese people had
strange laws in their .couptry, 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 Ceylonese people. You all know what it
is still the custom with the Nayar Brahmins of
the province of Madras. The deseriptions of the
people remind us of the Kankanadi Brahmins,
who, some historians say, were not originally the
natives of this country, but were Luropeans who
having been ship-wrecked in the Malavar coasts,
settled in the Deccan. 'Thé&ireyes, 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 of a
cow. Though the account hasanp element of the
grotesque in it, it may be taken to be asketch of
a European represented in the %aiff 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. They tried to preserve
them by artificial means from decay and rotting,
This seems to refey. '7to 'the custom of the
Buddhists of preserviig sthe, corpses of their
people for a long time beforeicremation. Hints
are also given suggoesfing that polyandry existed
among the people. The pget does not certainly
draw the Ceylonese/in his. true character, he
takes the opportunity - of atteibuting all tales
that he heard of ‘the“mmanmers, customs and
appearance of the peopléjefiithe 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 hushand,
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 husband 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 4hat, province. The poet
also mentions that:-thers waka free mixing of
men and women [t'Ceylon. fhe maternal uncle
of a husbhand will ennolaceoomt be allowed to see
the face of his wife | there are other restrictions
of this sort in many ' parts of India, with
which we are all familiaf; Phese customs are
now more or lessdying out.yThe poet regrets
that in Ceylon no such restriction is observed.
The superiors dance and sing in the company
of those ladies, whom the former are not even
allowed to see or touch in Bengal! There
are many coarse and vulgar references to the
manners of the Ceyvlonesc people which no doubt
made the Bengal masses laugh, though they
are not fit to find a 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
kumour was the prevailing characteristic.

Now to return to the story of Vanshivadan.
The merchant prince Chandradhar was dresced
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, onc on~edchs Side, fanned him with
chamara, the buttdendsiof whieh showed srtistic
designs. The scent gf the peffumes, which the
merchant used, diffusediitselt’in the atmosphere,
and the Ceylonese people dooked admiringly at
the newcomer, whonmsthey aitiook to be a great
Raja. But not {30 tho C¢ylonese king, who
thought that the strangermieht have an ulterior
object of seizing his'""kingdom. He was a
coward, but like all cowards he was a boaster
and wanted to strike tferror 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, Chandra-
dhar made obeisance to him and said that he was
a merchant by calling and caste and sought
permission to trade in 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 fo 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 have a Kali-
temple in the somthiern: precinets of my city.
No stranger, however potierful, can cope with
me in arms. I amiadBshatriva king and you
know that a Kshatriya’sprofession is war. Many
a king have T vanquished in the field and
sacrificed to that @éifv -1 have never shrunk
from war, and have always come out a victor,

The tasting of the hawever-havd the contest.” The
coconunt and  betel  prérehantiPprince perceived the
e motive bLehind 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. 8o 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 Dbetel-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 taking:fhem, myself in your
Majesty’s presenee.: ‘Bl the king said, *Stop,
T shall allow no sygh#hing. i You are acquain-
ted with the processiaf removing the poison from
them, as they are the! products of your land.
You should not spgak:: Le.me put them to test
by some of my meny’ His Majesty glanced at
his courtiers but alef“them* turned pale. The
gate-keeper Giridhat#as thiere. 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 secmed 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 bave 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 nct your Majesty feel pity for
one whose cruel fate would be to be a solitary
wayfarer in the path of the next world ?’

But the ordet. of:the kine had to be carried
out and all remonstrante prévell unavailing. A
whole cocoanut fraitiivithits outer shell and
skin, he took in his hardiand trembied like a leaf
in fear. It seemed jthat hig breath was well-nigh
out, but before fheactnally tasted the fruit,
he addressed the gowrtiers present aud said that
for his death none was respansible 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. He 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 eflect of the poison, T am doomed to
death.” He addressed “IIis Alajesty with joint
hands aud said, ‘3fost Bumblydo I submit my
poor case to your dreaded: Majesty. If a man is
a burglar or adulterérior¢armmits incest, these
poisonous leaves, jowder land fruits ought to be
prescribed for him as/punisiiment. What have
I doune to deserve'thisdeath by poison ? Other
women here have more-husbatds than one, but I
am the only husband ot ihly706r wife. What will
become of her, if I die here to-day 7’ 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. 8o 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 =was that a
disproportionately high quantity of limc burnt
his mouth and an unusual quantity of betel-nuts
made his head reel, as taken in an overdose,
these have an intoxicating effect. Ie had
already been in a state of severe nervous tension
believing all these to be poisonous. When
actually he felt a burning sensation on his
tongue and his hegdireéled; ~»he had no doubt
that he was losty FIheadhig%eves were raised
up like those of dgingman; fie casped for breath
and with a gaping monthistrioeled for life, so
that the king was jalamred and cried out,
“ What are you looking Lat,aYe peopler The
Inspector dies, bring._wafetr «anhd some antidote.’
The king himself t6ek=H"Hhis hand a tumbler
and ¢ egan to pour \aferiover his head.

I 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 aunidence, we
may well imagine, laughed to their hearts’ con-
tent. ‘There is not much refinement in the
humour, every one will admit, but enough to-
make the country people laugh and enjoy jt.
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. Xirtivasa in 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, viskalya-
karani, that had an infallible efficacy in healing
mortal wounds, Ravan sent his uncle Kalanemi
to frustrate the objeet,of Haituman by a clever
device. Kalanemi ivagio disguise himself as an
ascetic and request:Hanuman to be his guest
for a short time. “Fhelatter was to be asked to
bathe in an adjacent tankythe abode of a terrible
crocodile, which ate every diving being that
ventured to touch. its ~'water: The heavenly
nymph Gandhakalihad“heen cursed by the sage
Daksha for a youthftil"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 Gandbamadan
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 Kelanemi
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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 empireof. Tanka shall T take?’
He became for a titnEilostan thought, not being
able to decide the -problenr, ‘then suddenly he
came to a solution andiresalved, ¢ With a rope
in hand I will take the!measurement of the
whole land. In thé/south and north, I will
allot a larger share/ta=myseif) but the west I
will leave {o Ravap.. In 'theivest there is the
bridge, and who knoiws the gushing 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 divizion 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, DLoth in his poetical and prose
writings. His witty sayings in epigrammatic
sentences were at onc time on every one’s lips,
though iu the present time we cannot relish
them, lacking asf they - dox refincment and
decency. Widow4rentarringt %was the burning
question of the day/amd-the orthodox commu-
nity bitterly opposed*thistmeasure proposed by

the relommers. Iswar Gupta
Gulffﬂ:‘;mf;““d‘“ agiithesiehampion of the

orthodox ''community, wrote,
“They have all begun™to-whisper ¢ Trying to save
young widows, let not the 'retormers 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 Dby
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the country-people. I quote the following
one.

