Echoes of

«“The earthquake of 1857 shook every nook
and corner of the country, but its epicentre was
that part of India where the people are called
by the name of “Purbias” i.e., people speaking

the Avadhi or Bhojpuri dialects”, says
Rabul Sankrityayana, the famous -Hindi
scholar.

Indeed such is the strength and force of the
tradition of 1857 among the people inhabiting
these areas that the mutiny continues to be a
very favourite theme for songs by village poets
down to the present day. Some of these popular
songs by folk-poets from the Avadhi area were
collected some time back for the Akadami by
Shree Ram Naresh Shukla ‘Rahi’. We have
selected five of the best songs from this coilec-
tion. Their English translation made by Dr.
Puranchand Joshi are being given below along
with their original Avadhi texts.

. Though these songs are relatively modern
we have thought it proper to call them folk-
songs as they are the compositions of genuine

1857

folk-poets from the villages and they are based
on the traditional Avadhi airs such as, Purabi
Kaharawa and Kajli. Besides, they have already
acquired wide currency among the people of the
particular region.

We are also giving a few songs composed
during 1857 from the collection of William
Crooke along with translations made by him.
These songs were popular in Saharanpur, Fyza-
bad and Hardoi districts of Uttar Pradesh.

The flames of 1857 had spread far and wide
as was evidenced by the mutiny at Ranchi. A
song of that mutiny has become a part of the
Oraon Folklore. The song was collected by the
late F. Hahn of the G.E.L. Mission and edited
and translated by A Grinard, of the catholic
mission of Chota Nagpur. We are giving the
text and translation of this song.

Lastly we give a few verses of Bahadurshah
expressing his determination and also his des-
pair following the events of 1857.



RANI LAXMI BAI

( Purabi )

No  jewels

That glowed

The whole world saw Laxmibai in

to adorn  her but

only  patriotism.
brightly — her only ornament!
eighteen fifty seven!!

Fate had ordained her to be a fighter in just her adolescence.
No child she had to play in her lap and wipe out her tears.

A son she adopted at last

The whole world

in eighteen
saw her in her

fifty seven—

-only ornament!

The mandates of the British she poohpoohed with heroic defiance.
And greeted with glee the tidings of revolts and rebellions—

Whispered in her ears by Tantiya in eighteen fifty seven.

The whole

world
Encircled by English battalions was

saw her in her only ornament!

Jhansi, under fire.

~ When like an enraged lioness for vengeance, in male attire,

battle left
The

Fearless for

Laxmibai - in fiifty

whole world saw her in her

seven-——
only ornament!

Many she killed single-handed when a fatal shot they fired, .
Her horse collapsed, she held on like a heroine inspired.

The ground was studded with corpses in eighteen fifty seven—

whole
in battle,

The

Bruised and battered

world
in Gwalior she died.

saw her in her only ornament!

Woe betide the Firangis—they usurped her kingdom when she died.

‘Ram Abhilash’ sings her glory of eighteen fifty seven.
The whole world saw her in her only ornament.
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ON 1857 MUTINY

( Kaharwa )

Look the Firangi merchants came

and pillaged and plundered our

land.

They hoisted here their banner and swallowed up

the wealth and
each
the Firangis usurped our land.
paddy fields they came

The kings pitched against
while
Like pests smltmg the

riches of our land.

other fought

and sucked the blood of our land.
There is left neither work nor living
and terrible poverty stalks our land.

Look, the Firangi......

At the hands of the English sell their honour
even the big and mighty of our land.
There is neither peace nor security, like orphans

roam

about the rulers

of our land.

Not a penny left in the pocket

O what curse has befallen

The firangi empire

in eighteen fifty seven
What tyranny O what terror
mutiny
from
ruin

when
away
O what

Children torn

was shaken to its

our land.
Look, the Firangi......
roots

in our land.
seethed our land.
their  parents

swept our land.
Look, the Firangi..... .

In Allahabad, Bithoor and Kanpur
in Lucknow, in other towns of our land.

Wherever went Nana there sprang up

centres

They belong to the heavens, the heroes—
that gave their lives

rebellion in our land.
for their land.