“ A husbandman went with his plough to the

fields one day, and got 24 fish
o Siory of fisher- fprom  y  neighbouring  canal.
He came back to his home and

after having made over the fish to his wife
returned to his duties. Ilis wife prepared a
curry with the fish and wanting to know the
taste of her preparation.dook a sip from it. She
found that it tasted, Sell-antlthen she thought,
‘But I don’t know Higtw the'fish tastes, let me
eat one.” So she atea fish-and then she thought,
‘But still T don’t knes How that one on the
dish would taste’ and) she' ate the second fish
also. In this mgnney she proceeded till she
had finished all biteene,"and-when her husband
came home, she presented. him with a dish of
rice and a single fish [ The 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.

<1 got two bundles of fuel in exchange of
two fish.

“Your good neighbours ought to have a
share.

35
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‘T presented them with four; and then only
two remained.

‘T ate one to =ee how it tastes; there
remains one for your share.

¢ Look for that on the dish.

“If you are a true man eat the hone and keep
the fish (for me).

‘ Because you have got such a wife as myself
you are furnished with a true account.”!

L ¢ 0T 9T atmar e I CEiNi oot smreE G
gfazl s =ifast s RAcE e ais fal st g@dr
5face cole 1 wreie AN RS T viiT sfanl WA e
#fae (7 T 7 sfeaUied o @a19 siglg sifawm wfa )
g5 wifag) fefes i 2%y) Grledl &0 caita maw s3atew, a
ste offed aew foqts8ameslehs stfanl rfd | 39 o<
Q3B T YBA, A€ B3l BiHA 25 TEA s¥uny wlre
BYirs 3, wifenl (Al A{3e, eqq e d3re @l wig
wafeg afza | M9 F99. 0w 236e TS @Em efelw
yfedl (78 %9 iy @y wizice i 737 3 @ «f?
sfael e wifanify, wig fs gisy w3 wisfn ®) swwa
fenig faa |

Ay wtfaml vy sl foum fam gEangl

AFY 939 (347 )
szl g3rs WG srA oAwiEa |
w4 Qrfw =115, 32513 foiaaiw o% =fE 713,
o e w afeatsiics sifab ww 23,
w3 ifwa g%, ©tw @Bl sifant cridm 3,
s Aifea @z, @ e N sifeul (ed,
QN 2’ I FReAw (o, oA
FIBia A1 atgata

wifa (A8 (M, 9% fentq femms w03



GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE 275

[ shall here quote aunother Bengali folk-tale
from Carcy’s celebrated work Ttihas Mila 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. Pearvce 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,

‘Whenee have you come ?° they asked,

‘ From a delightfnl StivanTin the South.’

*What attraction cowid/itotfer such as us ¥’

‘uh, the stream’fis=sweet as  nectar ; the
lotuses look like Soldyithe’ banks are bright
with perpetual blooms; ythe steps of the ghats
are brilliant with presious stone.’

“ Any snails thepe 2”

* No, no snails.’

At which they hugstiinfo'derisive laughter.”

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 awd despairing of his
return, disguised  herself as a  merchant
and arrived at the city of the king, whose
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daughter bad captivated the heart of her husband
and kept himm 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
T cuise 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 notiggdf the king. The king
pleaded for pardguiforihis datighter, but handed
over the husband*tofheavife’ The former did
not know the latterto e hisivite but taking her
for the husband to the prinéess became a suppli-
cant for merey. Naninil}took him in a boat,
and her hushand fremhled “Hike an aspen leaf.
When she (in the disguisesiof the merchant)
referred to his intrigue with the princess, the
husband called her his God-father, his wabap,
and begged for pardon in the most humiliating
manner. The young merchant’s name was
Kumar, bat Kamini would not eall him by that
name, as it was held sacrilegious in those days to
call the husband Dby his name. She gave him
the name of Ramballava and ordeved 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 ber, disguised as a male
attendant. The whole situation is very humorous,
as the husband not knowing his wife, carries out
ber 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 nob #owa moment pardon the
hushand who came doritrade birt intrigued with
a princess dishonofiring the saercdness of nuptial
vow., There isthuga §ério-comic interest in the
description.
In 1823 Babu Pramntliy | Nath Sarma pub-
liglied w book, called the Babu
Vilasa in which the son of a
rich man spoilt by indulsepnce 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 hisart 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 Dulal and the Hutum
Pechar Naksha are kuown as the earliest models
of Bengali colloquial style, full of humour, but

The Babn Bilas,
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the former in its subject matter and the latter in
its style are mere imitations of the Babu Vilasa.
We find Mr. Long praising the hook 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 vears ago.” It isakind
of Hogarth’s Rake’s Pravers.” An elaborate
review of the hook appeared in the Quarterly
Friend of India, 18781 dguole below an extract
from the book at“random:

“ After a longsNemrchi-made for a Persian
teacher for the young hoys, Whar, the officer of
the Babu, at last succdeded in securing one from
Jessore. The Babusaidy S Eisten to me, Munshi;
you are to teach 4pyiheys Persian. You will
put up in the outer™apartments of my house.
When my boys have'oceaston 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 tull two
months this coming and going went on, but no
selection could be made. The Babu was not
pleased with their pronunciation 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. e have
already indicated the extent of the knowledge
the Babu possessed in languages. 1le glanced
at the certifieate that was written in English
and affecting a full knowledze of its contents
said, ‘Yes this certifieate says that you worked
for a long time as futor of Persian, the reason
why vyour services-arese ispensed with have
also been stated Gmythis eetfificate” Then he
looked at the teacheriand-asked, < IHow long did
you serve under HuSEneopean gentleman®’
The Munshi said, < Wiliylthat is also written in
the certificate. Yowiniuy hindly read it again
and see.” ‘The Babu' said; ¥ Yes, it is all right,
it is written leMfssisnder whom did you
serve ?° The Dboatnidiifjgeplied, ©Sir, T served
under the Balabar Company.” The Balu was
very much pleased to learn that he had heen a
servant in the office ¢f a Kuropean corspany.
The boatman was thus appointed to teach the
hoys Persian on the pay and conditions stated
above.

After this there is a very humorous account
of the young Babus, learning knglish, but we
have no space to give further extracts from the
Babu Vilasa. "There is tnuch wit in some of
the stories written by Mrityunjaya Vidyalankar
in his celebrated book the Provodha Chandrika
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written in the vear 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 see
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 gavden of Paradise :—

“The unwieldy elephant,
To make them ntitthyused all his might
and wreathed

Iis lithe prohgseis

In regard to Mrifvimgayal Marshman further
observes that he “borea strone resemblance to our
great lexicographer-{Johnson) not only by his
stupendous acquitenicnts dud’ the soundness of
his critical judgments=hatTalso by his rough
features and unwicldy figtire.” 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 is a very old cow, thinking that
people will take it to be an experienced animal

2

and be eager to purchase it.

But perhaps it is in amorous topies that the
cenius of a Bengali humorist shows itself at its
hest. PFive 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
Ogrmdra and women of the Vrinda Groves
on Krisna. In the earlier
parts of the 19th century, Krisna Kamal
Goswami enlivens his ¢ Divine I'renzy’ (the
Dibyan mad) with scengs in which Chandra-
vali, goes to Muthfar and Welivers her message
to Krisna. Her'speschsis obviously on the line
of Chandidas. The! sjrrifb of Radha inspired
by a deep sense of "wronag prompts her words
which cut Krisna {to bhey quick. T shall close
this lecture with gu exfraets from the Divine
Frenzy. The bond. referred o in it, relates to
the one executed By =¥risna during his first
enthusiasm of love, promisihg to be a life-long
slave of Radha in order to be entitled to atten-
tions from the princess.

The scene.—A ryom in the inner palace.
Krisna seated on a throne.
Laters 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. Oh, 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 e,

Krisna—So strange, my poor woman, that
you have forgotten evervthine on coming to this
palace. If one goes-from ‘one place to another,
does one forget all about oneself ?

Chandra—Yesf O kg tthis is but too true.
The town of Muthra“hassuetly some oblivious
effect on one’s memory, \ane forgets everything
about one’s formergelf-byeoming here.

Krisna—Let thatipass. /1 will ask you one
question. Why did®yea“scpeat the name of
Radha? How could'youknow her ?

Chandra—Thou must know, O king, that
we are all worshippers of Radba.

Krisna—Very well, good woman, I am pleased
with you. Ask some reward of me. What you
seek will be yours.

Chandra—What gifts would Your Majesty
want to offer me?

Krisna—Why, I can reward you with gold,
silver and precious stones,

Chandra—VPeople 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 life" "3 A_ man from Kansa’s
court went one/dayiand rebbed her of it. The
princess is almost mad-with ‘grief. She has sent
me to thee that thow mmayset help to bring the
thief to justice.

Krisna—If the thief is in.iny kingdow and the
article is proved to be yours, stirely you will get it.

Chandra—Welkuow. -netfor certain, where
the thief is now, but-7he awas 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 ?

Krisna—Why ? he shall be sent to prison.

Chandra—1 pray, O king, for pardon that I
have troubled thee so much. If the thief
belongs to a royal house, what then?



284 GLIMPSES OF BENGAL LIFE

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. Familiar youx face seems to me.
But I cannot distinctiy ‘veeollect who you
may be.

Chandra—W hy sheuldst:thou know me now?
That happy day is gone: i Some charmer here,
probably Kubza, magfhave thzown magic dust in
thine eyes. 1t may be strange that thou knowest
not us-——poor women==oncethy favourites. (Here
she produces the boutd )y "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 heen,
for a long time, trying to assail the authenticity of the
famous Karché or notes by Govinda Das,—a blacksmith
by birth, who accompanied Chaitanya in his tour in the
Deccan and faithfully recorded the incidents of the
Master's journey from 1510 to 1512 A.D.

As the Karcha is free from miraculous tales,
so common in other biographical works, accepted as
standard authoritics on Chaitanya's life,—being, as it is,
a simple and unassuming record without much regard
for orthodoxy or sectariah genyeniions,—a section of the
Vaishnavas has begs disposed tothink that it is by no
means a fitting skefcligot=the great apostle, whom
they identify with Vishua ¢Ethe Hindu triad.

In some other biographies, Chaitanya has been
described to have talked withy) Advaitdch@ryya from his
mother’s womb. Heg'has" sometiines been represented
as manifesting six dims, to prove that He, who had
been Rama and Krshna™in=previous incarnations, came
down as Chaitanya in" the Raliyuga, The two arms
of each of the three incarnations, making a total
of six, are said to have been shown by him to
Vasudeva Sarvabhaum 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,
the two great ruffians, had assaulted Nity@nanda,
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 struck 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 thaf-he burned himself into a tiger
and left the mark of fit¢ claws on the breast of the Kaji
of Nadia. 1 do not propose 6 give herea full catalogue
of these marvellous avents;“which, to use the poet's
words, are * thick a3 Zutumina! leaves that strow the
brooks in Vellombrosa lig ‘thage works on Chaitanya,
accepted as his standded blographies. The orthodox
Vaishnavas look upod the Karehi by Murari, Chaitanya
Charitamrta by Krshnadas Kavizaj, Chaitanya Bhagavata
by Vrndaban Das ang &haitanya Mangal by Lochan
Das almost in the same light as the Bible is regarded
by the devout Christians, and the Lalita Vistara 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, [ 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 marvels attributed
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to Chaitanya. In it there are many instances of
reformation  of great sinners, but these marvellous
reformations were effected without any miraculous
power, excepting the power of simple faith. He cries
for no divine disc or Swdarshan 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 attribut®s/inlthesimple narrative, being
merely described asgzaiean. iBitythose, who do not
labour under age-longluénventions of orthodoxy, feel
in these artless and vivid statemedts the very life-giving
breath of the divine man of Nadia all the more.