Look, the Firangi......
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1857
( Purabi )

Brightly burn the lights of the lamp and the moths appear—
Fired with passion and love the patriots gather,
Happiness reigned when the residents of Bharat lived in gaiety
Happiness reigned when there prevailed trust and harmony
Happiness reigned in Bharat all those  years.
Brightly burn the lights of the lamps and the moths gather.
The native kings as one man in the same boat were sailing— .
There came Firangis when the kings against each other were thundering—
Thus withered our golden bird and bad days appeared—
Brightly burn the lights of the lamps and the moths gather.
They played what tricks and what feuds inspired.
Friends turned bitter foes and against each other  conspired.
What shame : that our banner was torn asunder—
Brightly burn the lights of the lamps and the moths gather.
Fired with love in fifty seven our soldiers rattled.
Lacs of them; drew swords; and against Firangis battled.
What glory, what martyrdom in India’s honour— i
Brightly burn the lights of the lamps and the moths- gather;
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THE MUTINY

( Kajri)

Our countrymen are in revolt, O Sanwaria.

Dark clouds have

In fifty seven they

~ Men and women, everyone

rose against

stirred

gathered, O Sanwaria.

their thraldom.

for freedom.

Soaked with blood are their garments, O Sanwaria.

Deserted are their

chambers,

O Sanwaria.

Our countrymen are in revolt, O Sanwaria.
The first spark was kindled by the Bengal battalion,

Like wild fire it rolled

from

region to region.

The vault of tyranny broke down, O Sanwaria.

The skulls of Firangis rolled on, O Sanwaria.
In old Bahadur Shah, once more youth was resurgent.

Old Kunwar Singh, Nana and Tantiya valiant.

Leaders of bloodiest battles,

O Sanwaria.

Tearing their enemies to smithereens, O Sanwaria.

Lacs of heads rolled on yet their hearts knew no mercy.

O who could describe it

what

naked brutality.

Where lies deliverance from this plight, O Sanwaria.
O Lord, when shall you appear to undo this wrong, O Sanwaria.
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A Widow’s Patriotism

Kajri

Since the days of the mutiny, my chamber is lonely.
In fifty seven left, my soldier for the army.

He laid down his life, for the sake of his country.
Since the time he left, my chamber is lonely.

Gone is my vermillion, my sari, and my Tikli.
Gone are my bangles forever, and sawan’s festivity.

Since the days of the mutiny, my chamber is lonely.
Empty is my house, my courtyard and my balcony.

My mother-in-law’s sanctum-—and the town is empty.
Since the days of the mutiny, my chamber is lonely.

In my grief-stricken heart, there is but one expectancy—
Let the day come soon, when we drive out the Firangi.
Since the days of the mutiny, my chamber is lonely.
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Songs of the Mutiny
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People got shawls, large and small; my love
got a Kkerchief. There is a great bazar at
Meerut; my love did not know to plunder.

People got dishes and cups; my love got a
glass. There is a great bazar at Mecrut;
People got coconuts and dates; my love got an
almond. There is a great bazar at Meerut,

People got coins of gold; my love got a half
penny. There is a great bazar at Meerut.

The soldiers of Rana raised trouble in Qudh
my Ram. The lord sent a letter: “Come and
join us, Brother Rana, 1 will get military
honours from London, and make you a
governor in Oudh”. The Rana wrote an answer
“Dont play with me. As long as there is life in
my body, I willdig youup and throw you
away.”

The story is that Gulab Singh, the Thakur
of Barwa Batora, tahsil Sandila, District Hardoi,
was a bachelor who had adopted his sister’s son.
She was a brave woman, who inspired him to
further deeds of darings. :

Sung by - Qumasuddin of Sandila and recor-
ded by Ram Gharib Chaube.

. “Raja Gulab Singh, I am a little tired of
waiting: show yourself for once’’.

From his fort spake thus Gulab Singh:
“Here my words lady. 1 have slain the foot-
soldiers, 1 have slain horsemen, 1 have slain a
countless army”’.

“Brave Gulab Singh, I am a little tired of
waiting: show yourself for once™.

The first fight I won at Lakmanagarh; the
second camp at Rahimabad. The third fight |
won in Sandila, and made my camp at Jamu.

Refrain

“Raja Gulab Singh I am a little tired of
waiting: show yourself for once”.