Before I revert to the arguipants advanced by some
of the orthodox Vaishnavas™ to-deaiolish the Karcha by
Govinda Das, I willlgivé a brief aé¢count as to how
the Karchd was recoveréd=and” published by Pundit
Jaygopal Goswami of Santipar!

Fifty years ago, Pundit Kalidas Nath, whose
original researches in the field of Vaishnava literarure
will always be gratefully remembered, handed over to
Pundit Jaygopal Goswami, the veteran Vaishnava of
Santipur and a direct descendant of Advaitacharvya,
the revered friend of Chaitanya and one of the
three great Vaishnava apostles in Bengal, some old
Bengali manuseripts, of which Govinda Das’s Karcha
was one,

Late Babu Matilal Ghose of the Amrita Bazar
Patrika, stated in the Visnupriya Patrika in 1896 A.D.
that he had seen a very old MS. of the Karchid 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 and“mentiened Govinda Das, as
a Kayastha. Babu Sisickuipar Ghose, who was himself
a Kayastha, was notl acctrate’in - this statement ; his
memory had evidentlyl grawn’ ifisty when he wrote
an account, given in thgse"pages. The lost portion
covers fifty pages of thel pfinted edition of Govinda
Das’s Karcha, which “runs overi 227 pages. Pandit
Jaygopal Goswami, after alaborions research, discovered
another MS. of the "Karcha™in possession of late
Harinath Goswami and-7retovéred 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 tc 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 avas-to initiate his disciples
into the mysteries (of “Vaighnava Jfaith, could forge a
document, as he was jdlleged fo have done, especially
as there was no ecarthly bhject which he might gain
from such an act—a fagt,” admitted by Mati Babu
himself in his article.

Babu Matilal Ghogejheweveriin the article referred
to, admitted the fact |that. the rest’ of the book (177
pages), that is, barring =the first fifty pages, was
genujne, as many memberst 58 '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 publiched
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 mentiored that “the blackemith
Govinda ”’ was a companion of Chaitanya when he became
a Sannyasi. As soon as this evidence was discovered,
the arguments of those who had chosen fo 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, I dropped that
portion, thinking that therg™Was no more any contention
over the matter. Fof zipéfiod of 28§ years the assailants
were silent. But my. great ‘tegard and admiration for
Govinda Das’s Karcha, éxpréssed in all my Chaitanya-
topics, seems to have veused their activities again.
They seem determined | ot foyrecognise the claims of
any book as authentig“Beyondithe pale of those few
biographies they hafe admitted'4s standard ones. I
am told that a Samiéfs has beea established with a
view to purging the Vaishiava literature 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
deriounce Govinda Das’s Karchd as a forged work.
I am 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
lam 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.” 7%ke
Pioneer while praising in high terms my humble
services in the field of Bengali Literature, found fault
with my extolling Chmitinya ‘bevond all measure. 1
have also been condemned by sthe old historian
Mr. Beveridge in his] artiede; published in the Journal
of the Royal Asiatic Sesietyr(lanuary, 1912) for the very
same reason.

It is, therefore, durigus|jthat some of my own
countrymen should eptertaln @i ©pinion that I have
been harming the cadse k! Vaishnava religion by my
publications. 1 take the"WBefyof quoting an extract
from an article by Mrli Undetwdod, 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 1907 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,
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Rhys Davids, Grierson, Barnett, Kern and Oldenberg.
The publication of this book did much te set in a
clearer light the importance of a thorough acquaintance
with this Vernacular literature 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-gnly, Way. ol getting anything
like an adequate imptossion el the Vaishnava saint was
by reading some of itioserprolix” hiographies written
in old Bengali, such agithe Chaitanya Charitamrita and
the Chaijtanya Bhagabat—a" task from which most
foreigners naturally shrank ¥

Let me now procegdtaneetthe arguments of my
critics. Those who {dEnounead 'the fifty pages of the
Karcha as forged pointadieut that'il is mentioned in the
Karcha that Chaitanya’[tgok]aflitile 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. 1do 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, Chaitanva gently touched his body with
his hands to allay his pain. It is contended that
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 Sanny@s. Butin
some of the biographies much esteemed by the orthodox
Vaisnavas, there are oCedsionalecterences to Chaitanya’s
talking with woman and even ¢njoying the sight of plays
performed by the sevpldasiis ‘oi Puri. It will be seen
from the account tgibeldeuttd in the Karchd that
Chaitanya so far forgot higiself in his trance and was
50 absolutely unconscigut of eMerything outside, that he
trampled the body of “Firtha Ramy, who had prostrated
himself before him under®his leet. 1t wasin such a
condition that he had“totichtd the harlot Satya's
person with God’s narfie o hislips.

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 Karcha. In a country like
India, 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
:hat 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 bouk as un-
authentic, by means of flimsy and puerile arguments.

Now it is quite trugraddproved by various authorities
that there were two fanucripts 6f the Karcha, the first
one of which, counting frgnythe present time, would be
about 300 years old. ‘Thelgccomts given of the Deccan
are so faithful and minute thRat i would be impossible
for a man to give suchl det3iled information of the
various places without'dravellingsthe whole country
himself. Can it be belicied haf atfleast 300 years ago
a man having visited all'the’shrines of the Deccan, forged
a story like that 2 Thef[AIS if§Hould 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 hix book according to their suggestions. This,
of course, the historian refused to do, stating that he
would believe in the acrvount of the Karchd [ have
heen receiving thundering letters, in which 1 am required
to bhelieve in nothing except what is stated io the
Chaitunya Charitamrita. [ will refer to one interesting
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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 " (cotx @ coifel #15 gfow 8ffar) 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 Vaishpaya.zealot had then to destroy
the two forms, which.de-hadalreddy got printed.

Such has been the fate'cf {fovinda Das at the hand®
of some of his countrymen professing the Vaishnava
creed. But yet no de@wasiever/ more attached to his
master than was he to Chaitanya. [ believe that it is not
possible for any man of/the present day to write a book
like that. Its words aré all inspired, as he was near the
inspired presence of lie great personality of a divine
man. His work is being read with tears by hundreds of
men, for there is the bfeathiaf frésh 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 is a 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



298 THE KARCHA BY GOVINDADAS

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 ( F35! ofag1 2ify wfs M@
“1 jot down the notes and keep them in great privacy ).
It is for this reason that the Karchd 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_swhen hé wrote a short account
of Chaitanya’s tour in’fhetdécoan.). Hence he has not
mentioned Govinda'siname I He* has mentioned the
name of Kala Krisha iDasy whom, also, we find
mentioned in the Karcha | "Phe Jatter, for some reason
or other, abandoned his tgavel,as appears to be the case
from the account of thel Karcha:

Govinda Karmakary as.a companion of Chaitanya, is,
as we have stated beforesimentioned in the Chaitanya
Mangal of Jayanandajjwhojbeing 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}. Thereare
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 to Santipur. 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. 1am shortly going to give a
full history of Govinda Das in my Introduction to a new
edition of the Karchd which I have proposed to edit
and publish,

One of the allegations against the Karchad 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 Sannyis, so how
could he get matted locksawithin five or six months from
the time ? The custo) pfswearing artificial matted locks
on the eve of a longjourney s prevalent amongst the
Sannyasis, for the purposg 6k protecting their heads from
exposure. The custom s of & hoary antiquity and |
may refer my readers t§ a text from the Ramayana of
Valmiki,

“oags FEifH g akEe ) A
s atasw e 1

(Let it be so. For thefullilifent’ 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 schocl, while editing these poems,
are found here and there, to substitute simple words in
places of archaic and antiouated forms, such for instance,
as 3fam for sfqeel, zqal for gBepl, etc. Such small
changes must have been effected by the editor. Butthe
simplicity of the language isnot 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 (&% &g g, fame, cvfent, goafy,
#“tzify, 91f2 fire, etc. Rabindra Nath and Madhusudan
were almost contemporaries, but the langnage 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
Karchi, 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 idea ke is generally found to be
simple and unpretegtitds (L Fhe'Ratnayana of Valmiki is
for this reason, mucl'sinpleriianthe classical poems of a
much later age. The loredi midfake of these Vaisnabs
has been that they have dccenled Chaitanya Charitamrita
not only as a standard Wwerkiin regard to all historical
information about Chditanyaibhut as the criterion of
language by which fo'judge of the period in which
other books were writhgn. “I£is 00 doubt a2 monumental
work on Vaisnab theologyy but1it is an impenetrable

3 Of Ghandidas—(e) “ gefefls fre g2ees o)
i ® wgzin fotm g vty
e ditaiccikycl
Fifat 21%e offutd vy
(b) “ %% c% 0w Ao o,
it xif Al whant, $ifrm oan ey
T (2N, A AR, 1 ¢} AR w3
goeR e (3 qiaidy, wieif ofen wa
() “ Af% cTal wAiBe gy Ay
wiers fowa firml, waes wfe o,
wigs ofEm oy ety
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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 r7th century, its
style is therefore the right specimen of Bengali style
of that period. My orthodox Vaisnab brethren will not
be credited for holding the-&haitanya Charitamrita to be
the source from whieh "emanatet all light to clear up
historical and linguistic'probienisiofiBengal. We revere
the book as a great scripfuge-of ‘the Bengali Vaisnava:
but we shall not discreditithelareha when it disagrees
with the Charitamrita. Aware gf this fact, my opponents
are bent upon altogethet dewnplishing the Karcha, alleg-
ing it to be a piece offliterary forgeny.

Pandit Jaygopal Gbswami ignew dead. His eldest
son, Pandit Banwari La Goswamijs now one of the most
revered names amongst the Goswamis 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
a wan. 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 acenrate statement.

“ Fifty years ago, Babu Kaiidas 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 Karchd by Govinda Das, another
alife 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 Karchad and in
some places the manuscript was worm-eaten. Pandit
Madan Gopal Goswami rendered considerable assistance
in deciphering the reading ol ithe text. Eight or nine
years later, the Karchd appeared iin print, when I
showed a portion of Jthe same and the life of Advaita.
charyya to my talented iniend,Babu Akshaychandra
Sarkar. Babu Akshaychandra [[reviewed the Advaita
Mangal by Haricharan| in' thiree successive issues of
the ‘ Sadharani,’ and felt gnuchiinterest and was greatly
delighted in going through a' portion of the Karcha
as well,

“ Father had given alfeMpddes of the old MS. of the
Karcha to Sisir Babu for his perusal and Sisir Babu, again,
lent them to Dr. Sambhu Ch. Mookerjee from whose
custody, somehow or other, these pages were lost.

“It 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 Karchd was
finally recovered.....................onae e
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 Karchd. But is .it not known to
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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 Karchd 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.” 1

We refrain from ‘quotteg 51 Banwari Lal’s letter in
full. Evidently the andacious attempts on the part of
the biassed section of the gorfthedox Vaishnavas, to cast
a slur on my humble litesany works, and what is worse
still, on the honesty of his wenerable father, the late
lamented Pandit Jayl Gopal Goswami, have aroused
the righteous indignation.of’ Pandif Banwari Lal, who
has given free vent to his Bralimanic ire in his long
letter to me. But I am 'not ' golng 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,
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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, has drawn largely from this
work in preparing Jus/sketeb/ 6f " Chaitanya. Babu
Achyuta Charan Tattiwanidhi; the~ famous litterateur,
whom the Governmentiiof Assam has rewarded
with a literary pension, wiBte to me to say that he
believed the Karché to hela Igenuine work. His opinion
was quoted by me in‘thefirst edition of my Banga
Bhasha O Sahitya|  Diate’ Biby Haradhan Datta
Bhaktinidhi, whose scliolarshipim® Vaishnava literature
was unique and wonderfulj<taokl 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 Karchd. Babu Jagat
Bandhu Bhadra, a devout Vaishnava scholar used the
materials of the Karchd 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.

I 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 privagy.. It was also because
he wanted to serve /ARe Master ii-disguise in his later
career. After Chaitduya’sdlisappearance from the world
a theological school wig started with the avowed object
of making Chaitanya anincarnation of Krishna. Those
writers who would nof ¢onfofrn to this propaganda,
received little esteens] from ItheVaisnab community.
Whatever incredible/ legends wight be recorded by a
biographer, it did not standin-thigitvay 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, I have just received letters from
three eminent men, two of whom saw the old MS. of the
Karcha themselves. One is Rai Saratchandra Chatrerjee
Bahadur, Government Pleader of Rungpur (brother of
Sir Atulchandra Chatterjee, 1.C.S., High Commissioner).
He says “1knew Pandit Joygopal Goswami rather
intimately in my young days, when 1 had the honour
and privilege of enjoying his confidence too. [/ then
saw an old MS. of Govinda Das's Karcha, which he was

39



306 THE KARCHA BY GOVINDADAS

then engaged in making a copy of, for the purpose of
editing and publishing it. It is now over jo 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-
caten MS. of the Karchd™ 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 1o.or 15 years later, he
found the publicatior/teueita ’the original.  Mr. Nalini-
mohan Sanyal, M. A Jeetired Inspector of Schools,
Rajshahi Division, an inhabitant ol Santipur—the native
village of Pundit Joygapal ‘Gogwami-~and now 64 years
of age, refutes some/of'the tharges brought against the
editor of the Karcha fif.a letter to nte and says * I believe
the Karcha published by=Pundit’" Joygopal Goswami to
be a genuine historicalwork of ‘great merit.”

In the face of these overwhelming evidences, | need
not take further pains to prove the genuineness of the
Karcha. I only wish to 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
of firsthand information breathed throughout the hook,
which present a striking contrast to the somewhat
legendary and conventiona' character of some of the
more volumnous biographies of Chaitanya, in spite of
their many high qualifications.?

' Reprinted from the Caleutta Reviaw of March 1925, with some
sdditions and changea.
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OPINIONS

ON
THE EASTERN BENGAL BALLADS

WiTH A ForuEWARD BY THE Riacut HoNBLE LAWRENCE JouN LUMLEY
Duxpas, EARL oF RoANLDSHAY,

Fromn a Review in the Oriental List, London (Jan—~March, 1924),

* Eastern Bengal Ballads: Mymensingh : Ramtann Lahiri Research
Fellowship Lectnres for 1922-24 in two parts,

In these two volumes Dr. Dineshebandra Sen has for the first time
made available, both for Epeligh and for-Benwali readers, ten typieal
ballads (gathas) sung bypprefussionali-fuinstrels in the district of
Mymensingh. The wordd’ ¢f “ibe_ballads;have been taken down in
writing from the lips of theSe svhe- sing thém by one Chandiakamap
De, who has travelled inio Mian¥iaitt.ofitheiway places in East Bengal
for this purpose. It was anjextremecty ditlicn(t task to which he net him.
self; he often found the "profesgionali®ngers whom he approached
unwilling to disclose to a stranger'the text of these songs, which had
been handed to them as » prizate family possession; to recover the
whole of a ballad he often had te make special journeys to several
different places and to consult o numbent of different singers; and
throughont his work he was ‘hanidicapped Dy ill.health., It is to be
hoped that the collaborationsbetiveen 'himand Dr. Sen will continue
and result in the preservation.ofimany ‘more of these ballads, which
are of immense value both to The student of folk-lore and to the
philologist.

The baliads mostly date from the 16tk and 17th centuries, and
throw a flood of light on the social, religious and political condivion of
Eastern Bengal in those days. The first volume (Vol. I, Part 1) con-
taing 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 each ballad. The second volume (Vol. T,
Part T1) contains a Bengali introduction, the full Bengali text «f each
ballad. and a number of footnotes explaining obsolete words and pro-
vincialisms. There are eleven illustrations, and a literary map of
Fastern Mymensingh. Embodied in some of the ballads are several
interesting specimens of ‘baramasi’ poems—poems deseribing the
twelve months of the year in relatio~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 such writers as Bharatchandra, with its far-
fetched conceits and high-sonnding Banskrit expressions,
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Great as Dr. Sen’s other services to the cause of Bengall liferature
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 Lallads, which, but for his enterprise and the
praigeworthy efforts of his collaborator, wonld in all probability in the
course of the next few years, have been lost beyond recovery.

From a review in the Times Liferary Supplement of Tth August, 1924,

A writer nesds more than merit in himself if hig work is to attract
wide notice; his subject-matter must have » gnality of general appeal.
Probably no scholar alive in India to-day has such a record as Dr.
Dineschandra Sexn, s record of patient, enthusingtic pioneer research,
whose results have been valuable and full of interest. Fifty yeas
ago, very little was known, even by Bengnlis, of old Bengall literaturs,
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, has toiled shrough many y8&#8ie bring his own land’s history
and literature 1o lght. Hishdgdseyiugsshonld bscome s legend,
and the Bengali imaginatioy,. eenburies Bience, should see one fignre
,jeternally traversing the "Gahgttigupliin o™ beaten upon by the
fierce suan as he makes NS iay Q0GRS the red, deeply Hssured
fields of Vishnupur, now floating Ou fhoirin-swept rivers of Xast
Bengal. He has coaxed a2 eatlious® peasantry into opening their
store of traditions and memoriesiendihe has persuaded them to
part with hundreds of old manugeripts| that were stuffed into palm.
feaf roofs or between bamboo yafters. ' If he has not made a nation’s
ballads he has discovered aigrett many-of them. If a small part of
this service had been renderedtowa- better-Known litersture it would
have made him famous. Bat Bobgalis pobularly sopposed to have had
no history; and it has certaluly  Deen without the dramatic or catas-
trophic events which strike thadmagination'in the story of many lands,
Plassey, despite Nabin Sen’s song of Jament over it, was not a disaster
to Bengali arms though fought i’ {Bengalll Agra and Lahore, Delhi
and Beringapatam, evoke more romsantic associations than Daceca or
Murshidabad. Awmrungzeb and Akbar, Pratap Singh and Tipn Sultan,
mean & god deal even to a European; bat Lakshman Sen and Hambir
Singh mean nothing at all.

Yet the records brought to light by Dr. Sen concern a population of
fifty millionns, who speak as expressive and beantiful a Janguage as there
is 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 wearly a century now; and as the Bengali mind grows in con.
scionsness of itself and its achievement, it must incrensingly be inter-
ested in the beginnings of that achievement. In his Jatest book, Dir, Sen
has reclaimed a whole province for scholarship and study, tho ballads
of the Mymensingh borderland, As we know, a debatable land, where
races and interests meeob and sometimes clash, has a vivid life which ofton
takes on spontancous and vigorows expression. And the Mymensingh
swamps and spreading rivers, a refuge to fugitive kings and stroggling
independences, & region where Benga! and Assam, Aryan and
Mongolian meet and wmerge, have shellered thromgh the conturies
much more than moving and beantiful stories. A great deal of Bengal's
forgotten and neglected history lios hidden in these ballads.
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In his introduction Dr. Sen tells how his notice was firgt drawn to
the ballads. Nearly a dozen years ago he was inberested by articles
in an obscure and local Magazine, and on inquiry found thut they
were by one Chandra Kumar De, 2 young man of no English education,
in frail health and wretchedly poor. He had been employed by a
village groeer, 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 gob new work, this tiree muni.
fcently paid by two rupees a month, the work of a rent-collector ;
he bad to travel widely, and during his travels beard the old ballads,
Dr. Ben perpuaded Calcutta University to employ him; and by an
expenditure of fifty rupees a month for three years over 17,000 lines

of Old Bengali poetry have been recovered. Dr. Sen exaltantly
remarks:

* T would not have been more ploased if these lines were all gold,
The songs perfoctly artless, written mostly by Hinde and Muhammadan
peasants, often show the real hearb of poetry, and some of them af least,

I believe, will rank next only fo the most beautiful of the Vaisnsva
wongs in our literature.”

He has found Ewropeanidholads who shebolhis enthusiasm, If other
friends, both in Englandiend  Bengel ‘refiew the charge that his
enthusiasm for what js old Woflendike Yde-uncritical joy of a man
madly in love, he is unmovedi™{The charge is familiar to him, and be
puts it by with 5 smile, Theyuaseotawyovkthat he has now brought
forward is too large for hLdREyusgssmont, and even on & first view
much of it is manifestly podrer |than| he thinks it. But among
these ballads sre some talgs pol BitAple and appealing that they
need only a more cunning Jiferary | prasentation te win recognition
cuteide Bengal. And Dr. Sen, thronsheutl his long and successful
eareer as discoverer, has naver done bis Jaud | greater service than by
saving these stories that would-gu sodn have faded ont from the world,

* * e * * # #*

Paris, 10th April, 1924,

My prAR FRiuND,

T am sorry I could not answer sarlier your lovely lotter, dated 10th
January, 1924. 1 am growing more and mure busy day by day since
my coming back home. 8till T cherished the hope of reading all your
Ballads before writing yon, and T kept them faithfully on my desk all
the time. Buk T had to content myself with the firat one and with your
learned Infroduction. To-day I am on the eve of Baster vacations, and
I am confident I can now wmeke time to enjoy & full reading of your
delectable work, But I have read enough of it to anticipate the pleasure
I can derive from it. Your enthusiaem st the discovery was fully justi-
fied. Your Eastern Bengal, you ave 86 proud of, is positively an earthly
replion of Indin’s Nandan, a paradise of vegetation, sky, running water,
a sporting place of Apsarases and Gandbarvas, sand you are snother
Narads coming to the world to repose above these celestinl beauties,
and in & way how attractive! Thizis the wonder of art thab, owing
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to you, I could in the sad, dull, dim dags of winter dreawn of a bl_ue
sky, of lovely vivers, of evergreen woods, of couples 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 such an uncessing sirain of labour you had to
suffer from a nervous depression. Kven before I could meet you, I
eonld guess that you are working in a constant strain of imagination
and passion which overtaxes your bodily strength. 1 know that no
sacrifice is of account to you for the love of your country. Bub Indis
has nob snch 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 thab you are feeling better, and
stronger, that you are recovering after this tremendous shock,

Beliva miey my dear friend,
Ever yours,
Syrvamn Levy

Dear Siw,

Thank you very much for [ygor Rifdoess in sending me the firat
volume of your Mymensingh/Balldds. ' My gister and myself (she is my
interpreter in English) have readit: with-great interest. The subject
it deals with touches all mankind thie differcnces with Buropean sbories
are due to reasons which areéimingh.more social than racial. The good
mathetic taste that is felt Su™wmostofthese ballads is also one of the
characteristics of popular imagipation “in many of oor Western
conntries: “ Womeder Wehmuth? agla benutiful song of Goethe’s, put
into music by Besthoven, 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 lterature? [ was specially delighted
with the touching story of Madina which although only two eentaries
old, is an antigne beauty and a purity of sentiment which art has
rendered faithfully without changing it. Chandravati i3 a very noble
story and Mahua, Kanka and Lila are charming (to meation 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
contribntion to its efforts to solve the problems of popular literary
creations. From where have these great primitive epies and ballads
come ? It seems very likely that they have always come from some
poetic gening whose invention has struck the popular imaginaiion.
But the qguestion 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 epie ag one might say on the lips of the people
who have given birth to it before writing bad fized it in somes shape as
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yomand Mr. Chandra Kumar have succeeded in doing in this case.
I congratulate you sincerely for this beautiful work and [ ask yoa,
dear Sir, to believe in my high esteem and admiration.*

4th March, 1924, Romain Ronnann,

3 * * #* #* #

from a review by Mr. F. B, Oaten, LL.B,, M.A., published in the
Englishman, dated the 7th of February, 1924

It is not easy for an XEnglishman to hazard an opipion as fo the
reception which the ballad poetry of Eastern Benwmal, recently rescued
from oblivion by Dr. Ren, and mow given by him fo the world in
the form of an Knglish translation, will receive at the hands of
literary Bengal, Buf one thing is _cerfain. The measure of Bengal's
appreciation of these ballads, wnt 83 were historical or literary
curiosities, but as living litefaturey will/ b8 seme index of the extent
to which her spirit is osesplng. from ihe trammels of artificiality
in s effort to express itvelf pof paiy Tlitargtnre but in life. To the
western oritia, stumbling by goed fortanenpon Dr. Sen’s Book, these
ballads, straight from the ludsephisticatddy people’s heart, come fresh
and stimulaub as the hreeze [that wevives the jaded truveller from
Calcatta as he site in steamen andplonghs across the monsoon gusts
of Bastern Bengal. Tn them we estape/as regards the subject-matter
almost entirely from the priesh) as regards language, entirely from
cultured artificiality, and a8 regards the most universal of human
passions, altogether from that ideal of “Ghistity which caused a poet
of an earlier age to pluce the following' words in the mouth of Bits,
as o defence to her charfgtert “Hwen avhen I was a mere child, ¥
never came too close to a mals playfellow.?

In the infroduction which Dir.|8ext préefxes to hiz translation, we
learn that these ballads cover a period of 300 years from ihe gixteenth
century onward, that they were known oniy 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 nneducated 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,
hag been infinitely vaiuable.

Briefly ' stated, these ballads contain & pictore of the state of
society and the conditions of life, prevailing in Hastern 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 Brahminie
canons and arbitrary conventions were unable to penstrate; it was
therefore for generaiions ruled by a different society and a different
standard of moral and communal life; ity culture was indigenous,
nabtural, fresh, unariificial, in sherd, true original Bengall Tiwasa
soclety not of dogmas, but of real life.

* Translated from French by Captain J. W, Peiavel,
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There are s dozen aspeots from which these ballads, thus redeemed
from rapidly approaching oblivion, are important. Lord Ronaldshay in
hig introduction emphasises their importance as the seed from which
modern Bengall has sprung.  They will eostaiuly also prove valuable as
a source of historical information. But one cannot but dwell here
on their intrinsic value as literature, since ib is to be hoped th ¢
Bengal will eventually value them wmost as sueh. As Dr. Sen writes,
“these songs have features in them which have s universal appeal”
Their language iz that of a despised “patois,” they deseribe Bengali
men and women acting in ways that are not now conventional and are in
some cases rvegarded 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 balads women fall in 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 chooge, They devise stratagems and
slay his foes. TEey converse with strange youngmen at the ghat and
arrange fature meetings, They receive love-letters. Yob ever they prefer
death to dishonour, properly so pegarded. Malua’s scorn of the Kazi's
overtures to her throvgh e go-beiweensin her husband’s absence,
ig charaeteristic.  “ The wicked a4l hosnel yhe worth of my hoshand®s
toe, Take this insnlé fronifige-avd 2o o your Xazt and tell bim all
1 take him to be my foe and. Lo¥d- hiriden dog. I hit his face with
a broom from here.”

In fact it may be said BhBd woman, fke Bengali woman, is the
general hero of these ballads; Bo'fax agithose hitherto published are
concerned. By the side of hen deyobion, heroism and self.renun.
ciabion, the male characters avg| somebinies poor creatures, devoid of
personality. In Mahwa, Malpe, -Stakisend several others, not solsly
Hindu, the literature of Bengal-yecelves on its roll many names of
which it may be prond. ¥ sl thevefore distressing to learn from
Dr. Sen that these songs atedosing public favour every dasy, Bengsl
needs these lierary heroincsjieven though, or even possibly because
their conventions are ot those of to-day. Possibly Dr. Sen’s book,
and especially his enthusiasticiand | rifumphant introduction to them,
will restore them to public favour, and give them wider currency.
It is clear at lenst from Dr, Sen’s enthusiasm for the uncoventionality of
the characters of the ballads, that it is not without meaning that he
prafaces to his book the guotation that “ if a man were permibted to
make all the ballads, he need not eare who should make the laws
of a nation.”

Lord Ronaldshay in an article entitled * What is it Nationalist
Tndia wants * published in “ the Nineteenth Century and A¥ter ¥ (July
1924) refers to Dr. Dineshchandra Sen’s, * Eastern Bengal Ballads ”
in terms of high praise, with copious extracts from the book.

From a review by Mr. F. E. Pargiter, (I.C.8, 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 distritt of Mymensingh in North.East
Bengal, and Chandra Kumar De, & poor man who had bsen fascinated
by them during his local visits as rent-collector, began writing about
them in the local Journal Sowrabhe in 1912. His notices atiraoted
Dr, Dineshchandra Sen, who then helped him and engaged him in 1019
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D recover all the ballads thab could be discovered there. This was
doue, often with great difficulty, hecause reciters daid nobt always
know the whole of a ballad, so that the portions were discovered
piecemenl and sometimes confusedly. Dr. Ben bas now edited ten
ballads a8 & frst instalment in this work, the ballads (Maimansinh
Gitiks) in Pt IT and English translations in Pt L.

The Bengali of the ballads is the peculiar dialect of East Bengal,
which differs from that of Caleutbs in various respects, sndé is of
real interest and value in phonology and vocabulary, &s the reviewer
ean vouch from personal knowledge, some results of which are shown
in his Vocabulary of Peculior Vernacular Bemgali Works, publishedi
by ghe Bengal Asiatic Society. The English version is mob a close
translation, but a free rendering which gives the matter and spirit of
the originay. The ballads belong to the last three or four centuries
The dramat is personze are Hindu and Mohammedan, chiefly Hindu
yet pot Hindu of the orthodox iype, for the conditions are those of
freer country life, and youth andmmiden meet in true love enisodes.
The stories are charming, both hepgy wud-iragic, and are told generally
in simple language, fresiwith ctmutiylsceudy and feelings, and illus.
trated with pretty skeishes by a, Bengalinaviist. The characlers are
finely and often nobly delipeatediand Ehéhoroines display the highest
ideals of Bengali womanhgodi| ‘Dri8en ias discussed eack ballad in
a preface, and has prefixedta ¥ho waole » long introduction investi.
gating their origin, variely) mhlyre, Yevitation and valne, and the
political condition of thafl district| Whe ballads should stimulate
interest among stadents of Behghl, snd the English version will
charm all readers.

F. B. PArGITRER
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